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	1. PROLOGUE

_**A/N: **I'm baaack... Did you guys miss me? Anyway, here is the sequel that many of you have been asking/begging for. This is just the intro into the story and don't worry, I will be giving more information and detail about what has happened since the end of the last story. So please be patient, okay?_

_As always both HALO and STAR WARS belong to there respective owners and not me so I ask that you do not sue me, I AM BROKE!_

_Now that is over with, on too the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] { { { {PROLOGUE } } } } [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

In the years following the collapse of the Republic and formation of the Galactic Empire, Andromeda bore witness to a series of evens that forever changed the galaxy in ways its population could have never imagined, both politically and socially. The _Confederacy of Independent Systems, _though still considered a young government when compared to the Republic it hadn broke away from, was finally to shake off the stigma that had been created by its first leader and his inner circle.

Under the leadership of Mina Bonteri and her new government, the Confederacy was able to clean up its act as it were, and became the new democracy that many of its member governments had hoped for when the CIS was first formed. Corruption was thoroughly stamped out and new laws were introduced, that prevented senators from profiting from contracts that were sent out to the few privately owned companies that still existed.

In another section of the galaxy, another certain group of planets that had also broken away from the now defunct Galactic Republic were now experiencing an period of economic prosperity that many had never thought possible. They were worried that the economies on many worlds would fail because of their heavy reliance on trade with Republic, which no longer existed. But what had happened next shocked everyone.

After numerous meeting within their own ranks and with the Confederacy, trade and investment soon began to flow freely between the former adversaries, and many worlds who's economies were weakened by the Clone Wars, soon found themselves a boom that had not been seen in literally centuries. But of course none of this could have been possible, if it were not for another faction that many once thought of as' primitive' and even harmless. A faction that many now considered as a major galactic power, even though they were not from that galaxy. _The Terran Union._

From their colonies known as the Worth System, the Terran government had asserted themselves into the galactic community as a major economic, political and military power. Ever since their actions during _Operation Just Cause _over Naboo, the TUG and their military arm known as the U.N.S.C had created close ties within Andromeda and many governments had come to trust these beings that came from beyond the galaxy. That trust was never more tested when the Clone Wars came to an abrupt end and a number of governments soon found themselves question the then Chancellor's power.

Known as _"The Fall" _by many historians today, it was a short but very turbulent time in the galaxy's history that saw the fall of the Galactic Republic, which had lasted for thousands of years, and the birth of the Empire that came from its ashes. It was during this time that many governments that had begun to question the Republic's leadership and no longer wanted to be apart of the "madness" that had gripped the majority of the then senate.

Thus many within the senate that were wary about the Chancellor's true intent, turned to the one government within the galaxy that had not only managed to stay out of the war, but had shown interest in helping their allies in their time of need.

Now twenty-four years after the fall, the TUG had become the new light of hope within the galaxy and many governments looked towards them for guidance and security. Many worlds such as _Alderaan and Naboo _had actually gained a political alliance of sorts with the Terran government and even though they were still technically independent, each government were actually represented within the TUG parliament and their people, recognized as _"Terran Citizens". _A fact that allowed them to enjoy the freedoms that came with the title.

But not everyone in Andromeda were fortunate enough to enjoy or experience the prosperity that had spread across the galaxy. Namely, those that found themselves under the heel of the _Galactic Empire _and its power hungry emperor.

The years after the installment of the Empire was a mixed bag of accomplishment, pride and despair. On one hand the peace and prosperity that had been promised by Palpatine on the day the empire had formed had come to pass. But that peace and prosperity had come with a high price and for many, that price was paid in blood.

The numerous monuments that had been made to celebrate this new order, were made by forced labor. Countless millions had been forced into a life of servitude by the new imperial government, on the grounds that they were deemed "expendable" and that their sacrifice would be for the benefit of the Empire at large. It was nothing more than state sanctioned slavery.

There were those within the imperial "senate" who were not too pleased by these actions and made this known when the senate was in assembly. But no sooner had they spoken out against this policy and showed their displeasure, said senators had either meet with an unfortunate "accident", were suddenly found to be linked to one of a number of "Terror" groups that had popped up over the years. Or simply just "Disappeared" without a trace.

Too late many had come to realize the mistake they had made in supporting the establishment of the Galactic Empire. They had willingly sacrificed their freedoms and rights to a government that was clearly being lead by a power hungry mad man, they had made a deal with the devil and now he was collecting his due.

Numerous rebellions began to erupt on hundreds of imperial worlds and even though they were largely unorganized and relatively isolated, each one was brutally crushed under the weight of the Empire's imperial forces. Entire cities and even entire worlds were destroyed so as to send a message to all that oppose the empire, but that did not stop many from doing what they could to stand against what they saw as a major evil that needed to be stopped at all cost.

Soon the peace that so many had sacrificed so much for to have was fast becoming a memory, as the Empire's war machine began to crank out ships and solders to fight the growing insurrectionist situation within its own borders. Even the state's propaganda machine was unable to convince the populace that the actions of the government were justified and was needed to quote; _"Keep the Empire strong and its citizens, safe." _unquote.

There were still those that were loyal to the empire and many more who were all but fanatical about the _"New Order" _that now existed, but the iron fist that had gripped this section of the galaxy and its inhabitants for the past couple decades, was starting to show signs of rust. All the while, the other two powers of the galaxy were prospering and many within the empire were convinced that it would only be a matter of time before both the C.I.S and the T.U.G decided to take advantage of the situation.

This was something that could not happen, the empire needed to be safe from these governments that wanted to destroy the order that the galaxy truly needed.

In the Terran year 2634, the Andromeda Galaxy was a far more dangerous place than it had been since the fall of the Galactic Republic. The drums of war were beginning to sound once again within the galaxy that was not so far away and the fragile peace that had lasted for over two decades would soon disappear.

A storm coming and soon, the entire galaxy would be engulfed in a conflict that would shake it to its very core. A conflict that history would not soon forget and forever be remembered as... _The Andromeda War. _


	2. Home Coming

_**A/N: **__Here it is, the first "official" chapter to my story and I hope you guys like it. Anyway this was strongly influenced by the end of Season 5 of Clone Wars (if you have not seen it yet, prepare to be seriously bummed out), to which me and MeleeSmasher did not agree with too much so we decided to do something about it. You may want want to check out his story "HALO: The Chain" to see what we jointly came up with. _

_Anyway, in this chapter there will be some new faces introduced and believe me this is just a taste of what is to come. So on the the story! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[Home Coming...]**_

_( New Plymouth, Worth )_

In the years following the fall of the Galactic Republic the Terran colonies of Worth, Mesa and Bounty began to experience some what of an economic boom, as a result of the massive construction projects that had taken place within the Terran controlled star system. Not too long after the establishment of the Galactic Empire, it was the decision of the T.U.G and the UNSC to build up the military infrastructure within the system, so as to ensure that the colonies would be able to hold out on their own in case another conflict were to erupt..

As a result of this defense plan, hundreds upon thousands of persons flooded into the Worth system from the Milky Way galaxy in the hopes of finding work in one of the many projects that were taking place at the time. Soon the major cities within the system such as New Plymouth, Port Lebanon and San Loma, saw a sudden surge in their populations and the cities began to expand out and up. While new cities were created by the private corporations that had been contracted by the UNSC, to house their workers and their families. As a result, billions upon billions of revenue had flooded into the economy and the Worth system soon became one of the richest sectors in the galaxy.

Over time though, some of these "private" cities were handed over to the Colonial government, when the projects were completed and most of the corporations moved out. But the money still be flowed into the colonies, as new companies began to open up and person began to invest both within the system and the other planets that fallen under the dominion of the Terran Union. It was very clear to see that money was no longer a problem for the Terran colonies, with New Plymouth becoming the new mecca of business within the "Free" galaxy.

But change was not only limited to the planets themselves, for the space around the system was almost unrecognizable, when compared to how it had been just over two decades ago. Hundreds of freighters from both the CIS and the Milky Way galaxy either sat in low orbit around the planets, or were docked in one of the nine massive space stations that made up each planet's respective tether stations. _(Three per Planet)_

The UNSC had also been busy, as the presence of sixty _Orbital Defense Platforms _reminded everyone who could see them that the Galaxy was still a very dangerous place and the United Nations Space Command was more than ready to deal with any would be threat. But despite this constant reminder, the people that made the Worth System home were determined to live their lives as best as they could and not allow fear to control them.

Today the city of New Plymouth was getting ready to celebrate fifty eight years since the system was first settled back in 2573 ans considering just how successful the colonies had become since then, the people who called those three planets home had every right to celebrate. There were many festivities that were taking place on each world and in the capital city of New Plymouth, a massive parade had taken place that morning, where it would be followed up by an open ceremony in Glinn's field.

It was in this atmosphere that an young naval officer soon found herself in, as she exited the New Plymouth tether station and made her way to the facility's monorail station. It had been 2 years since _Rebecca Stepson _had left her home and was stationed on board a UNSC super carrier within the Milky Way Galaxy, as a "Vampire" pilot, but now she was back home to take up her next assignment.

As the UNSC officer got onto the double deckered rail car, she could not help but to think about both her parents and her siblings. Her father was the commandant of the New Plymouth military academy, while her mother was the Governor of the colony of Mesa. Rebecca herself had actually attended NPMA _(New Plymouth Military Academy) _and had graduated top of her class and from there she had served as an officer on the UNSC Yorktown. Now at the rank of lieutenant commander, the Worth native was on her way to Glinn's field.

Fifteen minutes and on cab ride later, Lt. Commander Rebecca Stepson had arrived at the CDF operated Air field and proceeded to make her way through the sea humanity. Her destination, the main administration building to report for duty.

"ATTENTION!" a deep voice barked behind the young officer, causing her to snap at attention. "About face, Beccasberry!"

"Beccaberry?" muttered to herself. As far as she knew there was only one person in the known universe that called her that name (and lived) and as she turned to see just who it was that had called her out, Rebecca was met by a rather large individual with a clean shaven head, dark skin and was dressed in a uniform normally worn by a general in the UNSC Army.

"DAD!" Rebecca cried out, as she dropped her small suit case and proceeded to hug her father, General Daniel Stepson of the UNSC Army and Commandant of the NPMA. "Whats up Beccaberry?" the older male said, as he happily hugged his daughter, "When did you come in?"

"My ship docked just over an hour ago." Rebecca replied, as she released he grip on her father and picked up her suit case."Where's mom?"

"Your mother ran into your aunt Padme and Ahoska. And you know how those two like to chat when they see your mom.." The former Spartan replied. Which caused his daughter to giggle a bit.

For the next few minutes the pair made their way through the crowd and began to catch up on what they had missed. The general was proud to learn that Rebecca would soon be taking command of a _"Eagle-class" _patrol vessel, while the Lt. Commander was happy to learn that her two brothers, Ryo and Danny, had recently joined the army's "Tank school" on Mesa.

Within a few minutes the father and daughter team came to a trio of women who were completely engrossed in conversation. The woman was in her early fifties flowing brown hair with streaks of gray in it and she was dressed in a rather casually. The second member of the group was a Togruta female that was little bit younger that the first woman and was dressed in attire that even though covered her body, still showed off every single curve of her body.

The final member of the group was a female Pantoran that was dressed in a maroon colored too with matching knee length skirt and boots, and her platinum colored hair flowed freely down her back. She was talking to the other two women in the group when she saw the Army general walk up with the naval officer in tow.

"Becca!" the Pantoran said happily, as she ran up and hugged the one and only daughter. Rebecca for her part, just hugged her mother in return and replied, "Good to see you too, mom. Hi aunty Padme. Hi aunty Ahsoka."

Soon the other two women in the group came over to the happy family and proceeded to welcome back their friend's eldest child. Soon the entire group began to talk and plans were made to get together for a weekend lunch where they would be celebrating both Rebecca's return, as well as her new assignment as the commander of a UNSC vessel. But as these plans were being made, the gears of war were slowly beginning to turn within the Empire, and it was a fact that had not gone unnoticed by the _Central Bureau of Military Intelligence. _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_[Secure Location, Fort Ragno]_

Located somewhere deep within the Fort Ragno military complex, was a bunker that was specifically designed and operated by the UNSC's intelligence agency. A bunker who primary function was to gather, sort through and relay information that had been intercepted from within Empire space, as well as coordinate and monitor operations that officially, _"Did not exist." _A bunker that many within the CBMI simply called, _"The Hive"_ and it was from here, the CBMI conducted their Andromeda operations.

It was from here that the CBMI was able to keep an close eye on their imperial neighbor, track fleet movements and monitor the Empire's push/expansion into the areas of the galaxy known as "Wild Space." Not to mention, keep their eyes certain persons that had shown sudden interest in Worth's military forces.

But in the last few weeks, the network of spies and informants that the CBMI had spent years on building, had begun to flood the Hive with disturbing information that had the intelligence brass on high alert. The Empire had suddenly begun to redeploy their forces, ships and units that had either been apart of the Empire's expansionist operations or involved in recent fighting with rebel groups, were suddenly pulled from the front lines and were being stationed in bases and anchorages that were located along the borders with both the Terran Union and the CIS.

There was a sudden increase in activity at a number of major imperial ships yard, as vessel were being cranked out at an rate that had not been seen since the clone wars. While still, construction had begun on brand new facilities that were located deep within Empire space. With an sudden mass build up of their forces along the boarder and the Empire suddenly investing heavily in their military and infrastructure, one did not have to be an military expert to see what the Empire was planing.

"Colonel, we are receiving an communication from Admiral Roberts on Reach." _Oracle, _the Artificial Intelligence that was assigned to the have announced, as the holographic image of a young woman dressed in ancient Greek attire, suddenly appeared on a near by projector.

"Thank you, Oracle." the commander of the Hive replied, as she got up from her chair and walked up to the projector that held the CBMI intelligence. Suddenly the image of and man in his early fifties and dressed in an UNSC admiral uniform, appeared next to the AI and said, "Colonel Offee, glad to see that you are well."

The Miriaian female saluted the superior officer before she replied, "Good to see that you too are well, although I wish the circumstances of our meeting were different."

"Indeed." the older male replied before he said, "What is the latest do you have to report?"

Taking a moment to grab a data pad, the former Jedi and CBMI commander said, "From the look of things, the Empire is building up for an all out invasion of both the CIS and Terran controlled space. The Empire have moved the 111th and the 282th fleets from their frontier operations and had them redeployed to the Silvata and Rokai anchorages."

"That's dangerously close to our boarder with them and the CIS." The head of the CBMI muttered, as he overlooked the files that he had brought up on his end. "The joint chiefs are not going to like this when we convene later with the President."

"I can imagine so, admiral." the Miriaian said with a somber tone. "I will have to go and brief the Colonial council and General Escandor about this as well."

"Have our counterparts in the CIS contacted you as yet?" the Admiral asked.

"Not yet, no." Offee answered, "But the information that they have shared with us, it is possible that the Empire is also planing an invasion of their space as well."

"This is very distressing indeed." Roberts remarked, as he could remember how the galaxy had been when he was just a field agent in Andromeda. Back then the CBMI had operated so as to prevent an open conflict from erupting between the his government and the Galactic Republic or CIS.

Now though it looked like a war with the Empire was all but unavoidable. All he and the people under his command could do right now, was prepare the TUG and the UNSC for a conflict that could easily last for years, against an enemy that outnumbered them almost three to one. The only thing that gave the former agent any form of comfort at that point was the possibility that this future war would not be as savage as the infamous Covenant war of almost a century ago. Or at least that was what he hoped any way. "Colonel, I suggest that you contact the Jedi council and find out what is their take on this situation."

"Yes Sir." she replied, before the image of Roberts vanished from her sight.

"Should I contact Master Skywalker of the Jedi Council?" Oracle asked her commander.

"Uh... no thanks Oracle. I will meet with them, myself." Colonel Offee replied, as she turned around and made her way to the bunker's exit. Within a few minutes the intelligence officer would be boarding a CDF transport and head off to meet with the Jedi Council on Mt. Jefferson.

A council that had made her leave the order she was once apart of.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N**__: Well, what y'all think? Like I sat in the beginning, Me and MeleeSmasher were influenced by the events of the Season finale, and I strongly advise that that you read his story, it is NIGHTSTALKER certified. :) _


	3. Thunder in the Distance

_**A/N:**__ Here is the next installment and I hope you guys like it. Anyway, this chapter has a certain Miriaian in her new role, interaction with the Jedi Council and like I said this was inspired by thr recent season finale of Clone Wars... and like I had said in the last chapter, I was none to happy with the way it ended. So me and MeleeSmasher decided that change it to our liking. _

_Also, I want to suggest two stories that have been reading and I must advise that you take a look at them: "A Flame in the Darkness" by Order and Chaos – Qui Iudicant, and "The Bow and the Gun" by TheBleachDoctor. Both of with I recommend that you give a read. They are great :) _

_As always, I also suggest that you read my previous story as well as "HALO: The Chain" to understand this story a bit more if you are new. _

_Now that is over with, on to the story! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Thunder in the Distance... ]**_

After over a thousand years of planing and creating one of the biggest deceptions in the galaxy's history, the _Sith Order _had finally gained control of the once mighty Galactic Republic and turned it into the Empire that they so wanted it to be. With the greatest civilization that ever existed under their control, the Sith went about reshaping the galaxy into the image that they wanted it to be. An galaxy that was built upon the philosophy that the strong should be allowed to thrive and feed off the weak. A galaxy that allowed its citizens to experience strife and unimaginable hardships, so as to weed out those who were weak and allow the strong to rule over them with an iron fist.

And for over twenty years that had been the case, as the Sith's latest Empire began to subjugate countless billions so as to push their philosophy across the galaxy. Worlds such as Ryloth and Kashyyyk were governed harshly by the Moffs that controlled them, mainly because of their "Lack of Enlightenment" under the new order. Many of which being transformed into major slavery hubs, and their people being sold into a life that many of them would not survive.

Even planets that had one been regarded as enlightened and were firm believers in the new order and had thrown their full support behind the emperor, soon found themselves falling out of grace and worlds such as Pantora, were now being seen as nothing more that backwater planets that needed "special" attention. Now of course the leaders of Pantora were not to happy with the "attention" they were getting allowed it to be known when the senate met again on Coruscant. But the very next day after this outburst, an imperial vessel "accidentally" fired its main cannons while it was in orbit around Pantora and completely destroyed the capital city, along with its entire government.

Needless to say there had been more than a few of these "accidents" that involved Imperial vessels and the Imperial government was all to willing to move in and "Bring order and peace to these worlds."

These were very dark times indeed for the galaxy and it was very clear to see that the Emperor was not about to release his grip on the empire that he personally had given birth to. Even if it meant that a few billion people die, so as to ensure his power was secure. But even though the Sith lord ruled with an iron fist and used fear to control the masses under his rule, there was one thing the former chancellor had not accounted for. Something that was proving to be more than difficult to stamp out and was beginning to grow like a cancerous tumor within HIS Empire... _Hope. _

All over the galaxy millions of people on worlds that had either been conquered during the expansion operations, or were basically fed up with the way the system Moffs were treating them, had begun to rise up against his order. At first they were nothing more than minor riots which were quickly and brutally put down. But as time passed, these uprisings began to be more organized and it was not long before a number of groups began to pick up arms against their would be over lords.

At first they were nothing more than hit and run raids against imperial bases, but is was not long before these raids became more bold and the empire began to lose ground against these insurrectionist. They may have been small victories and the empire quick to recover their losses, but the very idea that the mighty Galactic Empire had been humiliated by these "thugs"and terrorist, gave the oppressed population of the galaxy a sense of hope that had not been seen in years Now there were rumors that all these rebel factions were planing to form an alliance of sorts to challenge his rule and it was a fact that had Darth Sideous more than a bit puzzled.

Just how were these rebel groups able to organize themselves so well in such a short space of time? The answer that came to him made his blood boil. "The Terrans..."

It was no secret that Emperor Palpatine hated the Terrans with a passion and that had been the case since their UNSC forced him to the peace table after they had launched a number of attacks against the then Republic, just over two decades ago. Ever since, Palpatine had done his best to paint the Terrans as the true enemies of the galaxy. While the CIS was nothing more than a puppet government that was controlled by them, and for the first few years of his rule, it worked but now, that was no longer the case. Who was to say that these two factions that shared the galaxy, were not responsible for the sudden surge in violence within the Empire? It would not be much of a surprise to him if they truly were and if not, who was he not to blame the whole rebellion on both the TUG and the CIS?

It would be too hard to do, plant a few bombings and feed the public the right information, he would have all the support he could need so as to completely and utterly destroy the other two major powers in the galaxy. It would take some time to do, but the Sith had been waiting over a thousand years so as to take control of the Republic. What was a few more months so as to completely control the galaxy?

That was Palpatine's only thought, as he slid deeper into his chair. An evil smile forming on his face as he did.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( 6 Months Later, Worth )_

The flight towards the Jedi temple on Mt. Jefferson was rather uneventful one, as the head of the CBMI's operations in Andromeda sat quietly in the passenger compartment of the CDF operated Condor transport. As the Miriaian intelligence officer sat in her seat and watch the clouds in the distance float by, the CBMI head could not help but to think about her meeting with Admiral Roberts just forty-five minutes earlier. Just the idea that a possible conflict could break out within a matter of weeks, if not days, filled her with an uneasy sense of dread. But as her transport began to approach the Jedi compound, the colonel could not help but to think about how much her life had changed in the last twenty years.

You see, before becoming the head of Andromeda operations for the CBMI, _Barriss Offee _was once a healer within the Jedi order and a damn good one to boot,who had actually seen action during the Clone Wars. But as the conflict continued and the then young healer witnessed the deaths of a number of Jedi, the Miriaian healer could not help but to notice that the order that she once admired, had begun to change and not for the better.

She saw many of her friends, both Masters and Padawans alike, go off into battle and never return. She began to notice that many Jedi had become too comfortable with the idea leading solders into battler and destroying the enemy, as well as basically forcing their will on those who wanted nothing to do with the war. As a result millions of innocent people had been killed in the cross fire and the order did not even seem to care one bit. It was at that point that the Jedi healer no longer believed in the order and no longer wanted to be apart of the madness that had taken over the Jedi. In her mind, the Jedi had failed the galaxy and the people they were sworn to protect, she needed to get away from them before it consumed her and in the end she was able to do so.

With some unlikely help from a one _Asajj Ventress, _the former Jedi was able to fake her own death while on a scouting mission deep within wild space. It was there where she met up with a Terran freighter named the _H.G. Odessa_ and after planting some of her DNA within her personal fighter, the crew of said freighter destroyed her craft and made it look as if Barriss had run a fowl with the CIS. It may have been a bit extreme and cold for her to do such a thing, but for the former Jedi, it was a chance to start over and finally be able to do some real good for the galaxy. Under the flag of the United Nations Space Command, more specifically, the CBMI.

It would be months before the Jedi would learn about her deceit and Barriss was able to reconnect with those she had left behind. Many of them were both shocked and happy to see her alive and well on board the Reach during the evacuation of the temple, but when they asked her just how she had survived, Barriss would only say _"The Terrans saved me."_ and to some extent, it was true. It would be some time again before the Jedi learned of her position within the UNSC and sometimes Barriss herself would wonder just what would have been the out come, if she had not gone to the Terrans for help.

What ever the case have been, she was now an high ranking officer within the CBMI and even though the knew that some of their methods were questionable, the Miriaian also knew that unlike the Jedi, the CBMI made sure that innocent people did not get hurt, to get what they wanted.

Within a few minutes the Condor transport made it's final approach and touched down on the small landing pad that was connected to the temple, via a rather narrow walk way. Taking a deep breath, the former Jedi got up from her seat and straitened out her uniform a bit, before she exited the aircraft and made her way towards the Temple.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

"This is a grave situation, indeed." Jedi Master Anakin Skywalker commented, as he and the rest of the Jedi Council met in the temple's briefing room to discuss this latest development. It was just half an hour ago that the council had been assembled so that the CBMI colonel could inform them about the recent developments within the Empire and the possible conflict that could erupt in the future.

"I am afraid that what my... people have found out is true." The intelligence officer replied, as she stood lone in front of the council that she had once thought of as corrupt. "The Empire has ramped up production on a number of industrialized systems, as well retrofitted a number of older vessels and reactivated them."

"And from what you had said earlier, they have also redeployed a number of their more experienced fleet commanders to the boarder regions with Terran controlled space and the CIS?" council member Ahsoka Tano asked her friend and former colleague. The Miriaian officer just nodded in agreement and replied, "My superiors are convinced that Emperor Sideous is planing to invade both the CIS and Terran space. We are as yet to establish and exact date or time for this to be carried out, but we suspect that the rate they are building up their forces, the order could be given within a matter of weeks."

"Have you been able to get into contact with our members within Imperial space?" Master Skywalker asked, as a holographic display of the galaxy suddenly appeared in the darkened chamber with a number of symbols dotted all over the area marked as "Imperial Space"

Even though the Jedi were now branded as criminals within the Empire and many people no longer saw them as heroes, the Jedi Order still had a number of its members willing operating within Imperial controlled space. Along side CBMI operatives that were taking gathering as much information about the rebellion that was taking place. Partly because the Jedi had begun to conduct what could have been best described as "Guerrilla Warfare" and had actually been behind a number of the raids that had taken place.

But the real reason for this was much more personal for the order, for they had lost the trust of the very galaxy that they had sworn to protect. The Clone Wars had caused the galaxy to see the Jedi as nothing more than the harbingers of death and destruction, rather than the guardians of light and hope t they once claimed to be. Their hope with these covert raids against the Empire, they could regain what had been lost all those years ago.

"I have, and they too report that the Empire is gearing up for something big." Barriss informed the council, "The system Moffs have begun to gather more slaves from their territories, they have even begun to use prisoners in their work camps."

It was at this point that all the members of the council pick up the data pads that were built in to their seats and began to go over the information that had been provided to them. If what they had heard was true and the information they were seeing was correct, then another war was on the horizon. "I need to be getting back to Fort Ragno and speak with the Colonial council in a few hours." the colonel replied, as the holographic display faded out and the lights came on.

"Understood. May the force be with you, colonel." Anakin told the young woman before him.

"Um... may the force be with you too." the young female officer replied, as she turned heel and made her way out of the chamber. Leaving the council to chew on what they had been told, as well as plan for what could be thee biggest conflict the galaxy had seen since the clone wars. A conflict that had forever scarred the order both physically, emotionally, but most of all, spiritually.

Many of the Jedi there were still haunted by what they had witnessed during those three violent years and many of them had actually gone into therapy to help deal with what they had seen. A process that had taken years to complete. Thousands of Jedi had been killed during that time, many of which during the issuing of the now infamous "Order 66" and during the evacuation of Coruscant. Now it looked as if Sideous wanted to finish the job and launch another war to do so.

What ever the case may have been one thing was certain, if war were to break out soon then the Jedi order had a duty to both the Terran government and the rest of the galaxy at large, to protect against the very same darkness that had almost destroyed them. Even if the galaxy no longer considered the Jedi as heroes.


	4. Andromeda Descending

_**A/N: **__In this chapter a new type of vessel is introduced and please don't be too critical about it. Anyway a lot of you have asked/begged for me to have some sort of a struggle for the UNSC because many of you have said that they are "Over Powered" I will try to do so, but then again when the UNSC have access to Forerunner tech, it may not be easy to do. _

_As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. It helps me a lot to know what you guys think, so I know what to do in the next chapter. Now that is over with, one to the story! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Andromeda Descending...]**_

_( Glinn's Field, Angelika Island ) _

In the years following the rise of the Galactic Empire, the United Nations Space Command had begun to invest hundreds of billions of credits into the research and development of new weapon systems, vessels and other equipment for their forces to use in the event that another major conflict were to occur. As a result, a number of new vehicles and ships had been created and had been successfully deployed through out UNSC controlled space. One such class of vessel to come out of this arms build up was the _Eagle-class _littoral combat vessel.

At 210 meters in length, 150 meters in width and 40 meters height, the "Eagle" was by far one of the smallest class of warship to enter service with the UNSC Navy. But then again, it was never meant to be a large ship, in fact its size was its greatest asset. Its relative small size, coupled with its speed and maneuverability, gave the vessel an advantage that the larger vessels of the UNSC did not have.

The UNSC command were very much impressed by the ship's performance during its trial runs and as a result, they placed an order of a record breaking fifteen hundred vessels to be added to the fleet. Making it one of the largest orders ever placed for a warship of any kind. By the year 2634, there were hundreds of these vessels were already in service and many of them had been deployed to the Andromeda Galaxy as part of the UNSC's Andromeda forces.

One such vessel labeled _LCV-990 _had not too long arrived in Andromeda and was currently sitting on the tarmac of Glinn's Field for its new commander and crew to take charge.

"Well... there it is." Commander Rebecca Stepson commented, as she gazed upon her new command for the very first time. As it was customary for all new ship commander, the young naval commander had arrived a a few hours before the rest of her crew, so as to personally inspect her new vessel and to tell you the truth, she could not have been more excited.

"Yep, Eagle-class." General Stepson remarked, as he accompanied his daughter and eldest child to see her new command. Originally, Riyo was supposed to accompany them as well, for she too wanted to see her daughter's new ship. But the administration council had been called into an emergency meeting that very morning and as a result the Governor was unable to go with her husband and daughter. But she promise to be there for the commissioning ceremony later that evening. "I have to admit, it is a lot bigger than I thought it would be."

"And it's all mine!" Rebecca said happily, as the duo walked up to the vessel to get a better look at it. As the general saw his eldest child enter the ship, he could not help to think just how she had developed over the years.

Like many men, Daniel was both surprised and happy when he learned that is wife was carrying their first child. Mainly because many people did not know if it was possible for a Pantoran and a Human to conceive a child. But with the birth of Rebecca, it was proven possible and for the exception of her platinum colored hair and amber colored eyes, she looked liked a normal human. Oddly enough it was her youngest brother Ryo, looked like a Pantoran male.

In school, Rebecca excelled among her class mates and as a result, she was able to enter the NPMA at an relatively young age. Now here she was about to take up her first command and as her father, he could not be any more prouder. "So when is your crew due to arrive?" the general asked, as the two of them now stood in the vessel's small bridge.

"They should be here by eight hundred hours." the young woman replied, as she sat in "captain's chair" for the very first time and fidgeted a bit in it. "This is going to get some use to."

"I bet." the general smiled, as her looked at his watch. "I got to get to the academy, but I could stay longer if you want."

"No no." Rebecca replied, as she got up from her seat..

"Very well." the former Spartan replied, as he began to make his way off the bridge. "But expect me and your mother to be back later to see you off. Brace yourself, remember what she was like when you left for the Milky Way?"

"Oh yea..." Rebecca groaned in reply, as she could still remember her mother hugging her tightly in the tether station's main terminal and crying as if she was never coming back. Hopefully there would not be a repeat performance later in that day. "How could I forget?"

"Indeed." General Stepson replied with a slight chuckle, as he began to make his way off the ship. "See you in a few hours, Beccaberry."

"Bye dad." the UNSC's newest ship commander replied, as she saw her father disappear behind the bridge door. Leaving the naval officer all alone in her new vessel.

Over the next few hours, the first members of her crew had begun to arrive and Stepson did not waste any time to get down to the business of getting her ship ready for launch. For the next few hours, Rebecca over saw the preparations which her crew were taking to get the vessel ready for launch and it was during this period that the office took the time to get to know the people that she now had under her command. It was not too hard for her to do since her vessel had a small crew to begin with.

It was during this time that Rebecca noticed that there were number of Twi'leks that were among the crew, but it was not very surprising to her that there was. Within the last couple decades a large number of Twi'leks had actually joined the military arm of the Terran Union and it was something that had caused quite a stir within HIGHCOM back on Earth. But none the less these "aliens" wanted to serve the UNSC, the very same UNSC that had liberated their fore fathers all those years ago on Zygerria.

One such Twi'lek by the name of _Syara Lahee,_ was in factthe son of former slaves that settled on Mesa after their liberation, and would be serving as one of her vessel's helmsman. While another Twi'lek by the name of _Kosha Zebb, _was listed as the head of the ship's engineering contingent. There were many more that were there and Rebecca made note that she would get to know each and every one of them over time. Right now though she had to make sure that her vessel would be ready for launch, which was due later that day.

"Excuse me, Commander?" Rebecca heard someone call out from behind her and as she turned to see who it was, Rebecca saw young man dressed in a gray jumper with steel tipped boots and bright yellow helmet. "My name is Benjamin Rhodes, I am here to install your vessel's artificial intelligence." the young man said in a calm tone.

"Ah, from the tech department. I have been expecting you." Rebecca replied, as she walked up to the civilian engineer. "Where is our new AI?"

"Right here, ma'am." the engineer replied, as her held out the small data crystal that contained the construct. Pausing for a moment to look at the small device, Stepson picked up said crystal and inserted it into a nearby data port. Suddenly the image of a cute young girl with shoulder length hair, doe eyes and dressed in some kind of school uniform, appeared on the bridge's holoprojector.

"Greetings." the artificial intelligence said with a slight bow, "I am United Nations Space Command artificial intelligence CTN H074-0. But you can call me _Hotaru._"

"Well Hotaru, welcome on board the LCV-990." Commander Stepson greeted her new artificial intelligence with a smile. _'Hotaru' _ nodded and replied "Thank you, commander."

"Um, I need you to sign off on the transfer of the A.I Hotaru to your command." Benjamin commented, as he held out his data pad along with a pen like device.

"Ah yes, of course." Rebecca replied, as she took the two items and proceeded to sign her name on the pad. Once that was completed the young engineer confirmed the transfer and said made his way off the vessel, leaving the young commander finish up her duties for the day..

But while the naval officer got ready to launch the UNSC's newest warship, events were taking place thousands of light years away that would shake the Terran Government and the United (Nations Space Command to it's very core.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Terran – Imperial boarder )_

Located just a couple hundred light years from where the official line between the Terran Union and the Galactic Empire existed, was one of the many bases/outpost that the United Nations Space Command had set up after The Fall. These bases, which were all located well inside Terran controlled space, were to act as early warning monitors in case the Imperials across the boarder decided to invade. But while most of these bases and outpost were nothing more than converted orbital defense platforms that were unmanned and fully automated, the remainder were much larger and served as fleet anchorages that serviced the many vessels that patrolled the area.

On such anchorage known as _Truk, _was located within a small star system that was close to the boarder. In fact, the base itself was actually built into a rather large asteroid and had a number of defense platforms around it. Add to the fact that is was the home base for three carrier battle groups and Truk was more than ready to fend off any would be attackers. Long enough for reinforcements to arrive.

Right now though only the carrier _Taiho _and her battle group were currently docked at the station after a three month long patrol along the boarder.

Within the anchorage's command and control center, the station's command crew were busily going about the day to day task of both coordinating the movements of the two remaining carrier groups still out on patrol, as well as over see the maintenance of the vessels that were currently berth in the anchorage.

"Commander, sensors are picking up a strange anomaly originating within Imperial space." an young ensign called out, as he sat at one of the many consoles there and looked at the holographic display in front of him.

The officer in charge of the anchorage's C&C heard the young man inform him of this recent development and went over to see what the problem was. "What is it ensign Morgan." the older male asked.

"Sir, sensors are detecting a number of energy distortions emanated from within Imperial space." ensign Morgan replied, as he manipulated the controls of the console in front of him that displayed the highlighted areas where the anomalies were detected.

"These readings are rather faint. Did you run a diagnostic to see if the system was malfunctioning?" the older male asked, as he looked at the readings in front of him.

"Yes sir, and everything checks out."

"Sir!" another ensign called out from his position, "I have lost all contact with the the Illustrious carrier group!"

"Sir!" another voice called out, "I've lost contact with sentry posts 11 through 20!"

"Sir!"

"Sir!"

"Sir!"

Soon the entire command center was flooded with reports of lost communications with either certain ships, or other sentry post that were under their supervision and it did not take the C&C's command officer to place two and two together and realize what was going on.

"Get me the Commodore!" the officer ordered, as he began to make his way to the exit. "Contact New Plymouth! Tell them the Empire is starting to move!"

"Sir! Unknown contact detected an inbound! Impact in-" another young ensign began to call out, but never got the chance to finish her statement, as a massive explosion suddenly engulfed the entire command and control room. Instantly killing everyone inside in a ball of smoke and flame.

Soon more explosions began to rock the asteroid that housed the the Truk anchorage, causing the base to violently rip itself apart. At one point the carrier Taiho and three of the escorts attempted to cast off from the doomed station and for a moment it looked as if they would have made it. But another large explosion struck the destroyer Texas and caused it to slam right into the very same ship it had been assigned to protect. With devastating results for both vessels.

Suddenly one final, massive explosion erupted out of the the once proud anchorage, as the base's reactors went critical and the resulting explosion destroyed the entire facility. Leaving one a large debris field in its place which was laced with space rocks, ship wreckage, and the odd dead body.

Meanwhile a few thousands light years away, a rather large and almost cylindrical "star ship" slow maneuvered itself behind a large moon, as hundreds of Imperial star ships of various types and classes moved into formation and jumped to warp.


	5. A Call to Arms

_**A/N:**__ Alright here is the next installment of my story and I must warn you, there are no epic space battles just yet.__** DO NOT SEND ME HATE MAIL. **__I don't want to rush something, only for it to come out poorly. I am thinking about you guys. _

_Anyway, a few of you did point out that I used the wrong term near the ending of the last chapter. That was my bad, sorry. Also, many of you have been wondering just what the Empire used to destroy "Truk" and all I will say is... that some of you were right and some of you were wrong. And to __**SPARTAN016**__, why not hit a manned outpost? _

_Enough of this, on to the story!_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ A Call to Arms... ]**_

_( Imperial City, 10 hours earlier) _

Finally after so many years of planning and waiting, Darth Sideous and his Empire was finally in a position to crush the only real threat to his dominance of the galaxy. At this point in it's short and "Glorious" history, the the Empire that the former chancellor had taken great pride in creating was at the height of its power and had the military might to project it where ever he pleased.

Hundreds of thousands of Imperial star ships of every imaginable design and class now patrolled the the galaxy, under the flag of the Galactic Empire. While the new cloning facilities that had been built after the _"Act of Terran Aggression"_, as it was commonly called, cranked out billions of battle ready Storm Troopers. All of which were loyal to the Empire and its "Enlightened" Emperor.

Thousands of worlds had been converted into massive industrial estates and shipyards, so as to support the massive war machine that was the Imperial military, as millions slaved away in the thousands of "work camps" that had been set up by the ruling government. It was very clear to anyone, that the Galactic Empire was a force to be reckoned with and could easily crush anyone that stood in its way. Well, almost anyone, for despite being powerful there was one faction within the galactic community that had not only stood up to the new order once before, but could prove to be thee biggest threat to the Empire. A threat that Sideous had spent so many years in creating.

It it had not been for those blasted Terrans and their actions during and after the Clone Wars, the Confederacy would have been quickly absorbed into the Empire and the Jedi Order would have been nothing more than a memory. But here it was almost twenty-five years after the fall of the Republic and both the Jedi and the CIS were alive and kicking. All because a group out outsiders could not help but to stick their noses where it didn't belong. They had humiliated him during the battle and evacuation of the Jedi Temple and again when they destroyed a number of ship yards and bases just a few hours later.

It was a humiliation the the former chancellor did not forget and in a few short hours, both the Terrans and the Confederacy would soon learn that it was not wise to cross the dark lord of the Sith. Especially when they have an entire galaxy full of resources at their disposal, to build what ever weapons they need to subjugate literally thousands of worlds and their inhabitants. Or destroy them out right if the became problematic.

One such weapon that his people had come up with was the brain child of a human named _Umak __Leth, _who was the _Master of Imperial Projects _for the Empire. Umak had come up with the idea for a weapon that could strike targets deep inside enemy territory, all the while staying well inside imperial controlled space. Of course the emperor liked the idea of striking his enemies for a distance and pumped billions into the project, that was being constructed over the planet _Byss. _

With this and his other super weapon in hand, Darth Sideous./Emperor Palpatine was now poised to strike at the one group that had been responsible for so many sleepless nights in the past and if all went well, then maybe his empire could expand to other areas of the universe... like the Milky Way galaxy.

"In time..." the dark lord whispered to himself, as he got up from his seat and began to make his way out of his personal quarters. His destination was an emergency sitting of the Imperial senate, where he would push for (and ultimately succeed) a motion for a official declaration of war against the Terran Union government and their Confederacy allies, in retaliation for cowardly support of terror groups that recently attacked and destroyed a civilian space station. An attack that killed over a quarter of a million people.

Soon he will have the entire weight of his military forces, thrown against those foolish Terrans and their Confederacy lap dogs. It was a thought that gave the Sith lord an evil smile, as he entered his personal elevator and allowed the doors to close behind him as he did.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Glinn's field, Present )_

The commissioning ceremony for the Littoral Combat Vessel 990 was a very modest affair to say the very least, when compared to those done for new cruisers, destroyers and carriers. But it was enough to satisfy the crowd that had gathered at the CDF base that evening. Commander Stepson, along with the rest of her new crew, were formally introduced to the assembled crowd which consisted of both UNSC personnel that were stationed on the base, family members of the assigned crew and members of the local media houses and diplomatic corp.

Once the formal speeches were made by a number of high ranking officials and invited guest, the LCV's new commander officially took up her new assignment and once the bottle of champagne was broken on the vessel's hull, the festivities quickly began and a small party was held around the UNSC's newest warship.

"So where are you heading after this?" General Stepson asked his daughter, as the two of them stood next to a food table and enjoyed some of its contents. After taking a moment to take a sip of her beverage, Rebecca replied "From what I had been told, we will be deployed to Naboo to be apart of the . _Barbarossa _task force."

"Naboo?" the general queried, "Looks as if you are getting a nice and quiet assignment for your first deployment."

"I wounder how come mom has not arrived as yet?" the young officer asked, as she scanned the crowd for any sign of her mother.

"I don't know, but there must be a very good reason why she is not here yet." the general replied, as he too began to scan the crowd for his beloved wife. Daniel knew that the CAC_ (Colonial Administration __Council) _had been called into an emergency meeting earlier that day and Riyo had promised to be at the ceremony that evening. But the governor had yet to arrive and Daniel was starting to wonder if that meeting was still going on and if it was, then what ever it was that was keeping her back must be very serious indeed.

But as the general began to ponder this, he could not help but to notice that a number of communicators were going off and were being answered by the numerous reporters that were there. This caused the former Spartan to raise an eyebrow, a fact that did not go unnoticed by his daughter.

"Is something wrong?" the young naval officer asked, as she saw the strange look forming on her father's face. But she never got an reply from the general, as the beeping sound of his personal communicator got his attention first and answered it.

The changing expression said it all. "Rebecca, assemble your crew and get ready for launch. I have to go now."

"Dad, what's going on?" the young woman asked, as she too began to notice a number of the media personnel starting to leave the base in a bit of an hurry.

"Something is going on! There is going to be a press conference at the council building in a few minutes and I strongly advise that you assemble your crew get ready for launch, as soon as possible!"

Rebecca was very much puzzled to say the very least and was about to ask another question, but the sound of her own personal communicator caught her immediate attention and upon answering it, Hotaru's voice filled her ear piece.

"Commander," the artificial intelligence said in an almost hurried tone, "I have received an transmission from Andromeda Fleet Command. Command have gone to DEFCON 2 and are ordering all UNSC personnel to report to their assigned bases and camps."

"DEFCON 2?" Commander Stepson gasped, as an overwhelming sense of dread began to fill her. Ever since the UNSC began to operate openly within the Andromeda galaxy, there had only been a hand full of times that military arm of the Terran Union had gone on high alert. The last time DEFCON 2 had been called was when the Terran embassy on Coruscant had been attacked and the UNSC Reach was sent in to evacuate both the diplomatic staff, and the Jedi Temple.

"I guess you finally got the message?" Daniel questioned his daughter, as he was still at her side. The look on her face told the general all that he needed to know. "I have to go to a meeting with the defense council. I will contact you when I can."

"I have to assemble my crew and get ready for launch." Rebecca replied with a nod, as she stared at her father with a look of concern and fear in her eyes.

"You do that." the rather large man replied, before he bent down a bit and gave his eldest child a hug. An act that was returned in kind. "Just remember Becca, your mother and I are proud of what you have done with your life and no parent could ask for a better child than you. Just remember to stay calm and remember your training, have trust in yourself and in your crew. But most of all, what ever happens, please be safe."

"I will, dad. I promise." the young woman replied, as she continued to hug her father before the two of them finally broke their embrace and and went their separate ways. The general making his way back to his personal vehicle to make the short trip towards the administration building in the city, while Rebecca went off to assemble her crew and get for a possible combat deployment that could happen within a matter of hours.

Both father and daughter knew that there was always a possibility that a conflict could erupt at anytime and they would have to march into battle when called upon. It was true that they were both by surprise by these sudden events, but none the less they were just going to have to allow their years of training to take over be ready for the possibility that there could be a new war on the horizon.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Center )_

"My fellow citizens of the Galactic Empire, the time has come for us to fulfill our manifest destiny and take our rightful place within our galaxy!" Emperor Palpatine began his speech, as he stood in front of the members of the Imperial senate.

"For too long our peaceful and glorious civilization, that has brought enlightenment and prosperity to so many that had been so fortunate to fall under our rule, have been besieged by elements that do not share our vision for the galaxy. They have gone out of their way to destroy what our glorious civilization had taken so long to build.

"The sense of peace and security that many of our people have enjoyed for so long, has been taken away by a group of terrorist and murderers and countless thousands of innocent people have fallen victim to these rouge groups that have their own agendas. But these groups have been nothing more than a front for the real threat that faces our civilization!

"These attacks are a direct result of outside interference on the part of the Terran government and their allies within the the CIS! They are the ones that have stolen the sense of security that our citizens once enjoyed and their hands are stained with the blood of countless innocents! But now it is time for our would be tormentors to learn that there is a price for their interference and that it would soon be paid in full!

"As I speak to you today, the brave men of our military have embarked on an great crusade who's ultimate goal is to drive these criminal governments out of our galaxy and take back what is rightfully ours! Today is the first day of a brand new era that our empire is entering and soon, the entire Galaxy shall know our resolve!"

Upon finishing his brief yet powerful speech, the entire Imperial senate erupted into loud cheers and applause. A scene that had been repeated time and again within the walls of the former Galactic Republic senate building. But while this was taking place within the senate building the reaction outside was far more somber and less enthusiastic, for the Emperor had his speech broadcast across the entire city and the population at large did not share his views of the galaxy. Mainly those who were forced to live in segregated areas of the city know as _"Alien Protection Zones." _

They knew that with the outbreak of this new war, it would only be a matter of time before the government came into their areas and began to "recruit" many of them to aid the Imperial government in their war effort. It had happened many times before in the past, during the Empire's push into the unknown regions of space and now with this new conflict, it was anyone's guess on just how many of them would be taken this time around.

It was in this atmosphere of hopelessness and despair that a lone "alien" moved through the crowds and made her way towards one of the many housing units that the government had provided for the zone's inhabitants. With her head and entire body covered in brown robes, the lone individual entered the dilapidated structure and made her way into the lower levels of the structure.

Finally the lone individual came to a small room that was concealed behind a few fallen beams and a sleeping Duro that had a smell that could wake the dead. After taking a few minutes to clear the small obstacles that were in her way, the lone individual removed her head robe to reveal a human female with short brown hair, pale skin and deep blue eyes.

Taking a moment to check her surroundings, the young woman went into a corner and pressed a small button that was cleverly concealed on the wall's surface. Suddenly, a small device came out of said wall and emanated a blue light that proceeded to scan her left eye pupil.

_'Identity confirmed. Welcome back, Commander Suri.' _an female voice greeted the woman in a neutral tone, as the wall in front of her suddenly faded out of existence to reveal a large room with numerous within it. With a small nod, Suri entered the room and proceeded to remove her robes. Just as a large door began to close behind her and the holographic wall reappeared to hide it. Leaving no evidence that said room or its occupants ever existed at all.

Meanwhile somewhere in the galaxy, a large cylindrical vessel suddenly moved out of its hiding spot near a group of asteroids and prepared to fire its main weapon once again in anger.


	6. All the King's Men
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_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ All the King's Men... ]**_

September 23rd, a date that would be forever etched into the memory of every single man, woman and child within the Worth Colonies and the Terran Union in general. A date that marked the end of the peaceful existence they had enjoyed for so long and the beginning of a whole new, violent chapter in their history.

News about the destruction of Truk Anchorage on the Terran-Imperial border, broke just hours after the initial attack had occurred and it sent shock waves throughout the entire population of just not just the TUG, but the entire Andromeda Galaxy . Not to long after the news broke, the Imperial government sent a message to the Terran government, demanding that they were to abandon the Andromeda Galaxy if they wanted to avoid any more blood shed. But after this unprovoked act of aggression, an act that had lead to the deaths of over seventy-five thousand men and women, the Terran Union was not about to let this go unavenged.

Three days later the Terran government met in an emergency sitting in Geneva, where after only a few hours of debate, they ultimately voted for a state of war to exist between the TUG and the Galactic Empire. But with the onset of this new conflict, there were many who questioned just what would be the position of of the Sangheili government after this development. In recent years the Sangheili had become more and more reclusive, communication between the two governments had become infrequent and even though the TUG had sent a message informing them about the recent developments, the Sangheili had yet to respond.

Throughout the Terran Union both in the Milky Way and Andromeda Galaxies, elements of the United Nations Space Command went of full alert for the first time in decades. Numerous worlds that had allied themselves with the Terran Union began to ready themselves and their people for what could be a very trying time in their history. But even though a number of them had have their military bolstered with aid from the UNSC_ (in the form of weaponry and training), _there was still a question if they would be ready if their worlds were indeed attacked and invaded..

But if their were anyone that questioned if they were truly ready for this new conflict, it was the very same order that had been manipulated into leading armies of clone during the last major galactic war. A war that caused their fall from grace within the eye of the general galactic community.

It was a question that Anakin Skywalker ran through his head for the last few hours, as he sat alone within the Temple's private garden and meditated on this question, as well as many others. Was the Order ready to pick up arms once again, after the last war almost caused their complete destruction? If so, then what would be their role when it came time to fight? Would they fight along side their allies in the UNSC as equals, or would they act independently? But the one question that hovered over the Jedi's head was just what would be the reaction of the Galaxy at large when the Jedi finally went on the attack after so many years in exile?

Even though the Jedi had actually conducted raids of their own against certain Imperial facilities and organized some rebel resistance groups, the galaxy at large still was not ready to trust an group that had caused so much pain and death to a galaxy that they once sworn to protect. Even more so, many more accused the Jedi of abandoning them when the Empire began to show its true colors and in a sense, these views were justified.

Even if their actions were as the result of Palpatine/Sideious manipulation, the order had failed to see his deception in time and allowed themselves to be blinded by the war. It was their own fault that the Galaxy no longer trusted them and the Jedi were now paying the price for their own arrogance. A fact that many Jedi took years to deal with, Anakin included.

Now the UNSC wanted to know what kind of role the Jedi would play in this new conflict and it was a question that was not easily answered. On one had the Jedi had a duty to their Terran allies and the galaxy at large, to defend them from the Empire and its Sith rulers. But on the other hand, there was a genuine fear among the Jedi that if they were to pick up the same roles as they did during the Clone Wars, then it would leave them open to the same kind of mentality that had caused their downfall.

"Master Skywalker." a deep voice boomed out from across the temple grounds and brought the Jedi Master out of his concentration. Upon looking in the direction the voice came from, Anakin saw the familiar figure of a certain UNSC Army general who was married to one of his wife's closest friends.

"General Stepson," the Jedi master replied, as broke away from his meditation and made his way towards the UNSC general. "What brings you here?"

The former Spartan sighed heavily before he replied "I was sent here because my government has not heard from the Council, in regards to the proposal that we sent"

"Ah yes, the proposal." Master Skywalker replied, as the two men met up and began to walk along the small pathway leading towards the main temple entrance. Not to long after hostilities began, the UNSC had contacted the exiled Order and offered them command positions within both the Army and Marine Corp. This had come about due to the fact that a number of Jedi had actually chosen to train along side their Terran counterparts in the UNSC and a number of them had actually gone on to do Officer Candidate Training at NPMA. Now with this new war the UNSC needed officers and commanders that would be able to operate in the field.

"And I am guessing that your commanders decided to send you over because of the relationship between out two families?" Anakin quipped, as the two of them entered the Temple building.

"Well Riyo can be a very... persuasive woman when she is ready." the army general explained, "It was her idea to send me instead of some messenger."

"She sounds a lot like Padme." Anakin commented with a smile before he replied, "In any case the members of the council have gone over your government's offer for some of us to be field commander."

"And what was their answer?"

"General... Daniel, you must understand that many in our order still remember what it was like to lead troops into battle during the Clone Wars as generals in the GAR. Under our leadership, the forces of the Republic emerged victorious in many of our battles." the Jedi master began to explain. "But in our zealous attempt to protect the Republic against its enemies, we forgot just what our order truly was and what it was meant to be. As Generals in the _GAR, _we allowed ourselves to become corrupted by the very same evil we were trying to defeat and many in our ranks were seduced and eventually, taken over by the dark side."

"And you are afraid that the same thing will happen if the Jedi took up our offer?" Daniel finished his friend's statement, as he could sense just what the Order's answer would be.

"General Stepson," the Jedi began to say in his most authoritarian voice, "You may inform your government that the Jedi Order must respectfully decline their proposal of command positions within the UNSC. But we will be honored if they allow us to fight along side your troops against this new threat to the Galaxy."

"I understand where you are coming from, Master Skywalker." General Stepson replied, as he began to make his way out of the Temple building. "I will inform my superiors of your decision, once I get back to the academy."

"Thank you for understanding." the Jedi replied, as he began to walk with the General and see him to the Condor transport that was waiting for him. But as the two men made their way towards the temple's landing pad, they were completely unaware of another meeting that was taking place just a few miles away at an secure location.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**(**__ Fort Ragno )_

"Has the Empire made any moves since their initial incursion?" _President Victor Mackenzie _asked, as he and the _Joint Chiefs of Staff _held a video conference with both the _Worth Administration Council _and the Supreme Commander of the UNSC forces in Andromeda. For the last few hours this assembled group of some of the most powerful people in both the Government and the UNSC, had been discussing the recent developments which had occurred during the last few days.

So far they had ruled out using a peaceful approach towards the situation, since the Imperial government made it clear that they had no interest in seeking peace. Which meant that any action that would be taken in the future would be a military one.

"Not since their initial attack." General _David Escandor, _Supreme commander of the UNSC forces in Andromeda replied, as a holographic image of the Andromeda galaxy came up with highlighted areas that showed the Empire's advance in Terran controlled space. "So far their forces have converged on these several systems."

"Why those systems?" General _Andre Smith, _head of the UNSC Army asked, as he picked up his personal data pad and examined the image a little more closely. "Wouldn't it have made sense to keep pushing into our territory and take advantage of their surprise attack?"

"The systems that the Imperials have taken, are home to a number of planets that are rich in mineral deposits." Governor _Riyo Stepson _of Mesa explained, "A few years ago a FEW private mining companies did a number of survey missions in those areas and planned to set up mining operations next year."

"Obviously that is no longer going to happen." General Smith replied, "and my guess is that the Empire plans to use these locations to stage future attacks, as well as resupply their forces."

"But what I really want to know is just what the hell it was the Empire used to take out Truk." Mackenzie commented, as had been briefed about the destruction of the Anchorage but not as to what had been used to destroy it. "75,000 men and women taken out with no survivors. What ever this weapon is, could it be a possible threat to the Colonies. Or any other protected world."

At this point it was the head of the CBMI's Andromeda operations to speak up and answer the President's queries. "I am afraid that what ever information the Empire has on their new super weapon, they have have done a very good job of keeping a tight lid on it." Colonel Offee stated, as she got up from her seat and made her way into the center of the room. "Although there were several leads that we were following over that last few months about a project the Empire had under development. Unfortunately, before they could be followed up on, our contacts suddenly went quiet. I fear that they may have been discovered while trying to get the information to us."

"So what you are basically saying is that we have no clue as of to just what the Empire has, nor do we have anyone who can provide us with any reliable information?" Admiral Morrison questioned the CBMI colonel.

"Not quite, admiral." The Miralian officer replied, a hint of confidence in her voice as she spoke. "Prior to losing contact with our informant, one of our _Central Spike _cells was able to secure a data crystal that belonged to an informant, before the Imperial authorities could search his home."

"Well done, Colonel." Admiral Roberts, who had been quiet during the meeting up to this point, congratulated his younger counterpart. A hit of pride beaming in his voice as he spoke. "But may I ask, just where is this crystal and just how long we have to wait until we get a look at its contents?"

"I am afraid that because of the nature of our Central Spike units in the field, I ca not say for sure." Offee began to explain, "Because of the nature of their work, they are usually unable to contact us through conventional means. They are totally cut off from us and on their own, so as to prevent from being discovered."

"That sounds like a very risky operation to be assigned to." Mackenzie commented.

"Indeed, but all of the operatives that are currently assigned to Central Spike had volunteered." The CBMI colonel replied, "The all knew just what they were getting into."

"In any case the question remains." General Escandor interjected. "Just how long will it be before the crystal is in your possession?"

"At present, the crystal is currently in the care of a smuggler that have proven to be reliable in the past. We have used his services on many occasions and he has always delivered."

"Very well then. I trust your faith in this person, whom ever they may be, is well placed colonel." President Mackenzie muttered. "That brings us to our next pressing matter. What about the CIS?"

"I have been in close contact with President Amita Fonti." Governor Stepson stated, referring to the President of the Confederacy. "She has openly pledged the support of the Confederacy's arm forces, in response to the Empire's attack. She knows that it is only a matter of time before the Emperor turns his attention towards the CIS."

"Mister President." General Escandor spoke up, "I strongly advise that at least 4 more Spartan units be deployed to Andromeda, to supplement the 3 that are already stationed here."

"Way ahead of you, general." Morrison replied, "I have already ordered _Gargoyle, Demon, Specter _and _Khali _ units to be deployed to Andromeda. Only if the President gives the green light to my decision, of course."

"In any case, I do not need to remind everyone here that I want to end this conflict as soon as possible." President Mackenzie stated, "Admiral Roberts, Colonel Offee, do what you have to to ensure that this conflict does not last any longer than it needs to. As for ships, Morrison I am authorizing you to deploy any and all vessels that you think would be needed to fight and that includes the _MOAB. _The same applies to everyone here, am I understood?"

The assembled group of military officials and governors all nodded in agreement with the President's statement and for the next few minutes, they went over a few more final details that would affect the UNSC's war effort in Andromeda. Finally the meeting came to an end and the assembled group went off to do what needed to be done, each of them knowing that the next few months could dictate just what direction the war could go for the Terran Union and be extension, the rest of the Free galaxy.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( **__Nar Shaddaa. A.K.A., "The Smuggler's Moon" )_

"That should be enough." A lone human male commented, as he manually removed the fuel lines from his vessel and retracted back into place near the space port's fuel storage tanks. It had a couple of hours since the smuggler had arrived on Nar Shaddaa and normally he would have loved nothing more than to spent the next couple of days relaxing, before he would head out on another smuggling run. But unfortunately the Corellian native would have no such luxury today, for he and his freighter were currently transporting cargo which was of high priority to his employers.

It was just thirty hours before, that the young space captain had met up with another freighter that had departed from Imperial Center, just a few days prior. Normally he would not deal with anything that was coming out of the capital of the Galactic Empire, but considering that he was currently short on cash and his employers were willing to pay him top dollar for his services, he agreed to as he was told and meet up with the vessel.

But what was even stranger about the whole thing were the orders that he was given when he finally met up with the freighter and received his "Cargo." A small black box with a note that said, _'Get it to the specified location as soon as possible. When you arrive wait 3 minutes before you broadcast the signal that we have provided you with. Once this is done you will be paid in full and we shall contact __you when we are in need of your services again.' _

This was nothing new for the freighter captain, for he had smuggled a number of items for his unseen employers on a number of occasions. Each time he was paid handsomely for his services and never once he had questioned their orders, this time would be no different. He would make the delivery and and collect his pay like so many times in the past.

For the next half hour the smuggler went over his vessel with a fine tooth comb. He wanted to make sure that his customized freighter would be ready for the long trip ahead and considering that his destination was dangerously close to the Imperial-Confederacy boarder, he wanted to be able to get the hell out of dodge if an Imperial patrol force were to him.

"Hey Chewy!" the Corellian called out, as he entered his vessel and made his way towards bridge. "Are we ready for launch?" A loud and long roar came from the direction of the ship's engine room, in response to the captain's question. "Good! Hold on, I'm taking her up!"

Suddenly a low rumble began to fill the space port's hanger bays, as the _YT-1300 _light freighter began to lift itself off the ground and slowly ascend into the polluted skies of the Smugglers Moon. Before it an angled its nose upwards and shot off into space at a high rate of speed. But as the ship made it way into orbit, the two person crew were completely unaware that their actions were being closely watched.

"Command." a lone figure spoke into a communicator, as he hid in the shadows and away from any would be prying eyes. "Target just left with the package, was unable to intercept."

_'Copy that, unit 3.' _another voice replied on the other end, _'We will have our other units track and intercept target when it makes the transfer. Return to base at once.'_

"Yes sir." the lone figure replied, as he came out of his hiding spot and merged back into the moon's population.


	7. Cloak and Dagger

_**A/N: **__Kudos to everyone who figured out just who the smuggler was. Anyways... there is the next installment and I really hope you guys approve of it. _

_In this chapter a few new elements within the UNSC are shown, as well as some screen time of everyones favorite "Laser Brained" smuggler. Not to mention the appearance of a new CBMI vessel. _

_Now that is over with, on to the STORY! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Cloak and Dagger... ] **_

Not too long after the rise of the Galactic Empire, the newly installed Emperor Palpatine came up with the idea of relocating the entire "Alien" population of Imperial Center, _(Formally known as Coruscant), _into special "Protected Zones" which would be located all over the city planet. This move, the Emperor reasoned, was to protect these populations from the "genuine prejudice" that had suddenly begun to sweep through the galaxy, as well as to reflect the various different cultures of each of the Galaxy's alien ethnic back rounds.

The government did not waste any time in promoting these zoned off areas, having the media paint them as places of hope where the alien populations of Imperial Center could be free to celebrate their unique and diverse cultures in peace. A place of hope and dreams, a human senator once commented when interviewed about the zoned off sectors

But in reality these so called "places of hope", were nothing more than places of great despair and broken dreams. These protected zones were nothing more than segregated areas of the city planet, that were used to separate the alien populations of Imperial Center from the largely "human" population. Conditions within these segregated areas were best described as poor, horrid. Basic utility services such as a reliable and sanitary water supply were scarce and the populations that called these areas home, were constantly targeted and brutalized by the very same storm troopers that were assigned to protect them.

These places were built on lies and false hopes, many of the residents that once held places of power and influence before the fall, soon found themselves living in absolute poverty. Forced to live in conditions that were best described as inhuman, all the while the skyline of the prosperous new order that they had once welcomed with open arms, loomed over there new "homes" as if it were mocking them for their foolish arrogance.

But within this scene of despair and squalor, was the one thing that these zones promised but never delivered. The one thing that the Emperor Palpatine tried to stamp out but had failed to destroy. Hope.

Despite the government's best efforts them in the dark, the alien populations were well informed about the numerous rebellions that were sweeping across the Empire and the stories that came out of these reports, filled these segregated communities with a sense of hope that one day the Empire will fall and things would finally get better. Especially when they found out the the Terran government declared war on the Empire after the Imperials attacked and destroyed a Terran outpost. Many of them wondered just how long will this conflict will last for, or how long would it be before the Terrans finally came to free them from their misery.

But as the segregated populations of Imperial Center wondered just when help would finally arrive, they were completely unaware that located somewhere in one of these zones the UNSC, or rather the _Central Bureau of Military Intelligence_, had a group of operatives that were busily trying to find a way to shorten this new conflict.

"_Central Spike"_ was the code name given to the CBMI's latest covert operation. The particular operation called for groups of CBMI agents to be deployed well behind Imperial lines, where they would proceed to gather as much information on the Imperial government _(Political figures, policies, System Moffs, ect.) _and feed it back to CBMI Andromeda headquarters on Worth. But obviously it was not as simple as it sounded.

These groups were often on their own and were usually cut off from the UNSC. Which meant that if they were to be discovered, there was little to no hope for a rescue team to come to their aid. So dangerous was this operation to the UNSC, that the teams which were sent in weren't even assigned an Artificial Intelligence to aid them in their task. The risk of discovery was just too high.

But yet there were still a large number of persons within the intelligence body, that were willing to sign themselves up for such a dangerous assignment. One such operative was a native of Earth, who's uncle had actually been the head of the UNSC's intelligence body some years ago. She had grown up hearing about how her Uncle Victor had served with pride within the CBMI and had earned a number of awards for his duty to the UNSC. It was those stories that inspired the young Russian to join the CBMI and following her late uncle's footsteps.

Now she was leading an Central Spike team in the literal heart of the Galactic Empire and for the last few month, her team had been engaged in tracking the movements and gathering information on certain persons of interest within the Imperial government. But a few weeks ago Commander _Suri Yozhov _and the rest of her team were informed by a number of "paid" individuals that the Empire had not only built a new super weapon, but were planing to deploy it very soon.

Obviously the Central Spike team leader was very much interested in this new piece of information and began to follow up on many of the leads that her group had gotten. But just twenty-four hours before the attack on Truk, all of the informants that Suri had paid off over the last few weeks suddenly went quiet and had not been seen nor heard from since. It was only when Suri and two other members of her group went to the home of one of their informants, did they find out what had possibly happened to them..

Upon investigation they saw that one of their informant's apartment had not only been broken into, but it had also been ransacked to a point where all of his furniture had been destroyed. At first it looked as if the worse case scenario had taken place and the Imperial's had not only gotten to him first, but the information that he had as well. But they soon found out that their informant was a lot smarter that they had given him credit for, as he had actually hidden said data crystal in plain sight. More specifically in the apartment's crystal chandelier.

With the coveted crystal in hand, the trio made their way to a near by space port where the next phase of their plan would take place. With the aid of a freighter captain _(Who was on their pay roll as well)_, the crystal would soon make its way off the planet , towards another individual who was also on the intelligence unit's payroll and from there, it would make its way towards the brass on Worth.

With luck the UNSC would be able to use this piece of information before the Empire could launch an full on invasion. Or at least that was Suri's hope anyway, as she sat behind her made shift desk and pondered her team's next move.

So for the CBMI officer and her team, had spent several weeks in their current base of operation and for a while it had served it's purpose quite well. But with the Imperial government now sending its troops into the Alien Protection Zones to recruit more and more forced laborers for their war effort, it would only be a matter of time before they were discovered. Hence, they were now in the process of moving to another location.

"Suri," a male voice said, bringing the officer out of her trance. "Everything is packed and we are almost ready to leave."

"Thank you, Jamie." Yozhov replied, as she got up from her seat and made her way to the exit to rejoin the rest of her team. "Are the charges already set?"

"Yes mam'." the younger man replied, as he held up an CBMI variant of the data pads that were commonly used by UNSC personnel in the field. "Once the door closes, the charges will go off and this room will cease to exist."

"Perfect." the CBMI officer replied. "What is the status of the Imperial patrols?"

"The next patrol is not due for another twenty minutes."

"Them we better get moving before they come." Suri replied in a firm tone, before she went off to help with the final preparations. Within a few minutes the Central Spike Team consisting of ten CBMI operatives, had collected all of their gear and ready to leave. "Is that everything?" Suri questioned on final time.

"Everything." another one of her team members replied. "Once that door closes, the room no longer exist."

"Very well, move out!" and with that order, the assembled group made their way out of their former base of operations and began their journey towards their next HQ. But no sooner had the doors closed behind them, small explosions could be heard coming from inside the now abandoned room and in a matter of seconds, the two doors that had concealed said room were suddenly pushed out of their positions and in their place, a solid wall of what appeared to be concrete now stood.

The room that once housed a CBMI Central Spike team, now ceased to exist.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Unknown Location along the Imperial-Confederacy boarder ) _

If there was one thing that could have been said about _Han Solo, _was that he was a very colorful individual to say the very least. Hailing from Corellia, Han had experienced a number hardships and perils in his life as a result of being orphaned at an very young age. He had no real family to speak of and his early years were spent under the forced servitude of a pirate known as Garris Shrike. Who used young Solo to conduct a number of illegal activities and scams.

But as time passed Solo was able to make his keep, while serving under Shrike and was eventually able escape the Pirate's grasp by stowing away on a freighter and making his way to freedom. From there Solo began to take on a number of odd jobs as the years passed, until finally, he was able to follow his dream and entered the _Imperial Navy _to become a pilot. As a cadet he became a star pupil at the Imperial Academy on Carida and graduated top of his class, at the rank of lieutenant.

But his military career was short lived, as an incident involving a Wookiee pilot of a derelict slaver caused him to be dishonorably discharged from the Imperial military. But for Han, it was the beginning of a whole new chapter in his life. A chapter that would see him becoming one of the greatest smuggles in the Galaxy.

Now in command of a _YT-1300 light freighter _named the _Millennium Falcon _Han, along with his close friend _Chewbacca (The Wookie pilot from the Slaver), _undertook a number of smuggling operations for a number of employers through out the galaxy.

One such employer was a small Terran owned company called _"Executive Decisions", _which was based within the Confederacy of Independent Systems and for a number of months, Han and his vessel had conducted a number of cargo runs for them. He never once questioned his employers orders and as far as Han was concerned, it did not matter. Their money was still good and they haD never once failed to pay him handsomely for his services. But on this particular occasion, the Corellian native wish that he had.

After a brief rendezvous with a freighter out bound from Imperial Center, Han and his vessel was now on the Imperial-Confederacy boarder. The one place that no smuggler wanted to be, as both the Confederacy and Imperials did not take too kindly to smugglers operating within their space and considering that there was now a war going on, the chances of discovery was higher than ever.

"Well, here we go." Solo told his co-pilot and friend, as the duo sat within the Falcon's cockpit and prepared to broadcast the signal as specified by their employer. Chewbacca roared back, to which Han replied, "I know, I know! But if you ain't notice, are kinda short on cash right now and we need every job we can get."

Chewbacca roared again.

"Now don't start with that again." Han replied defensively, "Need I remind you this if it were not for that gambling, we would not have this ship? How was I supposed to know the game was rigged?"

Roar.

"Don't worry, once we get this over with, it's back to Nar Shaddaa." the Corellian replied, as he typed in the numbered code into his vessel's computer and began to broadcast the signal that was given to him.

For long minutes the Millennium Falcon's computer continued to broadcast the signal, all the while its two person crew waited anxiously for a reply. Both of them knowing very well what the outcome could be if an Imperial vessel were to come along unexpectedly. Suddenly the freighter's sensors began to pic up a strange energy reading, 30 kilometers in front the vessel.

Looking through the tick cockpit windows, both Han and Chewbacca saw something that had them in awe. For materializing in to existence in front of them, was what looked like a giant "wing" that was black and silver in color and had what looked like angular conning towers on the top and bottom of the "wings" apex.

"What the hell is that thing?" Han muttered, as he saw this strange craft drift towards his smaller vessel. Suddenly the speakers within the cockpit crackled to life and a deep voice said, "Unknown vessel, this is the_ Bletchly Park. _We believe that you are in possession of something that belongs to us."

After the initial shock wore off, Han got to the controls of his vessel and replied "Wait just one minute. I have not heard the phrase your people said that you would give us once you arrive."

"You are not supposed to receive any such phrase from us when we arrived." the voice on the other end replied in a stern tone, catching the smugglers bluff with ease.

"Very well." Han replied, as he got up from his seat and made his way to his vessel's cargo bay. Within a few minutes, Solo had retrieved the data crystal that had been in his possession for the last couple of days and proceeded to place it into a special container that had been given to him as well. The smuggler then went over to his vessels nearest airlock and called out, "Chewie! Tell out guest to stand by for delivery!" and with that, he placed the container into the airlock and moments later, said container was jettisoned into the vacuum of space and towards the strange ship.

No sooner had Han returned to the cockpit, the other vessel hailed them once again and the same voice from before said "Package received. Thank you for your cooperation in this matter, the money that had been promised to you have been added to your account."

"Yea but I gotta ask..." Han was about to say but before he could finish his question, the vessel in front of him veered off and vanished into nothingness once again. Leaving both Han and his co-pilot in a stunned silence, but it was the Wookiee pilot who was able come out of his trance and made a series of shorts roars at his friend.

"Alright! Alright!, we are going." Solo replied, as he got behind the controls and began to manipulate them. Moments later, the Millennium Falcon began to accelerate and went into hyperspace, en route to his base of operations on the Smuggler's Moon. Both crew members still completely unaware that their recent smuggling run, would have a profound effect on the galaxy's latest conflict.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Now before you ask me any questions, I will say that more will be revealed in future chapters and don't worry, Han and Chewie will be back. As always PLEASE leave a review and if you do have a question, please inbox me so that I can reply. _

_I will not answer questions made by anonymous reviewers. _


	8. The First Move

_**A/N:**__ Here it is, chapter eight and I am sorry that it took so long to upload. Anyway I hope you guys like it ._

_To "Spartandog01": WOW..._

_To "edboy4926": I don't think so. New time line remember?_

_And to everyone else, thanks for all the reviews, now on to the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ The First Move... ]**_

"What do you mean that you aren't picking up any transmissions?" an perplexed Han Solo asked his co-pilot/friend, as the two of them sat in the Millennium Falcon's cockpit area. It had been a couple of days since their mysterious rendezvous with the _Bletchly Park _and even though the duo had done a number of similar missions in the past, this particular run had the normally confident smuggler on edge. Many questions swam through his head and an equal amount of explanations came to answer them. But none of them gave him the answers he was looking for.

It was as if the universe itself was knowingly trying to mess with his head, just for some sick laugh at his own expense. What ever the case may have been, it was of no major importance Han as he, and hhis traveling companion had more important things to think about. Like getting another job from an employer that did not send them to places that were known to be hostile towards persons that were in his line of work.

But that train of thought was quickly derailed, as Chewbacca informed him that they was not picking up any transmissions from the Smuggler's Moon.

"Are you sure that it's not a glitch in the system?" Han asked, as he looked over his control and began to run a diagnostic on his vessel's systems. The Wookiee roared in reply.

"I'm not saying anything!" Han replied defensively, "Those parts you were using were not in good condition to begin with."

The Wookiee roared at his friend again.

"Alright, alright! When we get back I will buy some goods parts, okay?" Han reasoned with his companion, but on the inside Han was starting to feel a bit uneasy about this recent development. Even though Han knew that the parts for his vessel's radio system were not in the best of conditions when he got them, he also knew that "Chewie" was more than capable of making anything work, regardless of what ever condition it was in.

Hence the Falcon should have been able to pick up any and all signals from Nar Shaddaa, but yet here they were only a few minutes away from their destination and there was absolutely nothing coming from the moon. Something did not feel right, Han could feel it in the pit of his stomach.

"Exiting hyper space in 3... 2... 1..." Han began to say, as he began to manipulate the controls again, as he brought the Millennium Falcon out of hyperspace and switched to the vessel's impulse engines. But when he did the smuggler duo were met with a sight that would haunt them for many years to come.

For where the moon of Nar Shaddaa should have been, a moon that was home to a population of hundreds of millions of people, a large debris field consisting of large space rocks and the shattered hulls of many star ships, now existed. More disturbingly, sections of skyscrapers that had once covered the smuggler's moon, drifted along with the wreckage of the now shattered world.

"What the hell happened?" Han said with a puzzled tone in his voice, as he saw what looked like the remains of a bar fly by his vessel. "Chewie, are you getting anything on the scanners?"

A series of long growls from the Wookiee confirmed what the former Imperial officer feared, Nar Shaddaa, the "Smuggler's Moon" that was home to countless millions of people, had been completely destroyed with no survivors. But Han nor Chewbacca had the luxury of mourning the dead, as the Millennium Falcon's sensors began to detect multiple contacts in bound to their location. Their was only one power in the galaxy _(That Han knew of) _that had the ability to cause such destruction on this scale and if he were right, then those vessels were not going to take to kindly to their presence.

Without a second thought Han manipulated the controls of his ship and quickly went to hyperspace, leaving the destroyed moon of Nar Shaddaa behind for the very last time.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ]**_

_( Imperial Center )_

"Do you mean to tell me that your team of so called specialists failed in their mission?" Emperor Palpatine said in a almost neutral tone, as he personally scolded the head of the _Imperial Intelligence Agency _for their recent failure.

"I am sorry your lordship," the woman before him said in an apologetic tone, as she hung her head as if to avoid eye contact with her superior. "But the blame must rest with my agents in the field."

"But you are their commander and their failure must rest squarely on your shoulders _Isard,_" the emperor told his commander, the displeasure in his voice could be clearly heard. A fact that made the intelligence head cringe inwardly.

"I know." the woman said in a defeated tone, her head still hanging low in shame.

"And you do know how I feel about failure within my own ranks, Director." the emperor chided, as he raised his left had and slowly began to close his fist. Suddenly, the intelligence head began to feel as if some one had grabbed her by the throat and slowly started to strangle her. "It was very crucial that the Terrans did not get their hands on that data crystal, yet your people and by extension, you, failed in your mission."

"Yo... your... lordship!" the director tried to say, as she desperately gasped for breath. "I... I'm..."

"Thanks to your failure the Terrans are more than likely to attack our weapon and destroy it. Do you have any idea what this means?" Palpatine questioned the woman before him. The only response he got was the sound of her desperately trying to breath. "Enough of this!" he declared, as the Sith suddenly released his death grip from his intelligence director, causing her to fall to the floor gasping for air.

"Consider this your first and final warning, do not fail me again Isard!"

"At... at once your lordship..." the wounded woman replied in between her deep gasps for breath, before she slowly staggered to her feet and made her way out of the Emperor's personal quarters. Secretly counting her blessings that Palpatine did not kill her, like he had done to so many of his commanders that had failed him.

No sooner had the now shamed intelligence head left, Palpatine held up a small, hand held device and when he did, he holographic image of a humanoid figure appeared and what dressed in what could have been best described as a form fitting body suit. The Emperor grinned evilly at the image of his ward, before he said. "I have a new mission for you and your team."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Fort Ragno, 24 hours later...) _

"What the hell is that thing?" General Escandor commented, as he and the rest of the UNSC's Andromeda defense council looked on in awe at the holographic image displayed in front of them. It was just a few hours ago the the head of the CBMI's Andromeda operations had contacted the supreme commander of the UNSC's forces in Andromeda, with news that one of their Central Spike cells had come through and the CBMI was now in possession of information, in regards to the Empire's new "super weapon."

Obviously the General, as well as everyone else in the Terran military were eager to find out what the Imperials had used against Truk and wanted to know if it could prove to be a major threat in the future. Unfortunately for the UNSC officials, based the information they received, their fears were well founded.

"From the design schematics the Central Spike team were able to provide us with, the Imperial navy calls it _"The Galaxy Gun." _Colonel Offee replied, as she manipulated the controls on her data pad. "Apparently the Emperor used the twenty plus years of peace to good use."

"Indeed." Admiral _Chase Nobles _commented, as he walked up to the holographic before him to get a better look. "It looks like a giant Cannon!"

"That's because that's what it basically is." the CBMI colonel replied, as the image before them got larger so as to give everyone a better view of it. "It is over seven thousand meters in length."

"That's bigger than a Infinity MK II- class." the admiral commented, "What kind of firepower is that thing packing?"

"In one word, a lot." Offee replied, "Other than the fact that it is a massive cannon, it is armed to the teeth with with turbo blasters of every size imaginable. Not to mention that it is constantly surrounded a fleet of Imperial Star Destroyers."

"So basically a head on attack by a fleet consisting of battle cruisers and Infinities would be a bad idea?" Escandor replied, "How much range does that cannon have?"

"Almost the entire galaxy." Colonel Offee replied in an emotionless voice, "This... weapon of sorts is equipped with a _6.0 rated _hyper drive. Which means that it could be moved into a pre-selected location for firing and then move to another location once it had fired."

"Just what we need right now." Nobles said in frustration, "A super weapon that can vanish before we can get a lead on it."

"Not quite, admiral." Barriss began to explain, "From what we have been able to gather from these specs, the 'Galaxy Gun' has one major flaw in its design."

"Then would you care to enlighten us, colonel?" General Escandor asked the CBMI officer with an hint of frustration in his voice. The Mirilian sighed a bit before she replied, "Its size is its greatest weakness."

"Excuse me?" Escandor replied, as he and everyone else there stared at the colonel with a perplexed look on their faces.

"Remember, a fleet that large is going to need support ships to resupply them as they move." Barriss began to explain, "Hence it would be right to assume that the Empire would have to have a large number of vessels running supplies to their fleet on a regular basis."

"So what you are saying it that all we have to do, is monitor the movements of Imperial supply ships and we will be able to locate this cannon of theirs?" Nobles questioned the intelligence head.

"Indeed, but the empire have already given away the possible locations for their gun to fire." Offee replied with a hint of confidence starting to shine through. "Remember the Empire took several star systems soon after their initial attack, but they did not advance any further after that. Even though they could have easily marched all the way to Naboo before we could do anything."

"Which means they want to use that they intend to use that gun to soften us up first before the real invasion begins." Nobles stated, "We would be completely helpless against that thing."

"That is why we need to take that thing out asap!" the general declared sternly, "What are our options?"

"Well a direct attack is completely out of the question." Nobles replied, "Which means that our best bet is to use tactical nukes to destroy it out right."

"That would be the logical way to go, but it would be difficult to deliver said nukes close enough to ensure that the weapon is destroyed." Offee added, "which also means that ships with stealth capability would be the obvious choice to use. But unfortunately all off the frigates that are under my command are too spread out all over Andromeda to be assembled quickly."

"But you forget, those are not the vessels available to us which are stealth capable." the UNSC admiral replied, as he typed in a few words into his data pad. Suddenly the holographic image of the Galaxy Gun was replaced with that of a vessel that was almost shaped like an isosceles triangle, with an boxy underside and some what long neck with a pair of canard wings.

"Of course." Escandor muttered, as moved up towards the holographic image. "The Eagle-class."

"Indeed." Nobles replied, "Each vessel is equipped with cloaking capabilities and can carry up to ten of the new _Hydra 8 _nuclear missiles. I can have a small task force assembled with a couple of days."

General Escandor took a few minutes to allow what he had been told to sink in, as his mind began to process the information and after a while, an plan of attack came to him and he proceeded to share it with his group.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Wellington Anchorage, Worth System. ) _

The space around Wellington Anchorage was a buzz with activity, dozens upon dozens of star ships of every size and class, converged on the UNSC's main facility within the Worth system. All of which were to be apart of the Terran's first military offensive of this new galactic war and the first major military offensive in decades.

In command of this newly formed fleetwas Commodore _Sheldon Lustral, _who was personally chosen by Admiral Nobles himself, to lead this operation. The fleet, which primarily consisted of Eagle-class attack ships, had been assembled to undertake a mission that was of the highest importance to the UNSC and by extension, its allies at large. The Empire had created a weapon that was able to destroy targets at long distances and almost impossible to locate. Almost, but not entirely.

Now the UNSC was poised to take out this super weapon of sorts, before it could become a serious threat to their forces and the war effort.

"What is the Status of the fleet?" Lustral questioned, as stood in with in command and control center of his flag ship, the _UNSC Order and Chaos. _

"All ships are reporting that they are 100% and are standing by." a small holographic image of a man dressed as a judge replied, as "he" stood on the central holoprojector.

"Very good, patch me through to the fleet." the Commodore ordered, to which the artificial intelligence complied with a nod. "All vessels, this is Commodore Lustral. Weigh anchor and move out at 30% impulse, engage."

Meanwhile in space, the assembled vessels began to form up into their respective groups and pulled away from the anchorage. Making their way into open space before each vessel entered slip space and began their long voyage towards their target.

Among the ships to do so, as a small Eagle-class vessel with serial markings _LCV-990 _was in formation with one of the battle cruisers present in the fleet. It remained their for a few minutes before it linked up with a group other "Eagles" and proceeded to make the jump to slip space as well.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Things are starting to move now so stay tuned. As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. _


	9. Operation Round Hammer

_**A/N: **__Sorry this chapter took so long to post, but it was not an easy one to write. But I hope it was worth the wait and that you enjoy it. _

_Now, I know many of you have been asking me when the UNSC "Death Star" will make its appearance in the story. All I will say for now is that it will appear and I do intend to have it in action. But for now please be patient, okay? _

_But enough of this for now. On to the STORY!_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Operation Round Hammer ) **_

Space, a vast and relatively empty expanse which goes on forever in any and all directions. An hostile environment that is home to hundreds of millions of galaxies, with an equal amount of worlds that existed within them. Home to civilizations both great and small, some lasting for thousands of years, some that were only now either now starting realize their true potential for greatness. While many more had the dubious honor of being the graves of empires whose influence and power would never be known by the civilizations that were to come after them.

If one were ever able to see this infinite expanse of celestial bodies for themselves, they would almost think that it were beautiful, and they would not be far off from their assumption. The site of millions upon millions of galaxies floating around in this black void, could be considered a beautiful sight indeed. But sadly, this beauty only masked reality that many inhabitants of the universe were forced to endure and for the inhabitants of one such galaxy, the dangers were about to become all too real.

For the peace that so many had sacrificed so much to achieve, was now nothing more than a distant memory and an empire that had visions of conquering the galaxy, were about to face off with another galactic power that were not only from another galaxy, but were hell bent on retribution for this empire's act of aggression against its people.

_Operation Round Hammer, _as it had been dubbed, would be the UNSC's first major operation of the conflict. An operation that had come about thanks in large part to the covert operation under gone by the Central Bureau of Military Intelligence and their discovery of the Empire's newest "Super" weapon. Thanks to the efforts of the CBMI, the UNSC was now poised to deal the Empire an deadly blow.

Or at least that was what Commodore Lustral hoped, as he stood within the command and control center of his flagship and went over his plan to destroy the Empire's massive cannon. His plan called for a surprise attack on the Imperial fleet that was escorting the Gun towards Terran controlled space, utilizing the eighty plus _"LCVs" _that had been assigned to his fleet.

Using their cloaking abilities, these vessels would literally sneak up on the enemy fleet and deploy their payload of _MTN-8 (HYDRA 8)_ missiles against the enemy fleet, as well as the Gun itself. Once the enemy fleet was crippled Lustral, along with the rest of his fleet would engage the remaining Imperial vessels. With his and several other cruisers engaging the Galaxy Gun itself and destroying it outright in case the the initial attack failed to destroy it.

Currently the UNSC fleet had been split into two groups, just as Lustral's plan had called for. The eighty LCV's had broken away from the main force had formed up into eight smaller groups, ten vessels per group. It would be these small and nimble vessels that would be leading the charge for the UNSC's first combat operation of the war and it was a task that their crews were more than eager to carry out.

"Commodore, long range sensors are picking up numerous spacial anomalies. Energy reading match those of Imperial capital ships." the cruiser's artificial intelligence informed Lustral, as his image appeared on a near by projector.

"How many of these anomalies are you picking up, Warner?" the Commodore asked his vessel's A.I.

The hologram seemed to hesitate a bit before he replied, "Six hundred, sir."

"Six... hundred?" Lustral replied, surprised by the number that was given to him by Warner. Even though the commodore had been briefed about the Galaxy Gun and that it was almost always escorted by Imperial warships, Lustral was still taken aback by the shear number of vessels that the Empire had committed to protecting their super weapon. "What is the status of _Speedbird?" _

_'Speedbird' _was the code name given to the LCV detachment that were currently en route towards the Imperial force.

"Speedbird is currently on course towards the enemy fleet." Warner replied, as the holographic display in front of the commodore began to show highlighted icons that represented both the Imperial fleet and the LCVs "At their current speed, they shall intercept enemy force in twenty minutes. Do you want me to contact the lead flight and inform them of this recent development?"

"Negative Warner." Lustral replied. "They are currently running silent, any attempt to co contact them could alert the Imperials to there presence."

"So what do you suggest?" the artificial intelligence questioned the UNSC commodore.

"Contact the captains of the _Obama _and the _Makin Island." _Lustal ordered, referring to the two super carriers that were present in his task force. "Tell them to have their birds on stand by and armed with _Harpoons. _We just might need to level the playing field as quickly as possible if the first wave fails."

"Understood, sir." Warner replied as his image blinked out of existence, so as to carry out the Commodore's orders. Leaving Lustral to ponder his next move for what could be a brutal engagement between the United Nations Space Command, and the Imperial Navy.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Fleet) _

There were no words that could describe the absolute sense of pride that a one _Umak Leth _was feeling at that very moment, as the chief imperial engineer made his way through the corridors of his latest and greatest engineering masterpiece. The _Galaxy Gun _was the apex of his long and storied career in both the Republic and the Galactic Empire, and it was a feat that gave him his current euphoric feeling.

It was just a few short years ago that the Emperor himself, had listened to Leth's proposal for a super weapon that could not only strike at the Empire's enemies from long distances, but could also deal them a most devastating blow in one shot. The Emperor was very much in support of developing such a weapon for the the Imperial military and after so many years of construction, the Galaxy Gun was born and was ready for its first deployment. A deployment that had seen the destruction of an outpost that the UNSC called _Truk._

It was the Galaxy Gun that had fired the first shot in a and now, this super weapon of unimaginable power was now en route to another location where it would be used to strike at the very seat of the Terran influence in the Galaxy. If all went well the Terrans would never know what hit them and by the time they did, Worth would have become the latest in a line of star systems to fall under the might of the Galactic Empire. With the Terrans expelled from the galaxy and both the CIS as well as the Terran protected worlds, would not last too long on their own.

But even though Leth had absolute confidence in his creation and that his weapon of mass destruction was all but invincible, there was still one major flaw in its design. Or rather, in it's construction. The Emperor was so eager to have his new weapon deployed, that construction of the Galaxy Gun was rushed and as a result, many of the elements that would have made the weapon even more effective, had either yet to be installed, replaced with inferior components, or were just left out of the construction process completely.

Even the hyper drive engines that were currently being used to propel the massive cannon, were not the ones that were originally selected for it. But so far the weapon had performed splendidly and there was no doubt in anyone's mind that it would perform just as well when it arrived at its next firing location. But as Leth continued to walk and inspect his greatest creation to date, the engineer was completely unaware that there were elements that were just just minutes away from thrusting him and his super weapon into the first battle of the war.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( LCV-990, "Speedbird 17")_

"How long until we have a firing solution?" Commander Stepson asked, as she stood in front of her vessel's small holographic display table and monitored the progress of not only her LCV, but the eighty plus vessels that currently made up Speedbird.

It was just a few hours ago that her vessel, along with many others like it, broke away from the main task force and plotted an intercept course towards the Imperial fleet. But no sooner had they had gotten into sensor range of the enemy force, the crews of these relatively small vessels soon realized that the information they had been given about the Imperials, was wrong. For where they had expected only about eighty warships, they were now encountering a force that was almost eight times that number. But if one were not already in awe at this development, then they certainly were when they got a look at the massive vessel that was in the center of the formation.

It was just like what the reports had stated, a giant cannon that was much larger than anything the UNSC currently had in the galaxy and judging by the amount of turbo blaster turrets the "vessel" had, it was very clear to see that this thing was more than capable of defending itself from conventional attacks. But then again, the LCVs of the United Nations Space Command were never designed for conventional warfare.

For while most UNSC vessels were designed to engage enemy ships at long range, the Eagle-class was made to get up close and personal with enemy capital ships, and deal them a deadly blow in the form of nuclear tipped missiles. Coupled with their cloaking abilities and speed, it was very clear to see just why these vessels were chosen for this mission.

Splitting into eight smaller groups, _(Just as planned)_, the LCVs began to mark their targets. Six groups would be responsible for taking care of the Imperial fleet at large, while the remaining two would engage the Galaxy Gun itself. They were not going to take any chances and allow this weapon to get away.

"We shall be in in firing range in 2.25 minutes, commander." Hotaru replied, as her holographic form stood next to the image of an Imperial Star Destroyer.

"Let me know when we are in range. I want to be able to say that I killed an Imperial vessel on my first combat mission." Rebecca said with a smile. But on the inside, the naval office was more than a little bit concerned about the welfare of both her vessel and crew. Even though the officer had the up most confidence in her crew and their abilities, the commander could not help but to feel a bit uneasy about the mission, especially since they were sometimes just meters away from colliding with an Imperial vessel and blowing the formation's cover.

All that the young woman could do at that moment, was wait for the order to attack to come in. At least the Eagle's cloaking ability was doing its job of preventing detection. But what ever sense of security and comfort Rebecca had was quickly swept away, when a flash of light out of the corner of her eye, caught the officer's attention.

"Commander! We've lost contact with number sixty-two!" a crew member called out from his station.

"Confirmed!" Hotaru replied, her voice sounding a more urgent than usual. "Scan show that LCV-062 has collided with an Imperial cruiser. The vessel has been completely destroyed."

"And I am guessing that the rest of the Imperial fleet as taken notice as well?" Rebecca muttered under her breath, a hint of frustration could be heard in the officer's voice. A slight nod, coupled with a small frown on Hotaru's face, confirmed her worst fear. "I guess things are about to get very difficult for us."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

"What the hell is going on?" Umak exclaimed, as he practically ran into the Galaxy Gun's command center and questioned the first officer that he saw.

"Sir, one of our vessels have reported a collision with some kind of stealth vessel." an officer by the name of Roen replied, as he stood in front of the many consoles there and began to read the information that was coming in.

"Stealth... ship...?" Leth questioned, as his mind began to place two and two together. But before the weapon's designer could react to the situation, Roen spoke up once again and said frantically, "Sir! Sensors are picking up multiple contacts! Terrans!"

Umak was at a complete loss for words as the news that the Terrans had not only managed to infiltrate his fleet of escort vessels, but were now making their way towards his super weapon. But even though this sudden development came as a surprise to Leth, the engineer was still confident in his creation would be able to defend itself easily. Especially when scans showed that the vessels were far smaller than what he thought the Terrans would throw against them. "Activate all turbo blasters and target those vessels! Don't let any of them escape." Leth ordered, as a wicked smile began to form on his face. These Terrans were not about to get off that easy for trying to attack HIS masterpiece.

Suddenly all along the entire length of the Galaxy Gun, hundreds of turbo blasters of every imaginable size and class, came to life and began to fire thousands upon thousands of red and green bolts of energy. Which traveled across the vacuum of space in a blink of an eye , towards their intended targets.

But it was at this point that the Eagle-class vessels began to show their true abilities, as their size, speed and maneuverability came into play. The attacking LCVs were able avoid most of the enemy's barrage by accelerating and darting behind the other vessels of the Imperial Fleet. It was in this manner that several cruisers were destroyed by the very weapon they were assigned to protect. But not all of the attacking LCVs were able to escape the assault, as four vessels were ripped apart by the cannon's unrelenting fire power.

It was at this point that the other six Speedbird wings de-cloaked as well and began to hit the Imperials from any and all sides, sending the enemy fleet into chaos and confusion. So much so that several more Star Destroyers actually collided with each other and allowed eight more Terrans ships to finish them off with multiple nuclear tipped HYDRA 8 missiles. A medium ranged missile that once fired, accelerated to 30% of the speed of light, before eight smaller missiles deployed and struck the target. Each smaller missile having a nuclear yield of thirty-five megatons, enough to either cripple or out right destroy an enemy capital ship. It was in this confusion that several LCVs managed to break away from the main force and began to make their attack run on the Galaxy gun.

"How long until we are in firing range?" Commander Stepson yelled out, as she struggled to remain in her seat. The fire coming from the super weapon causing her vessel the shake violently with each impact on its sheilds.

"Thirty seconds before we are in missile firing range, Commander." Hotaru replied, as her image flickered with each laser impact on the vessel, "Shields down to 55%"

"Arm all missiles! I want a full spread ready to fire once in range!" Stepson barked out, as another blaster impact rocked her vessel once again. "I want to get the hell out of here once they are out the door!"

The next thirty seconds could have easily been the longest thirty seconds of their lives, as each LCV began to close the between them and the offending Imperial super weapon. Each vessel performing extreme maneuvers in an attempt to at least, avoid being ripped apart by the Galaxy Gun's defense grid. Unfortunately, three more of the attacking LCVs were taken out by the Empire's murderous fire, as their shields failed and were subsequently destroyed. But the remaining vessels pressed on their attack, as the gap slowly began to shrink.

On board the LCV-990, the weapons crew were making the final checks on the remaining HYDRAs still on board the vessel. Making sure that both their firing mechanisms and more importantly, their guidance systems did not fail when launched. Suddenly a voice roared, "FIRE! FIRE! FIRE!" over the ship's com system and the Twi'lek officer in charge slammed his fist on the firing button and as he did, all fifteen of the LCV's remaining missiles shot out of the vessel at an high rate of speed and continued to accelerate towards their targets.

Soon the remaining vessels in the attack force fired their missiles as well, breaking off and sped away at an high rate of speed. Away from the Galaxy Gun and from what was to come next. Meanwhile all HYDRAs accelerated towards their intended, the bolts of energy coming from the numerous Turbo Blasters doing absolutely nothing to deter their flight course, as they were too small and fast for the gunners to get a positive lock on the incoming targets.

"What are those things?" Leth exclaimed, as he was now standing in front of a large console that showed the approaching missiles. "Why aren't our gunners able to shoot them down!?"

"I... I don't know, sir." Roen replied with a defeated tone in his voice, as he was both physically and mentally drained from the current battle. Apparently these small Terran vessels had been more problematic than once previously thought. "Scans show... show..."

"Spit it out man!" Umak roared in anger.

"Scans show that missile are armed with... nuclear tipped warheads..." the Imperial officer trailed off, fear could clearly be heard in his voice as he spoke. It was at that moment that Umak could feel a overwhelming sense of dread fill his entire body, as a cold and ominous chill ran up his spine. He knew that the Terrans used nuclear devices that yielded up to 150+ megatons at least and even though he had the up most faith in his creation's shielding, Leth did not know for sure that they would survive such an assault.

Unfortunately, Umak and the rest of the Galaxy Gun's crew were soon to find out the hard way that it was not, as Roen spoke up and said, "Impact in... 5... 4... 3... 2... 1..."

Suddenly dozens upon dozens of nuclear explosions began to cover the entire length and breath of the Galaxy Gun, as the missiles impacted their target. The shock of the numerous nuclear blast were so great, that the shield generators were overwhelmed and began to explode. Leaving the weapon to fall victim to even more missiles impacting all over its hull with predictable results. The Galaxy Gun began to "spin" out of control as result of the numerous explosions, large sections of it breaking off and flying into deep space. Suddenly there was a massive explosion that ripped apart the engineering section of the weapon and sent a massive wave of energy into the Imperial fleet and by the time the fire ball had cleared the Galaxy Gun as well as its mastermind, were completely destroyed.

But the crews of the LCVs could not savor their success just yet, as there were still hundreds of Imperial vessels to contend with. But no sooner had the Galaxy Gun had gone up, dozens of slip space ruptures suddenly appeared and the familiar hulls of UNSC capital ships emerged from all of them. Leading the charge was the flag ship of the fleet, _UNSC_ _Order and Chaos, _followed up by her sister ships _Into Darkness. Laredo _and _Dragon. _All ships bring their MACs online and targeting the first vessels that came into firing range.

The rest of the Terran fleet followed suit and soon, the first real engagement between UNSC and Imperial capital ships had begun, with the Imperial fleet getting the worst of it. The element of surprise had been on the Terrans' side and they had used it to their advantage, either seriously crippling or destroying a number of Imperial ships. But the time it was all over the Empire was in full retreat, as they had been handed their first major defeat, in their first major engagement of the war. While the Terrans and the UNSC had gained a major victory in this new conflict. But it was at a high price, as four destroyers and 27 LCVs had been lost in the battle.

"Damage report." an exhausted commander Stepson said, as she slumped in her seat and waited for Hotaru's reply.

"Sheilds are down to 35%." the artificial intelligence began, " weapon systems are at 10% and number three engine is down,"

"At least we survived our first major deployment." the naval officer commented, aware that there were many LCVs and crews that would not be returning home. "Set course towards the Makin Island and alert them to our situation."

"Understood, commander." Hotaru replied, before her image vanished from the projector. While Rebecca existed the bridge and began the long process of inspect her vessel after their first battle. The first of many that were to come.


	10. Of Solders and Spooks

_**A/N:**__ Hey guys, I just wanted to thank everyone who reviewed my last chapter and said it was "Awesome". I really hope I can get more of those kind or reviews in the future. _

_Now I know that some of you have asked if they would see anymore familiar faces from the Star Wars universe (i.e. Mara Jade), as well as the other members"Skywalker Family." All I will say is that you will see the Twins, (Luke and Leia) in the future. But remember this is a new "reality" so do not be surprised that they have taken different paths in their lives. _

_As for the others such as Jade, some will be there while others will be left out. Not to be mean, but if you are upset by this then cry yourself a river, build a bridge and get over it, okay? :) _

_I also want to point out that I may start another fic before I finish this one. So do not be surprised that when you get another update from me, it would be for another story all together. _

_Enough of this, now on to the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Of Solders and Spooks )**_

"_Professional, Discipline, Unstoppable, Ruthless." _Those were the four words that could have been used to best describe the Empire's Imperial Navy. Ever since its creation after the quote _'At of Terran Aggression' , _the naval arm of the Galactic Empire had gone about executing the Emperor's goal of bringing the uncivilized quarters of the galaxy under his enlightened rule. As well as defended the Empire and the new order from the "enemies" that wanted to undermine everything it stood for.

Under the direct orders of the Emperor Palpatine, the Imperial Navy had done things that many outside of the Empire's grasp, would call genocidal acts of terror. Millions (If not billions) had been killed in cold blood, either because they did not see the benefit of living under the Empire's rule, or had opposed his enlightened philosophy and had been foolish enough to fight against it. Any and all rebellions were crushed brutally and the few survivors that were taken prisoner, were publicly made examples of. It was in this atmosphere that the Imperials gained a sense of superiority, as they began to live up to their reputation of being unstoppable.

But that all soon changed when news about the destruction of the Galaxy Gun soon made it to Imperial Center and that sense of invincibility, was quickly shattered.

An Imperial fleet consisting of over six hundred vessels and backed up by the Empire's latest super weapon, had not only been a victim of an Terran surprise attack, but had been completely decimated by the assault. Out of those six hundred vessels that had been apart of this task force, three hundred and thirty-four had been completely destroyed. Ripped apart by some new weapon that that had been deployed by the Terrans during the battle. A weapon that the few remaining survivors said that the Terrans had deployed hundreds of them, that swarmed their vessels before impacting with such force, it caused thei shield generators to overload and destroy themselves. Leaving their ships exposed to the Terran onslaught.

The ones that were lucky enough to survive the initial assault, soon found themselves at the mercy of the UNSC's capital ships that suddenly appeared during the attack and began to engage them. But what was even more disturbing about the whole incident, was the fact that the Imperial commanders of the fleet began to panic and it was in this confusion that the UNSC force was able to take advantage of the situation. In the end only a hand full of vessels were able to escape and even then, most of the vessels would have to be scrapped because of the extent of their damage.

It short the Imperial's first real fight against the Terrans and there United Nations Space Command, had been an absolute disaster. It would not be long before heads began to roll within the Imperial High Command and unfortunately for some in the Imperial command, that was how their military careers ended when the Emperor sent his personal "associates" to deal with them on his behalf.

But even though the Emperor had lost his super weapon and that his original plan to humiliate the Terrans had back fired, the Sith Lord was far from feeling defeated. If anything the Empire's recent defeat was the key to the his next great victory. The Terrans had revealed a great deal of information about not only their tactics but more importantly, the level of their weaponry. This information will come in very handy indeed, in the near future and Sideous knew just the person who could take full advantage of it.

Moving his left had slowly over his desk, the dark lord pressed a small button and no sooner than her did, the image of an human male dressed in an imperial officer's uniform, appeared on the Emperor's desk.

"How long will it be before the _Chimaera _will arrive in orbit?" the Sith leader asked, his voice having a sinister tone as he spoke.

"The Chimaera has currently entered the star system and should be in orbit within forty minutes, my Emperor." the holographic image replied with a slight bow.

"Excellent." the Sith replied, "Inform the Admiral that I want to see him personally once they are in orbit."

"At once, my Emperor." the officer replied, before his image disappeared from the desk's built in projector. Leaving Sideous alone to contemplate his next move.

Even though this was the first time the Empire had faced off against the United Nations Space command and lost, it still could have dire ramifications all over the galaxy. The Imperial Navy had been humiliated by a civilization that Sideous had vilified and portrayed it to be a race of"primitive and barbaric" people. Now these primitive barbarians had bloodied the nose of the mighty Galactic Empire and it was this sort of information that would boost the moral of numerous rebel forces that had already been fighting the Empire for years.

Sideous knew just how important it was to win the hearts and minds of the masses and if he were to have any chance of defeating the Terrans, then he would have to ensure that the next battle would be a massive victory for the Empire, as well as an crushing defeat for the Terrans and their UNSC. There was only one person Sideous knew that could possibly carry out this initiative and give the Empire a victory that it so rightfully deserved.

The Terrans may have the battle, but it would be the Galactic Empire that would ultimately win the war.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Fort Ragno, Worth. Twenty-four hours later... )_

"The Empire may be down, but they are certainly not out." General Escandor commented, as he and the rest of the UNSC high brass met in conference within the massive military base. Just forty-eight hours earlier elements of the UNSC navy had launched an surprise attack against an Imperial task force, which saw the destruction of one of the Empire's more dangerous super weapons. As well as the destruction of a number of enemy capital ships.

But even though the operation had been a success and the victory used to boost the moral of the population in general, everyone in attendance knew all to well that the Empire was still poised to strike at the Terran controlled territories of the Galaxy.

"Indeed." Admiral Nobles replied, as he stood in front of a large holographic display that showed a map of the galaxy. Highlighted icons showing the movement of both UNSC and Imperial forces, as well as the location of the recent battle between the two forces. "We may have shut the door on that incursion, but there is a lot of space to cover and we still do not have enough ships to cover it."

"We are currently trying to muster up some forces to sent to you, as quickly as possible." Admiral Morrison commented, as his holographic image brought up a data pad in front of his face. "I already have the 24th and the 29th en route to Andromeda, while the M.O.A.B task force has already left the New Onyx ship yards and won't be in your area for another seven days."

"That may be enough to hold what we have. But it will only be a matter of time before the Imperials overwhelm us with their sheer size." Escandor replied, as he studied the map before him. "Even with the CIS' help, we would still be out numbered by almost twenty to one."

"We have face such odds before." Morrison commented, referring to the infamous Covenant war of almost a century ago. "Only this time we will not be facing off with a coalition of alien species that want to exterminate us from the face of the universe."

"I am afraid that just might be the case again, this time around." Escandor replied with a scowl, "From what we have been able to learn about the tactics about the Empire, they are not above committing genocide."

"Which means that this war has the potential to rival, if not surpass the Covenant war in intensity alone." Morrison added with a scowl of his own. "Not only do we need to find a way to level the the playing field of sorts, we need to secure our own boarders before we can even think about bringing the fight to the Empire."

"But how do you fight an enemy that has unlimited resources, as well as hundreds of thousands of star ships to throw at us?" Admiral Nobles asked out loud, as if he was expecting an answer. It was at that a new voice, which had been silent up to that point, finally decided to speak up and contribute to the discussion.

"I think I may have a solution." Colonel Offee said, as she walked into the middle of the room with her own personal data pad in hand. "We thin them out."

"Excuse me, colonel?" Escandor questioned the young woman, completely puzzled by her rather odd declaration.

"We thin them out." the CBMI officer repeated, "We stretch their military."

"I think you need to be a lot more clearer than that." the army general replied. Taking a few moments to count to ten, the Marilian sighed heavily before she said. "We open multiple fronts all over the galaxy and make the Empire deploy their forces to suit. Stretching out their forces to a point where they can not effectively launch a major offensive against us."

"But just how do you expect us to do that?" Nobles asked. "We don't even have enough vessels to go around at the moment, or have you not been listening to our little discussion just now?"

"We won't need to to spread our forces around to do so, Admiral." Offee began to explain, "Have you forgotten that the Empire has surrounded themselves with enemies? More specifically, their insurrectionist movement?"

That statement caught the attention of everyone in the room, "What do you propose, colonel?" the UNSC general asked.

"As we all aware of the Jedi have have not only continued to operate independently within Empire, but have also been behind a number of the recent rebellion movements that have been taking place." The Intelligence officer began to explain, as she manipulated the touch screen of her data pad. Suddenly the holographic image of the galaxy began to change and show highlighted areas where the Empire was currently engaged with rebel forces. "As you can see, these rebellions have been centered within these ares of Imperial space. The Jedi have been able to organize some rebel groups on these words, while others are home grown. They have been able to cause the Empire some trouble, but not enough to warrant their full attention."

"So what you are suggesting, is that we give them a boost of sorts to warrant the Imps' attention?" Morrison asked, still a bit unsure where this young woman's plan was going.

"In the form of military aid and training." Barriss said firmly, as the image behind her soon changed to that of a group of persons that were dressed in armor that was similar to the ones used by ODST units. "I suggest that we consider sending in _Special Tactics and Reconnaissance Units _, to train and equip these rebel forces. If I get the green light today, I can have several teams deployed within a matter of hours."

"And just what do you suggest that we arm these rebel groups with?" Escandor asked with an wary tone in voice, not comfortable with idea of equipping rebel forces with UNSC made weapons.

The Marilian officer could see the discomfort on the general's face and replied, "Be at peace, general. I have already taken the liberty of listing the weapon types, equipment and vehicles that could be useful to the rebel cause. I have also been holding meetings with my CIS counterpart and her government have agreed to supply them with a number of their older vessels, as well as produce fighter craft that are to the rebel's specifications."

"There is still one problem to contend with, colonel." Nobles spoke up, "We have to make sure that the groups that get this aid, do not turn around and use what we gave them, against us. Need I remind you that the _Hutts_ still have it out for us ever since the _Glenco _incident."

The Glenco Incident in question was in reality, a brief conflict that occurred between the Hutt clans and the Terran government when elements of the Hutt crime syndicate attempted to spread their criminal empire into a Terran controlled region of space dubbed "Glenco". But their plans were thwarted when the Terrans launched numerous attacks on with Hutt facilities in the system and raided a number of their slaver outpost within wild space. Needless to say there was still a lot of bad blood on the part of the Hutts and they had made it clear on a number of occasions.

"I am afraid that the Hutts are no longer an issue." Colonel Offee stated, as a grim expression formed on her face. "The Empire Destroyed Nal Shadda while the Hutt clan leaders were meeting on the moon. My guess is that the the Hutts made enemies of the emperor as well."

"Colonel, are you sure that these groups can be trusted?" Admiral Morrison questioned, as he went over the list that had been given.

"I can not guarantee that they all can be." the Marilian replied, "But if we do intend to stand a chance against the Empire, then we must do what ever it takes to ensure victory in the shortest amount of time possible."

For a few moments the room was flooded with silence, as everyone there was lost in deep thought until Morrison spoke up and said. "I will take this up with the President, once this meeting is over. Until I have is seal of approval, I can not allow military equipment to be handed over to these rebel factions. But in the mean time, the CBMI has the green light to deploy their STARU teams, as they see fit."

For the next few hours, the assembled brass went over a number of strategies that could be used to defend against the Empire, as well as possible plans of attack for the inevitable counter offensive that would take place. But as the assembled group of generals and admirals discussed their plans of defense and possible counter attack, they were completely unaware that the Empire was about to throw a major wrench in the works.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Star Destroyer Chimaera , Unknown Location) _

"Admiral, the fleet has radioed in and they are awaiting your orders." an Imperial officer called out from his station, as he monitored the communications of eight hundred plus star ships in the Imperial fleet it was apart of.

"Very good." a humanoid figure replied, as he sat comfortably in his seat with his seat. The shadows cleverly hiding the neutral expression on his face as he spoke. "Send a communication to all vessels. Once they are in formation, they are to make their way out at an heading of 716.2 before jumping to hyperspace."

"Yes sir." the young officer replied, as he went back to his duties.

"Captain, what do you think will happen in the coming battle?" the admiral asked his comrade in arms, as he sank deeper into his seat and stared out into the space in front of his vessel.

"I could say that it would be another resounding and easy victory for yourself and the Empire, but I would not be truthful in my words if I said that." Captain _Pellaeon _replied, as the Chimaera's commanding officer came along side the admiral. "From what I have read, these Terrans are cunning, as well as treacherous. They may primitive by our standers, but they are ferocious fighters and show absolutely no fear in battle."

"So you are saying that we shall not win?"

"No sir." the captain replied quickly, "All I am saying that the battle to come will not be an easy one. I may even say that it could very well be a difficult one."

"Yes. But you did not answer my question." the man in the seat replied, as he turned to face the imperial captain. "Do you think that we shall win, or loose?"

"I think it is too early to say just what could be the outcome, sir." Pellaeon replied. "These Terrans are unlike any other group we have encountered in the past. They have been in this galaxy for so long and yet when you think you have figured them out, they do something that surprises everyone."

"I can understand where you have coming from, Captain." the man replied, as his blood red eyes returned their focus to the front of the bridge. "The Terrans are a unique species... and very resourceful. They have made it a habit of thinking outside the box and as a result, they have developed their own personal style of interstellar warfare."

"So do you believe that the battle will be ours?" Pellaeon asked with an arched eye brow. The Imperial admiral just replied. "No, all I am saying is that your view on the upcoming battle is correct. It is unwise to determine the direction a battle shall take, before it has even begun."

All Pellaeon could do at that moment was nod in understanding, before he went off to continue his duties on the bridge of the Chimaera. Leaving the Chiss officer alone in his chair, his red eyes betraying the fact that he was lost in deep thought about what the future could hold for both him and every single person that was under his command.

Soon, the assembled Imperial task force pulled away from the fleet anchorage where it had been assembled and began to make their way out of the system, with the Chimaera at the center of the formation. Minutes later the large imperial fleet went to hyper space, en route to their target and for many of their crews, destiny.

The target for the fleet, a small blue orb that orbited one of the many suns within the galaxy that the Empire wanted to dominate. A small planet that had one time been a loyal member of the now defunct Galactic Republic and was now a "Ward" of the an enemy that had knew only nothing but war in it's long and violent history. A world that had been the catalyst for a series of events that culminated in both the fall of the Jedi order and the fall of the Republic.

A planet known as _Naboo..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

**_A/N:_**_ No points for guessing who the Admiral is, but it looks like the Empire is about to strike back and hard._

_Anyway I am now again taking suggestions for ship names (Both UNSC and Imperial) and I am asking please private message me them. As always PLEASE leave a review and I hope that you enjoy my story enough to continue reading it. :) _


	11. No Rest for the Wicked

_**A/N: **__I want to thank everyone who replied to my request at the end of the last chapter. I got so much that I could not respond to all of them, but the suggestions I got were good and I do plan to use them when in the future. Bit of warning, Thrawn will not be in this chapter. Sorry, but he will be in the next one so do not sent me hate mail/reviews._

_Now I know that some of you, (gh0st3, Trife) both pointed out that in my last story, Naboo was under the protection of the Sanghelli and they were right. But I also said earlier in this story that the Sanghelli had become reclusive and had yet to respond to the Terran government when war broke out. So chances are the Sanghelli may not even be in Andromeda anymore. Trust me there is a method to my madness. _

_To pegp: No comment._

_To Brodur : No.. points at all._

_To BrutusSilentium: I like Chocolate chip :) _

_and to everyone who asked... NO FLOOD! Ok? :)_

_Now on to the story._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ No Rest for the Wicked... ]**_

In the twenty plus years since the fall of the Galactic Republic, the planet of _Naboo _had bore witness to a series of events that forever changed it in ways that many of its inhabitants could have imagined. A series of events that began one day when then Queen Neeyutnee and Boss Rugor Nass made the joint announcement that the _House of Naboo _as well as the Gungan government_, _would no longer be apart of the then Republic, as well as demanded that all _GAR_ forces were to leave the planet and its moons at once or risk military intervention. Needless to say, the population were a bit surprised by the two leaders' statements but what happened next, almost had the entire planet in panic.

No sooner had the demand had been made, a very large vessel of exotic design suddenly appeared over the Naboo capital and at first, it was thought that it was some kind of new Republic vessel that had been sent in to "persuade" the Naboo leadership to reconsider their position. But that was proven to be false when Neeyutnee said that the vessel belonged to an ally of the Terran government and they were there to ensure that the Republic forces honored their request. They were an species that Terrans called the _Sanghelli _and they would effectively become the planet's protectors until the UNSC was finally able to take over that responsibility.

But with Naboo essentially breaking all ties with the Galactic Republic, many on the planet feared that the economy would be severely affected. Seeing that the Republic was the planet's only major trading partner, but fortunately for the Nabbo, that was not the case. Thanks to the efforts of both the Terran Government and Neeyutnee, new trading partners were found within the Confederacy of Independent Systems and as a result, Naboo's economy saw a bit of a recovery. But the real boom came when the Terrans introduced a two new types of industry that not only saw a flood of income into the planet's financial reserves, but also saw the the planet becoming self sufficient in terms of food . Two industries that the Terrans called, _Eco-tourism and Agricultural farming_

Today Naboo had become a bit of a success story within the Free galaxy and was even the headquarters of the _League of Non-Aligned States. _A coalition of governments that had broken away from the now defunct Republic and even though a number of member worlds _(Like Naboo) _were considered "Protectorates" of the Terran Union, they were all had full autonomy and the group was a completely separate governing body within the Terran controlled sectors of space.

But even though Naboo was experiencing an economic boom, the planet itself had not really changed all that much in the last twenty years. Theed was still the political and cultural capital of the planet and the government went through great pain to ensure that city would always remain that way. But one would only have to look just south westward to see that the planet was not the same world it had been since The Fall.

For just thirty miles outside the city center, was the ultimate symbol of the alliance between the _Royal House of Naboo_ and the _Terran Union Government. _ Rising up from the ground and into the heavens was the technological marvel that was the _Theed Tether Station_. A massive space elevator that was connected to the _New Liberty _space station in orbit. It was only a hand full of such facilities that existed within the _League. _

In the space round Naboo and its three moons, fifteen strategically placed Orbital Defense Platforms, as well as numerous unmanned satellites _(Armed of course), _provided the planet below with some defensive measures. Coupled with the fact that their were over ninety UNSC warships in orbit and over one hundred thousand Army and Marine corp personnel stationed on the surface, it was very clear to see that the normally peaceful planet, was more than ready to deal with any one that had lest than peaceful intention for them.

But today though the UNSC fleet above Naboo got a bit of an unexpected boost in their forces, as the remnants of the very same attack force that had taken out the Galaxy Gun, was now in orbit and were currently receiving some much needed repairs and replenishment. But while most of the larger vessels had to stay in orbit , the _Eagle-class LCVs _that were apart of the fleet did have the option of setting down on the planet's surface to receive repairs. Not to mention some much needed R and R for some of their shell shocked crews.

It was in this atmosphere that a one Rebecca Stepson soon found herself in and since her vessel was not due back in space for another seventy-two hours, the Lt. Commander thought that now would be a good time to check up on a couple of close friends of her's who were currently living in the capital.

Arriving at an local cafe, the UNSC officer sat at one of the tables that were set up outside the establishment and waited for her other two companions to arrive. But as Rebecca sat there and enjoyed her cold beverage, the young officer could not help but to think about the battle she had been apart of just over a week ago. She could remember hearing stories from both her father and "uncles" about the the battles they had been apart of in the past, and they had all given her words of advise on how to deal with the stress that came with it. But even though Rebecca was glad that both she and her crew had survived their first combat mission, the young commander could not help but to feel a pang of guilt.

_'It's called Survivor's Guilt.' _Rebecca could hear her father say. _'It is a feeling one gets when they come close to death and survive, but start question why they did when so many others in the same position did not. Yes you feel terrible, but it is a sign that you care about those around you and you should not be ashamed by the fact that you lived. All you can do now carry on and hope that your future action will honor those who were no longer with us.' _

"Rebecca!" somebody called out from across the street, bringing the commander out of her stupor and catching her attention. When she looked to see just who it had called her name, a small grin formed upon her face.

Standing across the street , was a woman that was in her mid to late twenties with long dark brown hair and was dressed in attire normally worn by those who attended the _Royal Academy of Naboo. (Formally known as the University of Naboo.). _Next to her was a man that was also in his mid to late twenties, with shaggy blond hair but unlike his companion, he was dressed in attire worn by those who were under the Jedi's apprenticeship program.

"Leia! Luke!" Rebecca replied, as she stood up and waved back at her two childhood friends. The Skywalker twins waved back, as they crossed the street and joined the UNSC official to enjoy what would be their first real get together in years.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_[ Unknown Location ] _

In a darkened room located somewhere within Theed, a lone figure sat on a rather hard metal chair. He was dressed in a red jumpsuit with silver and yellow stripes, attire that was normally worn by personnel who worked in one of the few industrial sites on the planet. But instead of being one of these said sites on Naboo, this particular individual had both his arms and feet tied to the very same chair that he was seated on. While his head was covered with a brown sack , which had the desired effect of keeping him "in the dark" about just where he was and who were his captors.

The last thing the engineer remembered was walking out of the monorail station that connected the city center with the New Theed Tether Station. Just finishing another day at the Terran administered facility and was on his way home to rejoin his family, when suddenly a black van pulled up along side of him and a group of hands dragged him inside of it. Now he was the unwilling guest of a unknown person/persons, who's motives were unknown to him. But if his current situation was any indication, then the forty plus year old man had every reason to be concerned about his welfare.

Suddenly the brown sack was roughly removed from his head and a blinding light soon flooded his eyes. "Who are you?! Why are you doing this!?" the unwilling guest yelled, a hint of fear could be heard in his voice. "What am I doing here?"

"You can drop the act." a voice replied calm, almost neutral tone. "We know who you really are and who you work for."

"What are you talking about?" the man questioned, his eyes starting to hurt because of the light's intensity.

"You can cut the whole 'what are you talking about' shit as well, mister Santu." a new voice chimed in, "We have been following you and your group for months now! We know you are on the Empire's pay role."

"Please! You must-" Santu tried to say, but his efforts were rewarded with a fist to his face.

"It is on your best interest that you answer our questions, mister Santu." the first voice replied, rubbing his fist as he did.

"Wha... what are you talking... about?" the now bruised captive said in between gasp, as a touch of blood began to trickle out the corner of his mouth.

"Your still giving us that bull shit?" the second voice questioned, as the blinding light had been shining in Mr. Santu's face suddenly went dark. Allowing the would be engineer to regain his eye sight and when he did, his mood darkened and a scowl soon appeared on his face. For standing in front of him was a man and woman, who wore uniforms that were normally worn by those in the United Nations Space Command Army. Next to them was a small metal desk that had several photos of himself with members of a group that had been known to be sympathetic towards the Empire.

. "We know that you and your group of so called liberators have been passing information to the Imps! Make this easy one yourself and tell us what you know!" the second voice demanded, as he pushed the photos toward their would be guest.

There was a moment of silence before Santu looked up at his captors with a rueful expression and replied"And let me guess... the UNSC will my cooperation in to consideration, comes my trial?" his confused and frightened persona completely gone by this point and was replaced by a venomous, almost spiteful individual.

"And let us guess... you rather die than inform on your fellow terrorist?" the second solder replied, as she got a chair and sat down in front of him.

"Only an occupational force will call us 'Terrorist', especially since we are fighting to liberate our world from Terran rule!" the self proclaimed freedom fighter replied defiantly.

"And of course you believe that your merry band of fighters can liberate your world with the help of the Galactic Empire?"

"They are what the Naboo people need right now! Not some out of date monarchy that allows their people to be subjugated by some outside force that has no business being in our galaxy!"

"Yet here you are wanting an outside power who has subjugated half the galaxy, to lead your planet?" the second army officer questioned the delusional man before him. Santu just looked up at his tormentors with an defiant look on his face and replied, "You call it subjugation, the Emperor Palpatine calls it forced enlightenment. So go ahead and do your worst! Hell you might as well kill me, because I rather die before a sell out to a pair of Terran solders!"

"Did you hear that Miss White? He thinks that we are UNSC solders!" the man in the uniform replied with an amused tone, huge grin forming on his face as he spoke.

"Does he now, Mister Finch?" the woman replied with a grin of her own, as if she had been told a good joke. It was a response that their prisoner found be be confusing, as well as filled him with a slight sense of fear.

"I will be straight forward with you." the one named White said, "Me and my friend here are not with the army and we could spend the entire day trying to beat the information we want out of you. But time is not a luxury we can afford in our profession."

"So what do you plan to do? Beat the information out of me?" Santu questioned, his defiant tone slowly starting to fall apart.

"Not quite. But you did let it be known that you did not intend to cooperate with us..." Finch trailed off as bent down and picked up a small, circular device. Santu was perplexed by what the "solder" held in his hands. But before he could react, White tackled the helpless prisoner to the ground and pinned him to the floor.

No sooner had she done so, Finch moved in and helped his companion to subdue their surprised and struggling guest to the floor. Santu was screaming at the top of his lungs at this point, cursing his captor and demanding to know just what were their plans for him. So frantic he had become that Santu did not realize that Finch's device was now currently being held over his head, nor did he notice that several thin metallic "tentacles" had emerged from the device and begun to descend towards his face.

Suddenly,Santu could feel several sharp objects start to forcibly push their way into is facial cavities. His bare flesh burning at the painful sensations which were caused by these metallic intruders entering through his nose, ears, and even his eye sockets. Yet through the pain, Santu could feel them pushing deeper and deeper into his head as if they were searching for something. But what he did not know, as his mind could only focus on the pain he was feeling at that very moment.

But soon that feeling of pain was soon replaced with a sensation that could not even be put into words. It were as if these tentacles had not only entered his brain, but had also begun shock it with numerous burst of electricity. By this point though, Santu had stopped thrashing about and had become practically motionless. His eyes wide open and his pupils completely dilated, as the same metallic object hovered by itself over his head and continued to literally probe his brain.

All the while both White and Finch just looked on with neutral expressions on their faces, as they loosened their grip and allowed the device to do its job. Suddenly the top of the disk like device began to glow a bright green color, before all of its extended tentacles pulled out of Santu's face and proceeded to hover its way back towards Mr. Finch and Miss White. No sooner had the device return to its owners, Santu suddenly began to scream at the very top of his lungs. As he felt as if his entire body was on fire and his brain had exploded.

"Like we said before, you were the one who said that you would rather die than sell out your fellow anarchist." Miss White said, as she got up from the floor and continued to look at him with a neutral expression. "The side effects of our probe should ware off in a couple hours. I think by then you should be more willing to talk to us in the future, don't you think, Mister Santu?"

Santu for his part, did not even respond to the presence of his two tormentors. As the only thing that his mind could register at that very moment, was the sensation that his entire body was literally being ripped on a molecular level. Nor did he even register the fact that both of them had left him on the ground and had exited the room, with him still screaming behind them.

"I still can't believe that there still are people on Naboo who believe that the Empire is the answer to their troubles." Mr. Finch commented, as he went over the data that his probe had retrieved.

"Well that goes to show you just how good the Empire is at manipulating individuals." Miss White replied, "If not playing on their fears and capitalizing on them. In this case Imperial agents were able to not only infiltrate one of these anarchist groups, but get them to their dirty work for them."

"Well I am afraid that mister Santu had been very busy indeed." answered back, as he continued to read the information in front of him. "From what I can see, Santu had already given the Imps a lot of information about the space elevator."

"Then I guess it is official then." said White, as the two of them entered the elevator at the end of the hall. "Coupled with the information that we have gathered from the others, it looks like Naboo is now in the Empire's sights."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Theed ) _

If one were to be walking along one particular street in Theed's restaurant district, they would have been treated to a most interesting sight of three individuals laughing it up in one of the many cafes that dotted the area. All three of them just chatting and catching up on what each other had missed in the last few years.

Luke and Leia had been two of her closet friends, when the trio were growing up back on Worth and Rebecca was glad to hear that her friend were doing so wel in their lives. Leia had been admitted into the Royal Academy of Naboo with a full scholarship and she was currently working on getting her doctorate in political sciences. A fact that had made her mother very proud. Luke on the other hand had decided to join the Jedi order much like his father and was currently under the tutelage of his father's former master/friend. Who currently resided on Naboo with his wife and were responsible for training a number of youths in the way of the Jedi order.

The twins on the other hand were surprised when they found out that Rebecca was not only in command of her own vessel, but was also apart of the task force that had engaged and defeated an Imperial task force.

"That must have been something else, Becca." Luke commented, as he took another sip of his Jawa juice.

"Oh... it was." Rebecca replied, as she took another bite out of her fruit salad. "I tell you one thing, o have a new found respect for the people who designed my vessel."

"I bet. Just be careful up there. If we lost you then I would be stuck with my brother for the rest of my life!" Leia said with a teasing tone, as she saw her "little" brother start to fluster up.

"Oh come on! I'm not that bad to be around." Luke protested, causing the other two women with him to giggle a bit. Yep... it was just like old times. Rebecca was about to speak up again when her communicator began to vibrate, alerting that some one was trying to contact her .

Taking out the small devise and placing it next to her ear, Rebecca answered the device. Suddenly a small scowl appeared on the young woman's face, as she got up from her seat and said "Yes sir!" before she place her communicator away.

"Is something wrong, Becca?" Leia asked her friend, as she saw the odd expression form on her face.

"I'm sorry, but I have to report to my vessel at once." the UNSC officer replied, " Something ha come up."

Leia was about to question her friend again when suddenly, Luke's communicator went off as well and upon answering, his expression darkened as well. "Let me guess, you have to head back to the monastery as well?" the older sibling asked her brother.

"I'm afraid so sis." Luke replied, as he too got up from his seat. "I guess that we will have to do this another time."

"Indeed. Until then." Rebecca replied, moved away from from the table and made her way out of the the cafe. Leaving her two friends behind as she thought 'No rest for the wicked I suppose.'

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Well what you think? Anyway I want to point out that MeleeSmasher has finally updated his story and trust me, it is the best chapter yet. Also, if you are new to this story then I strongly suggest that you read "HALO: The Terran Republic Affair" first, so that you have an understanding of what is going on. _


	12. Operation Imperial Will pt 1

_**A/N: **__Here it is, the chapter all of you have been waiting on. _

_I want to thank everyone who gave me their ship name ideas and I promise that I will try to use all of them when I need them. A few of them are in this chapter so look out for them. _

_Now I must stress again that this story is taking place in twenty plus years in the future where the time line has been drastically changed because of the UNSC involvement in the Andromeda galaxy. So do not be surprised that there are some major changes. _

_Also for those that are new, please read "HALO: Terran Republic Affair" or you will be lost._

_Now that is done, on to the story. (Warning: some graphic language.)_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Imperial Will: First Dawn. ]**_

If there was one thing that could have been said about _Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nuruodo (Thrawn), _was that he was a bit of an anomaly within the fabric that was the Galactic Empire. One would only have to look at him to realize why it could be said and that he was not just another imperial officer within the fleet. For one thing, the Grand admiral was not a human, but a Chiss.

Originally from the _Chiss Ascendancy_, a faction that resided deep within the unknown sectors of the galaxy, Thrawn had originally been an officer within Chiss Expansionary Defense Force for many years, where he had made a name for himself of being a brilliant officer and tactician. However, the Chiss commander's tactics and somewhat aggressive posture usually got him into trouble with the military hierarchy of his planet, who openly disapproved of the commander's ways. But it did not stop him from continuing his campaign of preemptive strikes against the Chiss' enemies.

Unfortunately what ever luck the Chiss had up to that point had finally run out and after a strike against an installation which was manufacturing weapons, Thrawn was given the traditional Chiss punishment of exile on an uninhabitable jungle world. Far in the outer fringes of Chiss controlled space and far away from the Chiss Ascendancy. But Thrawn's exile would last for long, for just one year, the former defense force officer was discovered by an Imperial officer who was in pursuit of some smugglers and ended up following them to Thrawn's world.

It was during the Imperial pursuit of the smuggler's vessel on the surface of the planet, that Thrawn showed his resourcefulness and cunning demeanor. As he not only managed to launch numerous attacks on the imperial forces on the surface, but was also able to sneak on board their vessel after they were ordered to retreat. But no sooner had he arrived on board the star ship, the Chiss was captured when he attempted to sneak out of the hanger bay and was subsequently questioned by his captors.

But rather than being imprisoned of even executed for the deaths he had caused, Thrawn was offered and accepted a position within the Imperial fleet. Much to the surprise of everyone, considering the xenophobic policies within the empire. It was during this time that he began to create a name for himself as being a brilliant military tactician and after climbing up the ranks of the Imperial fleet, the former Chiss commander was promoted to the highest rank one could achieve while within the military.

Now in command of his own fleet of war ships, _Grand Admiral Thrawn _could continue his exploration of the unknown regions of the galaxy, as well as continue with his campaign of preemptive strikes against the enemies of the empire and be extension, his people. For the Chiss admiral knew all to well that there were threats within these regions that could easily wipe out the entire galaxy in one strike. In his eyes, the only power would be able to drive back this coming darkness, was the very same Empire that had subjugated thousands of worlds and murdered countless millions.

But even though he the Chiss served the empire loyally had lead many campaigns against it's enemies without question, he could not help but to second guess the emperor's decision to declare war against a group that had to that point, showed no interest in attacking the Empire.

To say the these "Terrans" both perplexed and fascinated the admiral, would have been the correct assumption to make. Thrawn had heard stories about this group of humans that came from beyond the galaxy and to tell you the truth, he was very much intrigued by their history and most notably, their Uniten Nations Space Command. This was a group that many had once regarded as harmless and primitive, yet they were able to force the then mighty Republic to the peace table, just days after they had managed to destroy a number of important installations in lighting strikes.

Before that, the Terrans had been involved in a number of incidents around the galaxy, most notably of which was their involvement in the liberation of Naboo. Where they had engaged the Trade Federation fleet in orbit and either destroyed or captured all their vessels with relative ease. But if there was one thing about these Terans that really peaked the Chiss' interest, was in fact the design of their war ships.

From the pictures he had been able to obtain during his brief stop on Imperial Center, these Terran designed and built vessels looked as if they were only optimized for one thing alone... War. They were big, blulky and down right hideous, just as what a warship should be. They were never meant to be placed on parade or look good when their leaders wanted to show them off, they were only meant to bring the fight to their enemies and bring their crews back home in one piece. Something that could not be said for the vessels that served the Imperial navy, many of which still shared the designs used by the long defunct Republic navy.

Now it was his job to lead a very large fleet of these very same vessels against a foe who was able to defeat a similar force just days ago, as well as capture a planet that the Terrans had helped liberate and protect over thirty years ago. An enemy that he had little information about and up to that point, had no interest in starting a war with, when there are bigger threats that the Empire needed to focus on. This war and these Terrans were nothing more than a waste of time and valuable resources.

"Admiral, your presence is need on the bridge." the familiar voice of the Chimaera's commanding officer said over the intercom, bringing the Chiss out of his deep meditative state. "Long range sensors are picking up transmissions from the Naboo star system. I think you may find them interesting."

"Thank you, Pellaeon. I shall be there shortly." Thrawn said reply, before he got up from his chair and proceeded to exit his private study.

Within a few minutes, the Chiss Grand Admiral made his way onto the Chimaera's bridge where he was saluted by every officer and crew member he pasted. A gesture that was quickly returned by the admiral, as he made his way towards one of the sensor stations there. "What have you been able to pick up, Captain?" Thrawn asked Pellaeon, as he returned the captain's salute.

"Sir, as you know we have been monitoring communications in and around the Naboo system." Pellaeon began to explain, "And it looks like the Terrans have beefed up their fleet in orbit."

"Are you certain?" the admiral replied, a hint of surprise could be heard in his voice.

"I am afraid so." Pellaeon replied, "When we left port intelligence told us that there were only ninety Terran warships in orbit around the planet. But from what we have been able to gather, it looks like the UNSC have deployed another one hundred and fifteen vessels to reenforce their current squadron."

"It is possible that these vessels were apart of the very same force that destroyed the Galaxy Gun." Thrawn commented, as he could remember the briefing he got while on Imperial Center. "Naboo would be the logical choice for their fleet commander to head directly here to resupply his fleet."

"But it still would not be enough to repel this fleet." the Chimaera's captain commented. "Simulations have shown that we have an eighty-seven point two three percent chance of victory against the Terrans."

"You should know by now Pellaeon, that I don't too much care about what the simulations predict." Thrawn said in a low voice. "Besides, those programs are set with the idea that we would be facing off with an conventional enemy that would be inferior to us. These Terrans are far from conventional fighters."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Orbital Defense Platform N-011. "Giant Killer") _

"How long do we have until the Imperials arrive in the system?" _General Panaka _of the _Royal Naboo Defense Force _asked, as he and other high ranking members of both the _RNDF _and the UNSC met on board one of the many orbital defense platforms that protected Naboo. It was just hours ago that the assembled group were asked to meet on the joint Terran/Naboo operated space station, as new information concerning the recent arrest of a number of "anarchist" and known Imperial sympathizers, had lead to the discovery of a possible Imperial attack in the near future.

Unfortunately they soon found out that their fears were well founded, as contact was lost with a number of automated satellites which were apart of Naboo's early warning system. A clear indication that the Empire was on the move and were en route towards the UNSC protected planet.

"At there current rate of speed, the Imperial Fleet will reach the edge of the star system within six hours." Commodore Lisa Donahue, commander of the UNSC's Naboo Task Force replied. "From what scans we have been able to do, we are detecting over eight hundred vessel. Including one hundred and twenty troop transports and barges."

"Then it looks like the information we got was correct then." Colonel Robert Gifford of the UNSC army replied, "The Empire wants to take Naboo and keep it."

"This is very grave indeed." Panaka said with a scowl, "I have been in contact with her majesty and she is not sure if to issue an a planet wide evacuation."

"I we had more time, then it would have been it would have been advisable." Colonel Rex Van Di of the _Royal Regiment (Naboo Army), _commented, "If one were to be issued now, we would have a mad rush at the space ports. There could be casualties in that alone."

"But at least we would not have to worry about civilians being caught in the cross fire if the Imperials managed to land their forces planet side." Colonel Ryo Mazaki of the UNSC Marine corp added. "But I advise that if an evac order is given, then it should be focused on getting people out of the major population centers, only if they are threatened."

"I have been contacted by the defense council on Worth and they have said that they would be diverting the _Diamondback,_ _Black Bird _and _Olympus _battle groups from Worth to Naboo." Commodore Lustral commented from his seat. "But they will not arrive for another thirty-six hours."

"What about those carriers that you said was heading back towards Worth?" Panaka questioned Lustral.

"The Makin Island and her task force are carrying survivors from the battle with the Galaxy Gun." the commodore explained, "Currently she has over three hundred Imperial POWs on board as well as UNSC personnel that were injured during the battle itself."

"So basically we will have to hold out on our own until reinforcements arrive?" the Naboo general asked, knowing very well that the forces they currently had may not have been enough to hold off the Imperial onslaught. "Have the Jedi been informed about this situation?"

"Master Skywalker has been informed and will be accompanying a group of Jedi on board the _Black Bird, _itself." Lustral replied. "I am told that there is some what of a Jedi monastery located near the capital. Have you contacted them yet?"

"I have an they too are fully aware of the situation." Panaka replied. "But Master Kenobi and her husband have said that have been in contact with the Jedi council on Worth and they have been ordered to get their students to safety until they can be evacuated off the planet."

"Then I suggest that we get to our respective stations of battle and have those under command do the same." the Terran admiral declared firmly.

"Agreed." Panaka replied, before he added "Ladies and Gentlemen, I can not stress just how important our defense of Naboo is to not only myself, but to every single person that calls this place home. After the Trade Federation's occupation, I vowed to never allow my people to suffer like that again. Now it looks like the Empire wants to force itself upon and it seems that they do not intend to fail. But lets make sure that they do!"

A collective and determined "Yes Sir!" came from the assembled group, as they all knew just what awaited the population of Naboo if they were to fail and the Empire claimed the planet. One thing was certain though, the Empire was in for what would be called hell of a fight, not if the RNDF and the UNSC could help it anyway.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( ISD Chimaera, six hours later. )_

The bridge of the Imperial Star Destroyer was a buzz with activity as the ship, as well as every other vessel in the fleet, came out of hyper space and made a direct course towards their target. Sitting in his chair on the bridge, Grand Admiral Thrawn was once again lost in deep thought about the battle that was to come.

Here he was leading an invasion force for the Galactic Empire, against an enemy that he knew little about but yet had some form of respect for. They had an habit of thinking outside the box during battle and adapting when the situation called for it and now here he was on a mission to capture a planet that they were protecting. Just what was Palpatine's logic for attack these Terrans, the Chiss did not know. What he did know was that he had a job to do and like it or not, it had to be done.

"Sir, sensors are picking up a large formation of vessels breaking away from orbit and plotting an intercept course." Pellaeon announce, as an holographic image showing both the location of Naboo and the enemy fleet movements, appeared in front of the admiral. "It looks like they are coming to meet us."

"It appears to be so." the Chiss commented, as he got up from his seat and walked towards the projection. "Have they made any attempt to hail us?"

"Negative sir." the captain replied. "All they are doing is holding course."

"They are waiting for us to come into firing range of their weapons." the Chiss muttered.

"Possibly, though scans also show that the enemy fleet is emitting low energy readings."

"Possibly masking them until they are ready to strike." Thrawn replied. "Hail the lead ship! I want to she the face of my opponent." Taking a few moment to get a connection, one of the communication officers soon confirmed that they were in contact with the enemy flagship and that its commanding officer wanted to speak with him directly.

The Chiss agreed to this and within a few seconds, the holographic image of a woman dressed in a somewhat ornate uniform and sitting in a chair almost similar to his own, suddenly appeared in front of them. Thrawn was a bit surprised that his adversary was a Terran female, but he did not allow this fact to show itself as he spoke up and said "I am Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nurudo of the Imperial navy! By order of the Emperor, I am to retake the planet of Naboo and..."

"Listen here you blue prick!" the commodore snapped at the admiral, cutting him off mid speech and surprising him even more. "Your Empire have some nerve attacking us with no provocation and demanding that we leave galaxy that you so arrogantly laid claim to! You have no right to tell us what to do, nor do you have the right to lay claim over this world or any other! If you value your life as well as the lived of those who serve under your command, than I strongly advise that you leave this system at once and tell your so called enlightened leader to fuck off!"

To say that Thrawn was taken aback by the way this woman had talked to him, would have been correct. Never once had a female of any species had talked to him in such a venomous manner, let alone issuing demands and insulting the emperor to boot. But some how the Chiss was able to keep his composure and replied, "I really don't think that you are in position to issue demands or threats. If you have not noticed, my fleet outnumbers yours four to one."

"And you think I give a shit about that?" Commodore asked with an amused tone in her voice, as if she was mocking the Chiss. "I say again, leave this system at once or be destroyed!"

"I am sorry, but I am afraid that you have signed your own death warrant with that outburst of yours." Thrawn replied coolly. "My fleet will continue towards our objective."

"Then I am not responsible for what happens next." the Terran female replied with a clam yet dangerous tone, before her image disappeared in front of them.

"That went well." Pellaeon commented, as he could note the odd expression on his commander's face.

"How long will it be before we are in firing range of the Terran fleet?" Thrawn asked, hiding the fact that the recent exchange with the Terran commander had manage to get to him.

Taking a moment Pellaeon finally replied, "We are currently five hundred and sixty-five thousand kilometers from the enemy vessels. We shall be in firing range within a matter of..."

"SIR! Energy readings from the Terran vessels just spiked!" and officer exclaimed from his station. "They are getting ready to FIRE!"

"At this range?" the Imperial captain gasped in shock, caught off guard be the sudden change in events. "Impossible!"

"Enemy ships FIRING!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Yea... I know... I am evil for ending the chapter like that Mwaa haa haa... Either way, there is more to come so stay tuned and please leave a review. _

_Again... Mhwaa... haa... haa... _


	13. Operation Imperial Will pt 2

_**A/N: **__And here is the second installment to the 'Operation Imperial Will' arc of my story and admit it, you have been wait for it for the last few days. Yea I know the cliffhanger was a bit of a dick move, but I thought it was funny as hell when I saw some of your reactions. At least I was willing to admit I was evil enough to do it! Anyway I hope you guys enjoy this none the less. _

_To __**"Thrawn92": **__All shall be revealed in time. _

_To __**"TheConstellation":**__Yea I Know, but you have to admit it was a really sneaky way to keep the readers in suspense :) _

_To __**"nano101": **__No, I am a Fan Fiction author who has some sense of humor. While you are just an individual who is sadly still prone to hissy fits and have no imagination what so ever. Maybe that is why you can't write. _

_And to __**"Microsoft" **__You guys royally F***ED up with the XBOX One. Thanks for quite possibly ruining HALO 5&6 for me._

_Now that my little rant is over with, on to what you guys want:_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Imperial Will: When it Rains... ]**_

_( U.N.S.C. Super Carrier: Barbarossa. Andromeda 4__th__ Fleet )_

"Well I bet that got the admiral's attention." Commodore Lisa Donahue commented, as she sat back in her chair after her brief, all be it hostile exchange of words with the individual calling himself Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nurudo. It was just an hour ago that the long range sensors of the UNSC fleet picked up the Imperial invasion force approaching the Naboo star system, but even though the assembled fleet under her command were severely out numbered, Commodore Donahue could not help but to feel a bit giddy about the battle that was to come.

Born and raised on the colony of Harvest, Lisa Ann Donahue was the third daughter of one of the first families to re-settle the l agricultural colony once re Terra forming activities were completed. Joining the UNSC at the age of twenty two, Lisa attended the New Harmony Military Academy where upon completion, graduated at the top of her class and was posted on board an destroyer as the vessel's executive officer. From there she quickly climbed the ranks within the United Nations Space Command navy and developed a reputation for herself as an aggressive naval officer, culminating with her promotion to the rank of commodore and her current assignment to the _Andromeda 4__th__ fleet _over Naboo.

A position that many within the UNSC thought of as an rather quiet and uneventful posting, but of course that was no longer the case with a war now going on. Now it would be up to the Harvest native to prevent one of the Terran Union's closest allies from falling into the hands of the Galactic Empire and Donahue would be damned is she would let this peace loving world fall into the hands of a cold blooded, xenophobic mad man. "Freddy, how long until the Imperials are in MAC range?" the commodore asked out loud.

Suddenly the image of a man in his late thirties and dressed in attire that were normally worn by kings in twelfth century Europe, appeared on a near by table and replied, "At their current speed, the enemy fleet shall be in range within thirty seconds."

"Relay message to all ships." the commodore began , "Select targets and await my signal to fire. Let us see if we can't give the Imperial a bit of a surprise." The artificial intelligence did as he was told, the commodore's message was sent to every single vessel in the formation and soon every single destroyer, Battle Cruiser, and even super carrier had locked on an individual target. Just waiting for the word to come down for them to fire their weapons in anger and lay waste to the Empire's mighty fleet.

"Freddy, give me a count down." Lisa ordered, as she watched the holographic display in front of her. Showing both the location of the invasion force, as well as her fleet. All her years spent in the New Harmony Academy, her decades of experience as an officer on board numerous vessels, were now about to be put to the ultimate test. She just hoped that her little exchange with the enemy commander were enough to shake him up.

"Enemy fleet coming into rage in five... four..."

"Well this is it..."

"three... two..."

"No turning back..."

"One..."

"FIRE!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( ISD Chimaera )_

"Enemy ships FIRING!" the frantic voice of one of the Star Destroyer's bridge crew called out, as he monitored the sudden surge of energy emanating from distant Terran fleet. Catching everyone in ear shot by surprise. No more so than the Grand Admiral himself, who was for the very first time in his life, at a complete loss for words. He had been told that the UNSC still used primitive, yet extremely powerful and effective coil guns as their main armament on their vessels and they have been known to have an effective range of up to two hundred-thousand kilometers.

But here they were at almost twice that distance and yet the Terrans were already firing the first salvos of the battle. Apparently the Terrans had also been busily perfecting their craft in the art of war. "Sheilds up!" the admiral ordered, "Evasive maneuvers now!" But they came too late nor sooner had begun to bark orders, the first salvo of the battle made contact with the Imperial fleet. With disastrous and predictable results.

The unprotected hulls of the Imperial fleet did not stand a chance as numerous seven hundred and twelve hundred ton Tungsten rounds, some of which traveling at almost thirteen percent of the speed of light, found their targets and effortlessly ripped their hulls. Some rounds even managed to go completely through one vessel, only to continue going and impact another ship.

From his vantage point on the bridge, the Chiss Grand Admiral could only look on in both awe and horror, at what was being done to his fleet. One star destroyer had its port side completely ripped out by one of these slugs, while another vessel had its command super structure completely ripped off and was currently still moving forward due to its still engines still running. Thrawn then noticed a bright flash of light from the corner of his eye and upon investigation, he saw what was left of one of the escort carriers in his fleet tumbling out of control. Flames belching out of its hull, as the doomed vessel floated off into space.

"What is the status of the fleet?" Thrawn asked one of the officers on the bridge, some how managing to keep his cool despite the fact that his fleet had just been ripped apart.

"Sir..." the young officer began, "Sixty... sixty-seven vessels have been destroyed and another one hundred and thirty are reporting serious damage done to them."

To say that the Chiss Imperial office was in a state of shock at that point, would have been correct. In less than five minutes, almost a third of his fleet had been taken out with relative ease and his fleet was still three minutes way from being able to effectively return fire. "Have the surviving vessels raise their shields and spread out..."

"Enemy fleet firing again!" the same officer from before cried out, catching Thrawn off guard and causing him to once again bare witness to the destructive power of the Terran's projectile based weaponry. Luckily the remaining vessels were able to get their shielding up and spread out a bit before the next salvo came in, but some of the larger vessels were unable to get out of the path of the on coming Tungsten rounds in time and soon fell victim to these six hundred plus ton projectiles.

Even though the Imperial designed shielding were able to provide some form of protection for the vessels, they were still no match for the Tungsten rounds that impacted them at an extraordinary high rate of speed. A fact that caused many shield generators to over load and explode violently, as well as leaving them exposed to the Terran onslaught. This time though only thirty-four vessels were destroyed outright with another twenty six vessels severely crippled, effectively knocking them out of the battle.

The battle had now been going on for just under ten minutes and so far Thrawn's invasion force had lost almost two hundred vessels and they had yet to fire a single shot. Worst of all, they were still too far out to effectively return fire. But despite the chaos that was taking place around him, Thrawn was able to regain his composure and began to draw up a new plan of attack.

At the rate they were currently going , the invasion force would be completely destroyed before they were even close enough to deploy their ground forces. If he were to have any chance of success, then the Chiss had to find a way to focus the Terran fleet away from the planet and give the actual ground force, some space to conduct their landing operations. But just how would he be able to do that? This was not just some back water military force, like the ones he had previously encountered in the unknown regions. Sure they had a fewer ships, but the Terrans were well organized and were equipped with powerful weapons that were able to lash out at them from long distances.

The only reason why the Terrans were able to exact such heavy losses to his fleet, was because he had basically given them one big target to hit. But if he were to split his forces into two or three smaller groups, then it would be more difficult for the Terrans to focus their fire power effectively.

"Pellaeon, get me the commander of the_ Wrath_." the Grand Admiral ordered, referring to the lead ship of the actual landing force.

"What do you have in mind?" the human captain asked curiously, a puzzled expression forming upon his face.

" A change of plans." the Chiss replied, "The Terrans were able to deal us such a devastating blow because of a mistake on my part. Now it is out turn to return the favor and turn this battle around."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. Barbarossa. )_

"Confirmed! Multiple targets have been destroyed, and I am counting a hundred more targets currently withdrawing from the field." Freddy reported, as the holographic display showed both the Imperial and UNSC fleets, as well as the location of the vessels that had either been destroyed or seriously crippled by the MAC assault.

"Very good." Commodore Donahue replied with a slight grin forming on her face, as she watched the display in front of her. "I would have loved to see the look on that blue bastard's face when he found out we could hit him from this distance."

"Commander," the holographic royal began to say, "The enemy fleet is still on a intercept course and our MACs will not be ready to fire for another ten minutes."

"By then we would be well in their weapons range." the commodore said, as she saw the high lighted icons move closer to the ones that represented her fleet.

"Ma'am," one of the bridge crew called out from her station. "Sensors are picking up multiple contacts inbound, originating from the Imperial fleet."

"Confirmed." Freddy added, "Scan show that they are small, manned craft. The Imperials have deployed fighters"

"Ma'am," another crewman called out from his station, " A portion of the enemy fleet have broken away from the main force. I am counting two hundred transports being escorted by ninety other vessels."

"Possibly their landing force." Freddy added. "Their course is taking them out of range of our weapons and towards the planet."

"So that is his game." Donahue commented, "Even with those ninety vessels gone, that fleet still outnumbers us. Keeping us busy while that force attacks Naboo, very cleaver indeed. I think I shall let Commodore Lustral and his force deal with those transports, while we focus on this fleet and make sure that they don't link up with that landing force."

"Are you sure that is a wise course of action, commodore?" The artificial intelligence asked curiously. "The transports are heavily armed and are backed up by a force that is much larger than his own."

"True, but there is one thing you have forgotten that Lustral's force has one big advantage over the Imperials."

"What is it?"

"They have Super MACs."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Orbital Defense Platform N-011. "Giant Killer" )_

"Commodore, a group of enemy vessels have managed to slip by Commodore Donahue's fleet and shall be in firing range in six minutes." an young Naboo officer announced, as he stood in front a small pedestal and monitored advancing imperial fleet.

The Commodore in question, was standing in front of a rather large window was looking out into space. Normally the UNSC flag officer would be on the bridge of his vessel, but today this was not the case, as the commodore was currently within the command and control center of one of the fifteen orbital defense platforms that orbited the Terran protected planet.

It would be his job to coordinate the fire from all fifteen platforms to prevent the Empire from successfully deploying their forces on the planet's surface. As well as provide fire support for Donahue's fleet, if they came close enough to be effective. The dual _"Super MACs" _that were installed on each platform were designed with pure brute force in mind, with the ability to accelerate a three thousand ton slug to four point two five percent the speed of light. Yet still, they were fairly accurate when compared to those that were in use during the Covenant War and in some ways, far more superior.

"Looks like as if our Imperial friends are trying to capitalize on their strength in numbers. Though I doubt that it would help them after we come into play. Alert the other platforms to the situation, have them move into position and wait for my command to fire." Lustral said, as he turned away from the window and made his way into the center of the command center.

No sooner had he did this, the entire room went dark as a massive holographic display that showed both the Naboo ODPs and the Imperial forces, suddenly enveloped the entire command center. While two large blast doors began to move over the window, effectively sealing off the command center.

Soon, all of Naboo's defense platforms began to move into position and prepared to engage the approaching enemy force. The numerous thrusters that were located on these massive battle platforms doing as they were designed too and propelling these stations to their optimal firing positions, so as to to deal the most amount of damage once fired.

But just before the transports came into range, the vessels that were escorting them began to deploy fighter craft of their own, who began to plot an intercept course towards each of the ODPs. Leading the would be assault was the Empire's latest generation space superiority fighter, the _TIE/IN Interceptor. _An craft that many in the galaxy thought of as being the fastest vessel of its type, in the known galaxy. Following them in a tight formation, were squadrons of _TIE/sa "Bombers" _, which were much larger than the Interceptors, but were just as dangerous in their own right.

Chances were that the Imperial commanders wanted their combination of fighters and bombers to soften up the platforms first, before the invasion force would start their landings and chances were, this was what could have been happening. If not, then it could have easily been seen as a ploy to have UNSC and RNDF fighters come out to engage them, with the resulting dogfight shielding the troop transports from the guns of the Platforms. Either way it was a brilliant move by the Empire and Commodore Lustral had to admit that much.

But as the fighters and bombers began to close the gap between themselves and the ODPs, two things happened. First of all, commodore Lustral did not order the deployment of any of the platforms compliment of star fighters to engage the incoming force. Unfortunately for the Imperials, the second thing to happen was that their small force had unknowingly entered the range of each platform's MACs.

Suddenly, all fifteen orbital defense platforms opened up on the imperial fleet. Sending thirty _3000 ton _tungsten slugs towards the helpless enemy ships at almost five percent the speed of light and dealing hundreds of imperial pilots a quick and painless death. As they effortlessly cut through the enemy fighters and struck the enemy transports as they tried I vain to get out of the of fire.

All thirty rounds struck their assigned targets with predictable results and even though their shields were up, the imperial ships did not fair any better than their fellow vessels did earlier during the battle. The tungsten rounds made little work of their shielding and viciously ripped through their now unprotected hulls with little to no effort and exiting them with a force so powerful, it actually caused some ships to violently split in half and continued on to impact any other vessel that just happened to be in their fight path. Dealing them the same amount of damage as before.

Not counting the lost fighters, eighty vessels had been completely destroyed with another sixty seriously damaged and rendered completely useless. Of which the majority were they very same ships that were carrying a combined number of half a million storm troopers. Effectively wiping out the entire landing force. But the carnage was not over just yet, for no sooner had the ODPs had opened fire, dozens upon dozens of Eagle-class LCVs suddenly de cloaked on either side of the surviving fleet and began to engage them with _Type-6 "Long Lance" _missiles. Which accelerated to twenty five percent the the speed of light before they impacted their target.

In short it had been a complete massacre, the perfect ambush. Out of a force of almost three hundred vessels not a single transport ship or barge had survived, their twisted and broken hulls slowly beginning to drift as the bodies of those that had been on board, spewed out into the vacuum of space. But the battle was still far from over, as there were still thirty Star Destroyers and hundreds of fighters for the LCVs and the orbital defense platforms to deal with. Especially since the Imperial vessels were now in a position to open fire and that the platforms still needed some time to recharge for another shot.

But as the battle over the planet began to heat up, neither sides noticed that four TIE Bombers had broken away from the main battle and had set course for the surface of Naboo. Their target, a small yet heavily guarded facility that was located just outside the Naboo capital city.

It was not time for _The_ _Emperor's Hand _to come into play and deal both the Terran Union and the Jedi Order a heavy blow.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Ah ha! Bet you guys did not see that coming not did you? The Emperor's Hand is now involved in the second Battle of Naboo, but just what is their target? _

_I guess you will have to read the next chapter to find out. As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. I don't mind negative reviews, but unless you tell me what you don't like, then I don't know what the problem is so I can fix it. Okay? _


	14. Operation Imperial Will pt 3

_**A/N: **__And here is Part 3 in the "Operation Imperial Will" arc of the story and I can honestly say that it was not easy to write. I just hope it is enough to keep you entertained. _

_Now... I must point out that I find it very funny that some of you say that "The UNSC is TOO overpowered", while others say that the "UNSC should be more powerful at this point in there history" _

_To the __**"Too Overpowered" **__camp: The UNSC does access to Forerunner technology and had almost a hundred years to develop it to their liking. Besides, when you face off with a coalition of alien species hell bent on humanity's extinction, as well as a weapon that could out all life, anything else cant really come close now can it? _

_To the __**"Not Powerful Enough" **__camp: Okay really if I had the UNSC as powerful as you say they should be then this story should just march strait to Imperial Center and nuke it. The it would not be much of a story now would it? Or even interesting?_

_Either way this is MY story and I will try to keep it on cannon as much as I can. Even if it really does make the UNSC powerful and I will quote the great thinkers of D-Generation X when I say "If you are not down with that, I'VE GOT TWO WORDS FOR YA!" _

_You can guess the rest, but enough of my rant. On to the third arc: _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Imperial Will: Danger Close ]**_

"S... Sir... the... the entire landing force has been completely destroyed." a now shocked Pellaeon gasped out, as she stood near one of the stations on the bridge attempting to monitor the progress of the Imperial landing force.

The hope was that with the fleet split in two, then the Terrans would have no choice but to split up their forces as well to deal with both the Imperial fleet, as well as the landing force that would have been in position to conduct landing operations. Unfortunately for the Grand Admiral his plan was quickly and literally shot too pieces, as the invasion force soon fell victim to the numerous defense platforms that surrounded the planet. Over two hundred vessels had either been literally been ripped apart and had been completely destroyed, or severely damaged to a point where they might have well been listed as lost in action..

Half a million Storm Troopers, many of which were seasoned veterans of numerous campaigns during the Empire's expansion into the unknown regions of space, were now dead. While billions in Imperial equipment and vehicles were now nothing more that scrap metal drifting aimlessly through the vacuum of space. These were losses that could not have been easily replace, as well as a grim reminder that these Terrans and there UNSC were a force not to be taken lightly. It was a mistake that the Grand Admiral himself had just made and was now regretting it.

But even though the Imperials had taken heavy losses, their were still a lot more of them, than there were Terrans. They still out numbered the UNSC force by over two to one and even though the main landing force was gone, there were still enough troopers on each vessel to make an small army. It was at that point that a plan began to form in the Chiss' head. But more importantly, the Terran fleet was now in range of his fleet's weapons. Maybe there was still a way for him to turn this disaster into a potential victory.

"What is the current status of the fleet and the Naboo assault force?" Thrawn asked the captain in a neutral, all be it calm tone. As if the news that the entire landing force being wiped out had little to no effect on him. Pellaeon paused for a moment to regain his composure before he replied., "There are only thirty vessels left over Naboo and their fighter wings are still on course to engage enemy platforms."

"Contact the ship commanders." the Chiss ordered. "Have our vessels coordinate their fire with the fighters and engage the Terran fleet. Have the task force over Naboo do the same, but inform the captains that I want boarding parties assembled and ready to be deployed."

"Boarding parties, sir?"

"Yes." the Chiss replied, "I want them to capture those platforms."

"Capture them, sir?" Pellaeon replied, surprised and both puzzled by the Grand Admiral's statement.

"If we can gain control of those stations, then we will have gained the use of those coil guns." Thrawn began to explain, "Hence, giving us a powerful weapon to use against the Terrans."

There was a bit of a pause, as the human commander took a moment to think about what his superior had said to him. "Understood sir." the captain replied, before he went off to carry out Thrawn's orders.

Moments later the remaining Imperial fleet moved into firing positions and began to select their targets, while a massive fire fight raged on between Imperial TIE fighters and UNSC _SCF-44C space superiority _interceptors. But even though the Terran fighters were out numbered almost ten to one by the TIE fighters force, their combination of speed, armor and fire power manged to level the field against their Imperial counter parts.

Suddenly the space in between the two fleets erupted into a massive show of light and color, as the Imperial fleet finally came into firing range and opened up on the UNSC vessels. With two or more Star Destroyers coordinating their fire on a single Terran vessel. To the UNSC's credit, their Forerunner designed shielding systems were able to withstand the Imperial onslaught and absorb most of the punishment., but there was just only so much punishment that systems could take and not every vessel there was equipped with the Forerunner inspired technology. The older vessels in the fleet that were still using Covenant inspired shield generators, were not as fortunate and even though they were able to provide some protection, they eventually began to fail. Leaving a number of vessels to fall victim to the Imperial onslaught.

Several destroyers were forced to break formation when their shields failed, their now unprotected hulls exposed to the numerous turbo blaster impacts they had sustained. While several more were literally ripped apart as they spun wildly out of control into space. Numerous escape pod being ejecting as they did so. Another destroyer was not so lucky as the beams of concentrated energy found its fusion reactor, which cased it to become a new star for a just thirty seconds, before it faded out of existence.

The battle cruisers _Amato and Nightshade _soon followed suit, as too they fell victim to the concentrated fire from no less than ten Star Destroyers with predictable results. Both of them falling out of formation and escape pods being jettisoned from their hulls, as their crews tried to escape their doomed ships. While the _Admiral Gorshkov, _an older _'Rock of Gibraltar' class _Super Carrier that was still in service and sister ship to the Barbarrosa, was split in two as a result of the Imperial's concentrated fire. Both sections drifting aimlessly for a moment before the rear section exploded, as more blaster fire impacted it's hull.

In all fifteen vessels had been destroyed, while another twenty-three were forced to with draw from battle due to the extent of their damage. In all approximately twenty percent of the UNSC fleet had been effectively been removed from battle, it was a fact that Donahue was aware of and did not give her any comfort to say the very least. She needed to widen the gap between her fleet and those Imperial guns, and get her fleet to safety.

"Freddy," Donahue began. "Contact our birds and tell them to hang close. Arm all _Crossbow _pods and target closet enemy capital ships. Have them fire when ready."

The _M35 "Crossbow"_ missile pod was the latest generation of ship to ship missile launch system to enter service with the United Nations Space Command Navy. With upwards to fifty missiles stored within a single pod, with each missile armed with a nuclear war head with a yield of only _35 _megatons and reaching to a velocity of fifteen percent the speed of light, the Crossbows were a far cry from the Archers that had been used during the Covenant war.

They many not have been as fast or as powerful as their _"HYDRA" _counter parts used on the _LCVs, _but they still were able to pack a serious punch. The only real draw back to them was that they had a relatively short range when compared to the HYDRA, making them the perfect weapon for the UNSC to use in situations just as this. Besides, MACs were not the only thing that UNSC warships were about and Donahue was about to let the Imperials learn that fact the hard way.

On board the Chimaera, the entire bridge were letting loose with small cheers of satisfaction, as they saw a number of Terran vessels either fall out of formation or be destroyed out right. It was a much needed distraction from the fact that the entire landing force had been wiped out, as well as a much needed boost in their moral. But while the bridge crew of the imperial star destroyer were celebrating their small victory, Thrawn was far from a celebratory mood as he knew that this battle was far from over.

So far the only thing that the Chiss admiral was able to learn from this particular battle, was the very same conclusion that he had came to when he first began to study them. Not only had they manage to surprise him with their ability to strike at long distances, but they had also managed to destroy a large number of his vessels in a short amount of time. Now they had their fighters mixing it up with his fleet's contingent of TIE Interceptors and even though the TIE had a larger force, the Terran fighters were still proving to be more than a match for them. As a matter a fact, from the reports they were getting the Terrans were actually getting the best the Imperial fighters.

These Terrans and their UNSC were proving to be more of a challenge that he had previously thought, maybe that was one of the reasons why the Emperor was so keen on declaring them a threat.

"Enemy fleet is moving off, they will be out of range in two minutes!" one of the bridge crew call out from his position, once again bringing the Chiss out of his deep thought.

"Looks like we have them on the run." Pellaeon commented, sounding a bit surprised by the actions of the Terran fleet. "I guess those coil guns are the only real weapon that they have."

"I would not be so of that." Thrawn replied, "I highly doubt that the Terrans would face us head on, unless those coil guns were the only real armament they had at their disposal."

"Sir! Enemy fleet is firing!" the same officer from before exclaimed. Catching every one off guard once again.

"Coil guns again?" the captain of the Chimera asked.

"No sir!" the young man replied, "Enemy is deploying missiles! And a lot of them!"

"Missiles?" Pellaeon gasped in surprise, as was ever sense of security he had was now being replaced by that of dread. But before anyone could react the Terran vessels once again let loose with their deadly cargo.

This time though, in the form of hundreds of missiles which took only a few seconds to reach their targets. The Imperial Fleet, already battered and weakened by the MAC assault, did not even have enough time to react as a wall of blue and silver struck the enemy fleet with a vicious fury that made the MAC rounds look like nothing. Suddenly the space around Thrawn's fleet was lit up with hundreds of nuclear explosions that which created the effect of a massive new star forming within the Naboo star system. But instead of hydrogen, another one hundred and thirty imperial vessels and their crews burned in its place.

Many of them taking multiple direct hits and vanishing completely in a bright flash, while other vessels soon found them selves as nothing more than massive floating tombs. Their crews either dead or dying painful deaths due to the massive doses of radiation they had been exposed to.

But while Thran's main fleet burned, the task force that was assigned to take care of the Planet's Orbital Defense Platforms, were experiencing difficulties of their own. Even though the ODPs did not have any fighter cover to protect them, the defensive systems on board each station were proving to be more problematic for enemy force. Couple with the fact the LCVs were already harassing their vessels and intercepting any and all boarding craft that were being launched and the would be "Invasion" force was slowly in the process of being completely wiped out.

But while the battle for Naboo seemed to be a lost cause for the Empire in space, there was something taking place on the planet's surface that could quite turn this humiliating defeat into some form of a victory.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Meanwhile. Twenty miles outside Theed.) _

"Enemy patrol have passed, get ready to move out." a humanoid figure said in a hushed tone, as he informed his fellow companions about the passing _RNDF _patrol. A patrol that was quite possibly looking for them, as they used powerful spot lights to shine into the dark, heavily wooded area where the group was hiding.

It was just half an hour ago that this group, elements of the infamous _Emperor's Hand, _had touched down on the planet's surface. Using four modified _TIE-Bombers _which were converted to carry up to five passengers a piece, they had managed to escape the battle that was raging in orbit to conduct an operation that was the brain child of Dath Sideous himself. Although the taking of Naboo would have been a major victory for the Empire, the Emperor was more interested in striking a bigger blow to the UNSC and more importantly, the Jedi.

For located just a few miles outside the Naboo capital city, was the one of the very few symbols in the Galaxy that the Jedi Order was not only still alive, but still very active in recruiting new members into the order.

Sometimes known as _The Jedi Apprenticeship Academy, _it was the only place within the free galaxy where the Jedi trained the next generation in the ways of the Order and the light side of the Force. But unlike the practices that were done in the past persons who attended the academy, were usually approached by the Jedi at an age where they and their families could decide weather or not to join the Jedi Order. Another thing that really set the academy apart was the fact that unlike in the past, where new "conscripts" had absolutely no contact with their love ones, new Padowans did have the ability to keep in contact with their families. Even children who were born to a Jedi parent or parents, attended the the school in an attempt to follow in their foot steps.

But tonight, the next generation of Jedi would become the target of the Emperor's Hand. A group of force sensitive individuals who were recruited and trained by the Emperor himself, to carry out missions that were secretive in nature and often always dangerous. Skilled in the art assassinations and combat, it would be this group who would be acting on the Emperor's behalf , attacking the academy and killing all those inside. They may have been in training, but they were still far from being considered Jedi Knights, let alone Maters. While the Hand were all seasoned assassins and solders who had carried out numerous operations all over the galaxy. In short it would have been nothing more than a massacre, with the Hand adding another victory to their already impressive _(If not infamous) _repertoire.

Taking a few moments to ensure that the area was clear for them , the entire group got up from their positions and began to move in the direction of their target, but they were not alone. For with them were a group of Naboo that Imperial intelligence had been in contact with for months and classified as Imperial supporters. They wanted to get the Jedi and the UNSC off their world so that Naboo could take its rightful place as a member of the Galactic Empire. To do that though, the two groups would have to do much more than just kill some Jedi and more would needed to be done before Naboo was "Free from Terran oppression."

For now, the academy and its Jedi occupants would have to do. Piling into some vehicles that had been supplied by the Naboo, the group consisting of twenty "Assassins" and eighty plus"freedom fighters" began there short drive towards the Jedi.

"How far is the target?" _Jeng Droga_, a rather large individual and leader of the Emperor's Hand contingent asked one of the Naboo fighters, as the group he was with traveled within the confines of what appeared to be a Terran built vehicle.

"Twenty minutes." _Castor Vndel, _the leader of that particular group of "fighters" replied, as he looked over his blaster rifle. Just one of many that his 'resistance' group were able to acquire from questionable sources. "The Defense Force and the UNSC have ordered the general population to stay in doors until further notice."

"What about those patrols." the intimidating man questioned, referring to the patrol that had passed them just a few minutes earlier.

"Just a random patrol." the Naboo replied, "We will have to abandon our vehicles and go the rest of the way on foot. The military have set up a number of check point in and around the city, a group of unmarked civilian vehicles traveling during a state of emergency may cause us more trouble than we need."

"What about at the Jedi facility?" another Hand member by the name of _Mara Jade _asked, as she proceeded to tie her flame red hair into a small pony tail.

"From what our insiders in the RNDF have told me, neither they or the UNSC have been asked by the master of the academy for any form of protection." Caster informed the duo.

"But that does not mean this shall be easy." the fiery red head commented, as she took the time to check over her light saber.

"Indeed." The Naboo commented, "It is said that the academy's head master was the very same person who trained the head of the Jedi council, during the time of the Republic and from what I have heard, his wife is also just as skill as he is."

"That may be true, but there are twenty of us and only two of them." Droga replied rather confidently. "and most of the students who are there are no where near as skill as they are."

"Even so, we must still proceed with caution." Mara told him, "These Jedi are not to be underestimated."

Within a few minutes the two groups arrived in a small clearing somewhere deep within the forest, far away from any would be patrols that might have been in the area. Upon exiting the vehicles, members of the Naboo rebel force took said vehicles and proceeded to hide them in the surrounding vegetation. While the remaining rebels and the Emperor Hand got there gear together and proceeded to enter the forest on there way to their target for the night.

There was an eerie silence that flooded the area, as the group made their way through the thick foliage , as if the native wild life were aware of how serious the situation was all over the planet. The only things that could have been heard at that very moment, were the faint grunts that were coming from the Naboo rebels as they followed the Emperor's Hand members. Who apparently seemed to have trouble moving through the wooded area, nor did they seemed hampered by the fact that it was almost pitch black. With the only light source coming from one the planet's three moons that hung in the sky above them.

At one point several Hand and rebel members looked up and saw multiple flashes in the night sky and even though both groups knew that they were from the current space battle raging above them, it was only the Hand that were able to completely grasp the magnitude of just what was happening. They could feel the thousands of lives being lost at that very instant, many of which were Imperial. Getting off this planet after this mission was completed, would be a very interesting to say the very least. But that will be a bridge they would cross once they got to it, right now the Jedi were their main priority.

Finally after fifteen minutes of walking through the thickly wooded area, the two teams came upon a hill that over looked the academy's grounds. Moving into position, Mara pulled out her pair of binoculars and after adjusting it to compensate for the night time conditions, began to scan the Jedi's facility.

"Just like he said." Mara commented as she continued to scan the area. "Looks like nobody is home."

"I don't like this." another Hand member commented, as he and everyone else there stood crouched down.

"You are getting that feeling too?" Mara replied, as she brought her binoculars down from her eyes and turned to face the group. "Why wouldn't the Jedi request any protection? They of all people know just what Emperor Palpatine is capable of."

Although Droga did not want to admit it, his two companions did have a valid point. It was well known throughout the Empire that it was the Jedi's own arrogance that had caused their own fall from grace, but the assassin doubted that even after so many years in exile, the Jedi were still had the same mentality after all these years. Hence the sight of the Jedi Academy being unguarded, just did not make any sense to him.

But that train of thought was suddenly interrupted by a low rumbling sound that caught both his and every one else attention. Suddenly something within the force began to scream at him that there really was something wrong and the he and his had to get out of there quickly before it came.

But before he or anyone else could react, four large aircraft of Terran design suddenly came over the tree tops and maneuvered to face the assembled groups. Devices that appeared to be some kind of weapon systems, which were both mounted on the noise and wings of each craft, suddenly came to life and pointed directly at Droga and his fellow assassins.

They had been found out.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( ISD Chimaera )_

It was all a blur for the Chiss Grand Admiral, as he slowly began to pick himself off the floor and climb back into his seat. The last thing he could remember, was seeing a massive wall of white coming towards his fleet before there was a bright flash and he was thrown violently out of his seat. The next thing the Chiss knew, he was on the bridge's floor with the mother of all headaches and a loud ringing in his ears.

As he looked around in an attempt to get his bearings Thrawn saw that his vessel's bridge and its crew, had been transformed into a scene of absolute chaos. Some of them were on the floor, just as he was, while others were trying to help them as best as they could. Some were still at their stations and were trying at assess the situation, but on closer inspection the Grand Admiral could see that they themselves were injured in one way or the other.

Slowly but surly his hearing began to come back and the Chiss could hear some of his crew screaming out orders and trying to assess the situation, but from the tone of their now frightened voices, the Grand Admiral could tell that thing were not looking good.

"Sir! Sir! Are you alright!" the familiar voice of Captain Pellaeon caught the Chiss attention, as he struggled to get back into his seat.

"I... I am fine..." Thrawn replied, as the Chimaera's commanding officer helped the wounded Chiss. "What were we hit with?"

"The Terrans deployed numerous missiles against us sir." Pellaeon explained, "Hundreds of them. All with nuclear tipped war heads. Powerful ones."

"What... is the status of... the fleet?" Thrawn questioned his comrade, starting to feel the effects of a possible concussion.

The human Imperial officer just looked at his friend was a look that said it all. "Sir... the... the fleet is lost. Many of the vessels are reporting massive casualties due to radiation poisoning. Some vessels are not even responding to are repeated hails."

"How... how many ships are left?"

"Sir... there are no more ships." Pellaeon said with a grim expression. "All surviving vessels are dead in space and our fighter screen has been completely wiped out. Sir... we have lost."

It was at that very moment that Imperial Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nuurodo, the Empire's most brilliant tactician and most decorated fleet officer, realized that he not only been defeated, but humiliated as well. Over eight hundred of his most powerful vessels had been stopped dead in its tracks by a UNSC task force that much smaller. All in all Thrawns first real battle against the Terrans and their United Nations Space Command, Had been a complete disaster and unfortunately for him, it would be his very last.

"Pellaeon... contact the landing force and tell them to stand down. Hail the Terran flag ship." the now defeated Admiral ordered. "Tell them that... we surrender..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Before you guys start bombarding me with questions, let me just point out that the arc is not complete. (You really think I would have the Emperor's had go down so easily?) What ever questions you have will (maybe) be answered in the forth and final chapter the this arc so please be patient._

_As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. _

.


	15. Operation Imperial Will pt 4

_**A/N: **And here it is, the final part of the 'Operation Imperial Will' arc of my story and I must say... it was a royal pain to write. Anyway the battle is pretty much over and Thrawn has no choice but to surrender, while the had was left staring down the gun barrels of three "gun ships"_

_This will be the conclusion and in some ways, the beginning. But let me not give too much away. _

_To **"DevineHierarch":** Let me keep you in the dark for that. You will just have to read to see what happens to him. _

_To **"SpartanDog1": **Stop with the rants already. I usually skim it. _

_And To **"Leaf Ranger": **You may like this chapter. Trust me on this :) _

_Now on to the story... _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[Operation Imperial Will: Cross Roads] **_

"Commodore, that Grand Admiral fellow is hailing us again." The Barbarossa's resident artificial intelligence informed the flag officer, as he stood some what proudly on the bridge's main holo-projector.

Donahue for her part, could not help but to allow a small smile creep upon her face at the announcement. It was just little over an hour ago the herself and this _'Mitth'raw'nuruodo' person _had their little "chat" with one another, saying that she had signed her death warrant for calling him a quote _"Blue Prick." _during the course of their verbal exchange. He had sounded so confident when he had first contacted her and was so certain that his forces would have been victorious when the battle had ended and Naboo would have been under Imperial control.

But now obviously that was not the case, as the once intimidating Imperial fleet had been reduced to nothing more than a wounded flotilla. Hundreds of vessels had been destroyed thanks to the combination of MAC and missile barrages, while many more had been seriously crippled or in the case of a few ships, been converted into massive tombs of their crews. Sure Donahue had lost almost twenty percent of force, but when compared to those sustained to the Imperial fleet, her losses were minor.

Now the so called Grand Admiral was trying to hail her vessel once again, but judging the outcome of the battle, something told the Commodore that the Imperial officer was no where near in the position to be making any kind of threats or demands. It was a fact that Donahue could not help but to enjoy.

"Bring him up." the commodore ordered, as she stood up from her seat and walked towards the projector. Taking a moment to straiten out her uniform a bit and allowing her side arm, an standard issue _M6G _ _"Magnum" _personal defense weapon system which was holstered on her hip, to be prominently seen when she finally addressed her defeated adversary.

No sooner had the UNSC flag officer stood up, the ghostly image of the Imperial Grand Admiral appeared in front of Donahue. This time though, the look on the Chiss' face was a far cry from the confident and cool attitude that he had prior to the battle. Gone was this persona the confident Imperial commander that said the commodore had signed her death warrant, it was now replaced with an individual that was now starting to feel to the full gravity of the situation he was now in.

"Are you ready to accept my terms for your surrender?" Donahue asked in a forceful tone, giving no signs that she would show any kind of leniency towards her defeated adversary.

Thrwan for his part, did not show any signs of being intimidated by the UNSC officer as he replied, "I am willing to accept any and all terms stated by you and the United Nations Space Command. But before I do, I only have one request to ask of you."

"And that request would be?" Donahue questioned with a low, almost dangerous tone in her voice.

"I request that the surviving vessels that are currently over Naboo, be allowed to leave the system with the wounded from my fleet." the Chiss flag officer said with a neutral tone in his voice, as the rest of his bridge crew looked on in awe and in some cases, admiration. If there was thing that could be said about Thrawn that had set him apart from the other Grand Admirals in the Empire, it was that he genuinely cared about the welfare of the men that were under his command.

But while the Chiss' bridge crew were in awe by his request, Donahue was not having any of it. As far as the commodore was concerned, she had an obligation to the UNSC to send a message to the Empire that there were consequences for their hostile actions. "Admiral, I will spare the lives of yourself and of those under your command, as stated by the _New Geneva Conventions of 2563." _Donahue stated, "But I will not allow any of your vessels to leave this system. Order your vessels over Naboo stand down immediately and have their crews abandon them. I will send coordinates for a small island off the coast of the southern continent where they are to set down and await further instructions. Failure to do so will be considered a hostile action and will be treated as such."

There was a brief moment of silence between the two opposing fleet commanders, both of them well aware of just who was in control of the situation and new very well that what happened next, could have an profound effect on how this war would be fought in the future. Finally the Chiss commander broke the uneasy silence and said, "I understand your position and I respectfully accept your terms. But I still request that medical teams meet them on the planet's surface once they have landed."

"As you wish." the commodore replied. "But I must stress that if they fail to follow directions..."

"I assure you Commodore, if they make any hostile movements I will tell you to destroy them myself." Thrawn told Donahue with a stern tone in his voice. To which Donahue just nodded in return , before her image disappeared in front of the Chiss.

"So this is how it ends, not in a blaze of glory, but in silence?" Pellaeon questioned his commander, sounding more curious about his friend's actions, rather than being angry.

"You said it yourself Pellaeon, the battle is lost and had been when the Terrans fired the first shot." The Grand Admiral began to explain. "It is my fault that this has happened. I failed ti realize that these Terrans were more adept to warfare than the records on Imperial Center, had let on. Yet when the battle began to favor them, I still though that they still could be defeated. Too late do I now realize just how wrong I was."

A puzzled expression began to form on the Captan's face, as the tone of Thrawn's voice did not show any signs of regret or malice towards himself or the Terran force. "With all due respect sir, you do not sound upset about the outcome of this battle."

"Should I be?" the Chiss questioned. "The Terran commander was able to defeat us with relatively low casualties within her own ranks. We may have numbers on our side, but the Terrans had the element of surprise and innovation on theirs. In the end they were able to capitalize on what were thought was our greatest advantage and effectively used it against us."

"So you are alright with the outcome?" the now shocked Pellaeon gasp, an reaction that surprisingly enough, caused the Chiss to smile.

"No, what I am saying is... when the darkness finally descends, the galaxy will truly be in good hands. For these Terrans are eventually going to have to deal with it sooner or later." Thrawn said cryptically, before he turned away from the now confused Captain and began to make his way off the bridge.

For a very long time the Chiss had thought that the Empire would be the force in the galaxy that would be able to protect it. But after today, that was no longer the case. He realized that the Galaxy had its guardians all along in the form of the UNSC, and the Terrans had absolutely no clue that they were.

The war may have been over for the Chiss officer, but it was a fact that he did not mind at all.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Unknown location, four miles outside Theed )_

"This is the Royal Naboo Defense Force, you are ordered to lay down your arms and surrender peacefully! Fail to comply with these orders and we will open fire!" a deep and forceful voice boomed through the cool night air, as the assembled group of disillusioned Naboo rebels and Emperor's Hand agents, soon found themselves staring down the gun barrels of three RNDF _VA-33B "Condor" _gun ships.

Both the Hand and the rebels were completely caught by surprise with the sudden appearance of these three Terran built war machines, which swooped over their heads just moments before and now had their weapons pointed directly at them. "I though you said that the Jedi did not know we were coming?" an now enraged Jeng Droga roared, as he spun around and faced the leader of the Naboo contingent. An action that had the Naboo a bit unnerved.

"I... They aren't supposed to!" Vndel stuttered out, the sound of the Condors' engines all but drowning him out.

"Then what are they doing here?" The Emperor hand agent roared again, as he ignited his light saber and held the tip of it at the now frighten man's throat. An action that caught the attention of Mara.

"Now's not the time!" the fiery read head called out from her position, as she too ignited her light saber and got into a defensive position. "We have bigger things to worry about!"

Jeng knew that his fellow operative was right and that the situation called for his and everyone else attention. They did not have time to waste on a disillusioned Naboo who may or may not have been responsible for their discovery, right now they had three RNDF aircraft that needed to be disposed of before they could do anything else.

"This if your final warning! Lower your weapons and surrender now!" the voice once again boomed over the area, as if tit had expected the assembled group to do as they were told. But the Emperor's Hand and the rebels had other idea on how things would continue to develop. For no sooner had the voice had stopped speaking, a number of the Naboo rebels began to open fire on the Condor formation, causing all three aircraft to pull backwards in an attempt to the enemy fire. But the pilots were quick to compensate for their quick maneuvering returned the favor in a hail of _12.7x99mm HVE rounds _that came from the three _M247H machine guns _that were mounted on each aircraft, and striking the hilltop with devastating results.

Suddenly the cliff that over looked the Jedi facility exploded as thousands of hypersonic rounds impacted the harden soil at an incredible rate of speed and caused the entire hill side to collapse. Taking every single member of the Hand and Rebel group with it, as hundred of tons of earth and rock began to race towards the bottom of the now destroyed hill face.

But as the artificially created landslide raced towards the bottom, a number of Emperor Hand agents had managed to avoid becoming apart of the man made disaster by actually leaping from boulder to boulder. As the earthen mass continued its destructive path towards the forest below. But not all of them were able to keep their balance and soon found themselves apart of the carnage that they had tried so hard to avoid.

But after what seemed like an eternity, the land side finally came to a stop at the very edge of the forest and when the dust settled, only seven Emperor Hand agents remained. The rest of them were buried under hundreds of tons of soil and rock, along with every single member of the Naboo rebel force. The only sign that there was even a large number of bodies that were underneath all that debris, was the bloodied and now mangled body of Castor Vndel , which was only partly buried within the dirt.

But the surviving members of the Emperor's Hand did not have the luxury of being able to mourn their dead. They had some how been found out and the Naboo security forces were more than likely racing towards their location at that very moment. Not to mention that there were still three gunships to worry about, they were completely alone on a Terran "occupied" world and if things were not bad enough, they still had an mission to complete. They may have had an entire army bearing down on them, but the Hand knew that nothing could compare to Palpatine's wrath or his punishment, if they were to fail him today.

Without hesitation, the seven surviving members of the Emperor's Hand quickly made their way into the forest just as the three Condor gunships appeared over head and lit up the area with their powerful spot lights.

As she continued to run through the thick forest underbrush, Mara could not help but to think about just how far south this current "assignment" had gone. Normally the life long member of the Emperor's Hand would not have not allowed such thoughts to cloud her mind, especially since she had been on numerous missions such as these in the past and had completed them without even once questioning the will of the Emperor. But yet at that very moment, there was something in the force that was telling her that this mission was wrong and that she should get out of there before it was too late.

Just why were they continuing this operation? More importantly, just what was the Admiral Thrawn and his fleet? By now the night sky should have been fulled with hundreds of landing craft on their way to capture the Naboo capital city.

_'Run... get as far away as you can from here.' _a voice suddenly whispered within her mind, sending uncontrollable chills down the agent's spine. _'The battle is lost and you are going to die if you continue this endeavor. Run away while you still have a chance to redeem yourself.' _

It was then at that very moment Mara Jade, one of the Emperor's most loyal and skilled assassins, did something that could have easily lead to her untimely demise if she were to be found out. Silently allowing herself to fall behind the group the Emperor's Hand did the unthinkable and began to run away from her group as fast as she could. Tears starting to well up in the corners of her eyes, as she began to widen the gap between herself and her now former team mates. Mara knew that with this action, she would be more than likely be signing her own death warrant and that the Emperor would send others just like her, to "punish" her for what she had just done. But right now Mara did not care.

All that the former assassin knew was that she just had to get away from the Hand as fast as she could, knowing very well the her fate was sealed with this action. That were Mara's only thoughts, as she slowly began to disappeared into the dark forest.

About twenty minutes later the remaining Emperor's Hand came upon a large clearing and just a few meters away were the walls that surrounded the Jedi's training facility.

"Mara, what can you see?" Droga called out, as he hid behind a tree and got ready to make his run towards the wall. But when he did not hear any reply, the group's leader call out again "Mara! Report!" Again, more silence. "Where's Mara?"

Everyone there began to look round for their sister in arms, but the red headed assassin could not be found. It was at that point that the contingent's leader closed his and began to reach out with his mind, in an attempt to locate his lost team mate. But what the human male heard next, caught him completely by surprise...

_'Droga... I am sorry...'_

Suddenly Droga's crimson colored eyes shot open, as an expression that could have been best described as a look of absolute betrayal and anger, began to form o his harden face. "Betrayer..." the large male whispered out, causing the rest of his group to stare at their leader with a puzzled expression.

"Lets get moving! Mara is dead!" Droga said firmly, as he got his light saber out and prepared himself to breach the facility's outer wall."

"Dead?" one of the other Hand members questioned, both confused and shocked be his leader's statement.

"You heard me, she's dead!" Droga snapped, "She's dead to me. She's dead to you and she' dead to the Emperor! NO MORE TALKING!" Not wanting to question just what their leader had really found out about their lost sister in arms, the remaining Hand members shrugged off Droga's outburst and got themselves ready to complete the mission at had.

Emerging from the tree line, the "surviving" members of the Emperor's Hand made a dash towards the Jedi compound, completely exposing themselves to any patrols that might have been in the area. A fact that was brought home, as they could here the ominous hum of air craft engines in the distance. But after what felt like an eternity of running, Droga and his group were now just a few feet away from both the Jedi facility, as well as fulfilling their Dark master's wishes.

But just as the group came towards the outer walls of the Jedi compound, two quick cracking sounds suddenly shattered the still night air. Moments later two assassins went down with large chunks of their flesh missing, pools of blood starting to form where their bodies came to rest. The remaining four, Droga included, were quick to react and ignited their light sabers. Moving into defensive positions instantly and shifting their eyes in an attempt to locate their would be attackers.

But it did them little good as Droga soon found himself the only one left alive, the three having been swiftly struck down in the same manner as the first two were.

"Where are you! Show yourselves!" the now enraged human demanded, as he looked around for his team's executioners. "I SAID SHOW YOURSELVES!" he roared out again, only to answered by silence.

But as he stood in the open with the bodies of his fallen team mates surrounding him, the surviving assassin suddenly felt a sharp pain in the side of his neck and no sooner than he did, his entire body from the neck down became numb as he fell to the ground in a heap. His light saber falling from his grasp and deactivating as it hit the grassy soil.

As the now helpless assassin laid on the ground, he could have sworn that he saw three rather large figures in some kind of armor, suddenly materialize in front of him. A sight that caused a slight chill to go down his spine.

"Command." he heard a female voice come from what looked liked the leader of the group. "Inform both the Jedi and the General that all hostiles outside the Jedi compound have been neutralized. Five dead, one captured."

"Looks like the intel we got from that Santu fellow was good, Miss White." one of the other armor clad beings said to the leader, a hint of humor could be detected in his voice.

"Indeed so, Mister Finch." the woman replied, as she proceeded to look around the killing field. "But some how I doubt the Kenobi's would be too pleased with the mess we made on their training pitch. Tell the sniper team to stand down and give them my personal thanks. Call in a Pelican and let's get back to base before our new friend here gets back the feeling in his legs. Wee need him for interrogations later." The third individual just nodded in return, before he went off to communicate with their home base.

All Droga could do at that very moment was lay there motionless and ponder just what these people had planned for him. Although something in the force told him that his former team may have had the right idea by running away from the group when she dide. A small tear rolled out from out the corner of his eye, as the now defeated assassin began to think the unthinkable.

The Emperor's Hand and by extension himself, had failed their Emperor. The _Battle of Naboo_ was now over and for Jeng Droga, so was the war.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Okay I know that this chapter is a bit shorter than the last one, but in all honesty I really did not want to drag this arc on any longer than needed, since the battle is basically over and Mara "Ran Away" from the Hand. (Don't worry I do have an plan for her to meet Luke and even Leia in the near future. Don't spam me with questions it will be a surprise.) _

_Also, If you you have been following the story like you should, then you may want to worry about what "Ms. White and Mr. Finch" have planned for Droga. _

_Anyway there is still more story to come and the next chapter will deal with the fall out from this recent battle. As well as the possible appearance of the Empire's most iconic weapons. Please leave a review and tell be what you think, remember I don't mind "negative" reviews but unless you let me know the problem you have, then I can't fix it in the future. _

_Signed, UH-60. _

_P.S.: If you want a general idea of what the "Condor" gunship looks like, then look up Saint's Row the Third and search "STAG aircraft/Condor" _


	16. Cause and Effect

_**A/N: **__Here is the next chapter that I promised and sorry to burst your bubble, but Thrawn will not appear in this chapter. Like I said in the past, I am evil. But Mara is in this chapter and so is Luke, so I know a bunch of you will be happy about that. _

_To __**"BrutusSilentium": **__Thanks._

_To __**"gh0st3":**__ You might be happy in this chapter._

_To __**"Leaf Ranger": **__Told you you would like the last chapter and I hope you like like this one as well._

_and to __**"SpartanDog1": **__I am going to give you a piece of advice, If you keep looking for the float with the beauty queen on it, then the entire parade will pass you by and you will have no one but yourself to blame, if you were unable to enjoy it. Think about that for a minute._

_Now that is over with, on to the story: _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Cause and Effect...)**_

Within twenty-fours hours of the the Empire's crushing defeat at the hands of the Terran Union's United Nations Space Command, news about the _"Second Battle of Naboo", _as some media outlets had labeled it, had begun to spread across both the Andromeda and Milky Way galaxies. It was a monumental event to say the very least, as for the second time in as many weeks the mighty Galactic Empire had been defeated, if not humiliated, by an enemy fleet that was much smaller than the Empire had deployed.

From the reports that were making their way out of the Naboo system, an Imperial force that was eight hundred ships strong and consisting of over one million Imperial personnel and Storm Troopers, had been almost completely wiped out. Over six hundred Imperial vessels had been destroyed, while the remaining force of "crippled" star ships and their crews, were captured by the forces of the UNSC Navy and Marine corp. But quite possibly the biggest shock to come out of the battle, was the identity of the Imperial commander that had been sent in to challenge the UNSC and lost.

When it was learned that Grand Admiral Mitth'raw'nuurodo had been the one commanding the ill fated Imperial fleet, it ignited a firestorm of controversy through out the galaxy. Here was an individual , who had lead numerous successful operations for Empire during their expansion into the unknown regions of the galaxy, being defeated by an some one who was no where near as experienced as he was. It just did not sound right to many who had heard about the Chiss' exploits and some even began to question just if the Chiss had actually been apart of the battle or had been killed during the fight and some one else had surrendered in his place.

What ever the case may have been, the UNSC was not talking. All they had said was that Imperial commander of the fleet had surrendered and that he was being kept at an undisclosed until he could be transported to the Worth system. While arrangements were being made to relocate over thirty thousand Imperial prisoners of war, that were currently being held on an island off the coast of the southern continent.

But while the population of Naboo celebrated their salvation and praised the actions of both the UNSC and the RNDF in protecting their home world, there was one individual that was not much in a celebratory mood at that moment. As a matter a fact, the Emperor Palpatine had once again managed to ascend to a whole new level as anger in as many years. The last time this had happened the then Chancellor was standing in the middle of what had been the aftermath of a battle between Republic forces, those belonging to the UNSC and their allies. A battle that did not go so well for the dark lord.

Now here it was over twenty plus years after that fateful event and the Sith was now being forced to deal with the fact that the UNSC had once again managed to humiliate him and by extension, his Empire. Over eight hundred vessels that were under the command of one of the Empire's most decorated and celebrated Grand Admirals, had been defeated by an Terran force that was much smaller than his. But what had made matters was that unlike the battle that had destroyed the Galaxy Gun, not a single vessel had returned from the Naboo operation. Sure those vessels and their crews could have been easily replaced within a matter of weeks, but the psychological damage had been done.

But if it was one thing that really shook the Sith to his very core, was the fact that almost all of his Emperor Hand operatives had either been killed or captured in battle. The Sith lord felt the exact moment that each and every one of his personally trained operatives were killed, but what really disturbed the Sith lord, was the fact that the majority of them were killed so quickly in such a short period of time. But yet he could also sense that each of their individual demises was extremely painful and violent, far more than anything the Sith lord could have come up with to punish them for failing him in such a manner.

But it was the actions of one of his more loyal and dedicated operatives, that really surprised and enraged Palpatine to no great extent. Just what could have caused Mara Jade to just abandon her mission and run away from her fellow Hand members? From what the Sith could recall from his time with her, Mara was one of the few that showed any real talent when it came to using the Force. She had been one of his more successful assassins and had carried out numerous missions that had saw to the untimely demise of numerous rebel leaders and corrupt Imperial officials alike. She had carried all of them out with a cold professionalism that made this young woman stand out among her peers.

It was that fact alone that made the Emperor choose Mara for the mission to destroy the Jedi academy, as well as all those who resided within its walsl. By all accounts this mission should have been no different from the ones Mara had done in the past, but something happened to her during this mission that made the young woman abandon her comrades in the field. Bust just what could make a member of the Emperor's Hand disobey his direct orders, an action that would certainly signed their death warrant. Unfortunately for the Sith, he did not have the luxury of time, so he could ponder on what had happened to his top assassin.

Right now the Emperor had to meet with his entire war council to discuss the Empire's next move and with his military commanders already starting to question just if they should continue this war, the Emperor had to bring himself to an unavoidable truth. As much as he wanted to destroy the Jedi once and for all, Sideous knew that he needed to keep control of his military commanders. Many of which had the up most loyalty of those who served under them and if he were to continue his aggressive posture towards the Terrans, then it was not impossible to to think that the very same men who swore their loyalty to him, would also be the ones to remove him from power and strike a peace deal with the Terran government.

In other words if his top military advisers said that they should end this war and seek peace with the Terrans, then Sideous would have no other choice but to reluctantly agree to their decision.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Colonial Administration Building, New Plymouth. Thirty-six hours later. ) _

"So the parliament is taking the Empire's request for a cease fire seriously?" Governor Riyo Stepson asked out loud, as she and the rest of the Colonial Administration and Defense Council for the Worth colonies, held a "holo-conference" with the President of the Terran Union, as well as a number of top military and civilian officials, to discuss the war's latest development.

It was just hours ago that the Imperial government had contacted the TUG, requesting that a cease fire be called so that a peaceful solution could be found to end the quote, "Needless Bloodshed", unquote. Needless to say, the TUG were a bit surprised that the very same Empire that had started this very same conflict just over a month ago and demanded that the Terran government leave the Galaxy once and for all. Of course that was all before the UNSC showed the Empire that humans that came from beyond their galaxy, were more than capable of holding their own against the "Mighty" Imperial navy.

Now the Empire was basically crying uncle and was now asking for a peaceful resolution to the very same conflict they were once so eager to start in the first place.

"Very much so, Governor." President Mackenzie replied, as his holographic image stood in the center of the conference room. "They were all surprised when you informed us that the Empire contacted the council and made their request for peace. But they really are taking the Empire's request for a cease fire quite seriously."

"With all due respect Mr. President, but do you really think that is a wise thing to do?" the Pantoran born governor replied, knowing very well just what Emperor Palpatine was capable of. "As far as we know, this could just be another one of his tricks to get us into a false sense of security."

"I must agree with Governor Stepson." Governor Jason Marsh of Worth interjected, "We must not forget just what the Empire is truly capable of, or what they are willing to do to anyone who opposes the Emperor's will."

"I do understand both of your concerns and I must admit that I do not trust the Emperor anymore than you do." Mackenzie began to explain, "But there are a number of senators and governors that do not share the sentiment. Right now there are certain high ranking members of the government that do not believe that seeking a war in the Andromeda galaxy, should be the priority of the government."

"Nor should it be for any government." General Escandor commented, as he had been silent up to that point."But we can not ignore the fact that if were to agree to a cease fire, then the Empire would only use it to rally their forces and attack us once again. Only when they do next time, the colonies may not be so lucky."

"Indeed." Admiral Nobles agreed. "From what intelligence we have been able to gather, the Empire is running scared after this recent battle over Naboo. It would be unwise to not take advantage of the situation."

"I know, but I am not the ones that you need to convince." the President commented as he took a moment to straighten out his suit. "The senate will be meeting in a few hours to debate weather or not if to honor the Empire's request for a cease fire. Until then I am ordering that all UNSC military forces stand down until further notice."

"Understood, Mister President." the supreme commander of the UNSC's forces in Andromeda replied, just before the President's holographic image vanished in front of them.

"So I guess that the fate of the entire Andromeda galaxy, now rest in the hands of a senate that have absolutely no idea just what the Empire is capable of?" Riyo Stepson asked the UNSC General, a hit on concern could clearly be heard in her voice.

"A funny thing it is, Democracy." the UNSC Army General commented, "Sometimes you have to take the good, with the bad. Even if the bad is brought on by the majority."

"Well let us just hope that the President can convince the parliament that agreeing with the cease fire is an bad idea, all around." Admiral Nobles added, as he and Escandor began to exit the room. Leaving the three Worth System governors alone to talk amongst themselves.

"You do realize that the next two hours could determine the fate of Andromeda and the colonies?" Marsh said out loud, knowing very well that his counterparts each had their own views on the situation.

"We all do, Jason." Riyo answered her friend and fellow governor, knowing very well what could be . "But as much as I hate to admit it, I do hope that peace is not achieved. Least until the Emperor is no longer in a position to threaten the galaxy and its people. As long he is in power, then the galaxy will never truly know peace."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Unknown Location, Naboo) _

Mara did not know just how long she had been running before her team mates met their untimely demise, but when it did occur, the young woman felt it and felt it hard. Each death struck her as if some one had punch her in the gut as hard as they could, it was very clear to her that that her former companions had each met with a violent and painful death. But yet Mara could also sense that their pain was short lived and that their suffering was over almost as soon as it began. It was a small blessing, but it did not take away from the fact that she was now all alone on an enemy planet with no means of escape.

Mara had originally though of heading back towards the group's vessels and using one of them to get off the planet. But thought better of it, since she knew that the UNSC and the Naboo would have more than likely detected her ship as it took off. Besides with the recent attack by the RNDF, it was more than likely that the landing site had been discovered and secured. With no other real options, the former Emperor's Hand was forced to find herself a safe place for the night. But even though Mara was able to find a small cave, she still was not able the rest she so wanted, as her mind was still a wash with thoughts about her recent actions.

She had abandoned her team and allowed them to continue on to their ultimate demise, but just what had caused her to essentially to do such a thing, she did not know. Two things were certain though, her actions had quite possibly saved her life, and that it had more than likely placed her in a bad light with the Emperor. An Emperor who was not known for being merciful towards persons who had failed or in her case, knowingly betrayed him. For the first time in her entire life Mara knew two things, _Loneliness and Fear. _It were those two feelings that Mara would have to, in her mind, learn to live with for the rest of her life. A life that she would have now have to live on the run. Needless to say, her first night on the run was not a very restful one.

The very next day, Mara emerged from her temporary accommodations for the night and began the difficult task of surviving on her own. Moving through the thick forest, the former assassin called upon her training once again so as to not draw any unwanted attention to herself. As far as she knew, there still could have been patrols in the area that were looking for her or worse, any Imperial forces that were apart of the invasion.

"The Invasion!" Mara gasped, as she came up to a rather large tree and rested herself against it. Just what had become of it? There was really no way for her to know just how the battle had gone in orbit, although the force sensitive human was able to sense the large loss of live that had occurred during the previous night. But that still did not tell her weather or not the invasion had been successful and Naboo was now under Imperial occupation. If so then she would have to be especially cautious.

Suddenly the young woman could hear the sound of rushing water and upon investigation, Mara soon found a river that flowed rather quickly through the channel it had carved out natural over the years. Starting to feel a bit thirsty at the sight of the river's clear waters, Mara made her way towards the river. Reaching the water's edge, the assassin stooped down in an attempt to quench her thirst but no sooner had Mara begun to reach down towards the water, she suddenly lost her balance and fell head first into the river.

A river whose current flowed a lot stronger than it had originally let on. A fact that Mara was now starting find out the hard way, as she was now struggling to keep herself from being pulled under by the strong current. A direct result from her her lack of sleep from the night before.

As Mara tried to stay afloat in the rushing current, her head suddenly struck a submerged rock that knocked her out cold. Leaving her body limp and completely at the mercy of the river's torrent, which carried her body some distance before it came to rest once again on the bank. Many miles from where she had originally fell in.

"Is she alive?" some one asked out loud, as a group young persons came across Mara's almost lifeless body.

"She is, but just barely." a young female Twi'lek replied, as she checked for a pulse. "Luke, head back to camp and tell Master Kenobi what you found and that we need a medical team ASAP! Looks like she has lost a lot of blood from that gash on her head.."

"Right!" the young Jedi apprentice replied, before he ran off to get help. Leaving the rest of his fellow Jedi in training to watch over Mara's wounded body.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( New Geneva, Earth. One week later...) _

"_Breaking news out of New Geneva. In a move that have surprised many political analyst, the Terran Union parliament have voted to deny the Empire's request for a cease fire, following their recent defeat over Naboo and allowing hostilities to continue between the two waring factions _

"_In a speech given at the beginning of deliberations, President Mackenzie listed numerous reason for this government not to honor the Empire's request. Stating that the unprovoked attack on Truk Anchorage, was in violation of the original treaty which was signed in 2609 and that there was no guarantee that they would have honored this new request. _

"_Another plea to not recognize the Empire's came from Governor Riyo Stepson of Mesa, who addressed the assembly via hologram. Stating that the Empire was too 'Dangerous' to be trusted with honoring their own request for a cease fire and that it would only be a matter of time before they launch another attack. _

"_Several more high ranking officials within the government were allowed to speak either for or against the Empire's cease fire request. But in the end the parliament ultimately voted against recognizing the cease fire agreement at a final vote of seven hundred and twenty-eight, to two hundred and sixty. With another twelve senators choosing to abstain from the vote. _

_We will bring you more breaking news as the situation develops. For Interstellar News Broadcasting, __this is Hitomi Anampoor. New Geneva, Sol."_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Unknown Location, Terran-Imperial border.)_

"Commander, we have received our orders from Imperial Center. The Emperor wants our fleet deployed to the Alderaan system to make way for Grand Moff Tarkin and his fleet." an imperial ensign spoke up from his station on the bridge of the Star Destroyer.

It was just forty-eight hours ago that the Imperial government and by extension, the Emperor, received confirmation that the Terran Government threw out the Empire's proposal a cease fire. Needless to say, this move by the TUG had caught many by surprise within the Imperial military. Who thought that the Terrans would jump at the opportunity to end the war, especially since they could end it on a high note. But obviously things did not work out as the Imperial military brass had hoped and considering that the last battle between the two opposing forces had robbed the Empire of one of its more gifted military leaders, the Military high brass were a bit more weary about engaging the U.N.S.C.

But despite their reservations the Imperial Navy still had obligation to the Empire and its Emperor, to defend it from its enemies. Even if said enemies were more adept to warfare than once previously thought.

Taking a moment to take a small sip of his warm drink, Admiral Nairace got up from his seat and made his way towards the young ensign before he replied, " What is the status of the fleet?"

"All vessels are reporting they are green and are awaiting your orders, sir."

"Excillent." Nairace replied, as he looked up and saw one of the many Imperial warships that were under his direct command, come along side his own. Just over a month ago, Nairace had been apart of the Empire's initial push into the Terran controlled territories of the galaxy, now it would be his job to launch the Empire's latest offensive against these Terrans and their allies on Alderaan. It was an honor that the Imperial flag officer too great pride in and with Moff Tarkin's arrival with the Empire's latest super weapon, there was no way that the Terrans would be able to stand against the Empire's might.

But as the Admiral began to make his way back to his seat, another ensign suddenly stood up from his station and exclaimed, "Sir! Sensors are picking up a massive energy spike fifty-five hundred kilometers ahead of our position!"

"Energy... spike..." the Imperial officer trailed off, before he exclaimed"It's the Terrans, their attacking! How many vessels do you detect?"

"One sir." the young man reported, "And it's huge!"

Nairace was a bit puzzled by the young man's statement and was about to ask him more questions when suddenly, the bridge crew saw something that had them all speechless.

For now emerging from this massive rip in the fabric of space a large, almost perfectly spherical object that was Onyx in color and had the image of what looked like some kind of bird of prey clenching it's talons on a planet, which was located on the upper "hemisphere" of the massive object. But what really caught the imperial crew's attention, were the letters _**U.N.S.C. MOAB **_which were embolden across the "vessel's" hull. But it was the eerie similarity to a weapon that the Admiral had seen before, that had the seasoned flag officer on edge.

"What is that?"one of the senior officers asked, his voice betraying the fact that he was filled with dread. "Did the Terrans weaponized a moon?"

"That's... That's... no moon..." the now frightened Admiral replied. "It's a space station..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Ha! I knew a number of you were wondering just when I was going to deploy the UNSC's "Death Star." How do you like it's entrance into the story? _

_As always leave a review and more is to come, so stay tuned. _


	17. Reaction and Actions

**_A/N: _**_Wow! would you guys believe that on the 18__th__ of this month, would mark one (1) full year since I posted the very first chapter of "HALO: The Terran Republic Affair"? Who knew it would have become so HUGE! :D _

_Anyway I want to point out that I am sorry, but Mara will not be in this chapter. This chapter got kinda big and I thought that adding her side story here would ruin what I was going for in the chapter. So don't send me hate mail! She, as well as Luke, Rebecca and a few others will be in the next one, so please be patient._

_I got so many reviews in the last chapter that I can't even begin to answer all of them. But I will still try: _

_To RoboticTy: I am working on it._

_To The Poarter : I understand your view. I can respect it, at least you were not immature about it like some I have encountered in the past._

_To Ranger10: I am not American, I am Trinidadian. But if it makes you feel better I am a WWE fan and I love Wendy's style burgers and chicken nuggets_

_To Eaglestorm27: I don't speak French, so I can't really respond to your... question? _

_Now that is over with, on to the story... _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Reaction and Actions... ] **_

If there was one person that could have been considered the 'Poster Child' for what the Empire truly was, then _Grand Moff Wilhuff Tarkin _would have been it. A native of the planet _Eriadu, _Tarkin was without a doubt one of the most powerful individuals within the Galactic Empire and was quite possibly the embodiment of what the Emperor wanted from everyone who served under him.

Born into the powerful and wealthy Tarkin Family, Wilhuff took great pride of their accomplishments, due to the fact that they great influence in the political affairs of his home world. But he also harbored a resentment for the lack of respect that his family got from many within the core world of the Republic, seeing that the Tarkin clan came from the Outer Rim of the galaxy.

Driven to to live up to every aspect of his family's legacy, the young Tarkin enrolled in military academy, where he began to make a name of himself as a intellectual prodigy with a well rounded mind. But it was during this time in his life,that the young "prodigy" began to view the Galactic Republic in a whole new way. Tarkin began to see the Republic as a decaying institution that was out dated and corrupt and it was not long before the young prodigy began to envision a whole new future for the galaxy and it's population. A future where the Republic, was replaced with a militaristic and authoritarian form government that was ruled by a human majority. It was this vision for the future that drove Tarkin even more to rise through the ranks and achieve a position of power were he could effect change.

A drive that culminated with his promotion to the position of_ Grand Moff _not too long after he sent the Emperor a personal communique which later became known as the infamous "Tarkin Doctrine." A concept of ruling the masses through fear of force rather than force alone, with an emphasis on fear. There were those who even believed that it was this so called _"Doctrine of Fear" _that influenced the Emperor's decision to declare war on the Terran government and deploy the Galaxy Gun. What ever the case had been one thing was certain, the policy of fear that emperor had so wholeheartedly adopted and employed, had seriously back fired.

Instead of instilling fear into the masses, the Empire had actually managed to galvanize the people's resentment towards his "New Order" and by extension, bolster support for the growing insurrectionist and rebellion movements that were already plaguing the Empire. The surprise attack on the Terran outpost a few weeks before had not sent the Terrans running towards the peace table, as some within the military hierarchy_ (Tarkin Included) _ had hoped. Instead the Terrans had not only managed to rally their forces to destroy the very same weapon used in the attack, but they had also managed to successfully "repulse" the Empire's first major offensive into their territory.

But then again Umak was a politician that had no business being in command a weapon of war, in the Grand Moff's opinion. While that Grand Admiral Thrawn fellow was nothing more than a puppet of the Emperor who wanted to show that the alien population actually had a chance of greatness within the Empire. In Tarkin's mind those two "Fools" had cost the Empire greatly and deserved what ever fate that had befallen them. Besides, if anyone that was going to give the Empire its first major victor in a war that the Terrans decided to continue, then it should be someone who was a true military genius. As well as someone who mirrored the ideals of the Greatest civilization the the galaxy had ever known.

In Tarkin's mind, that person was himself and now in command of the Empire's greatest and most powerful weapon, the Grand Moff felt comfortable that an victory against the Terran threat. This was a weapon whose construction he personally oversaw for over two decades. A weapon whose mare appearance alone oozed both power and fear, and demanded your undivided attention where ever it went. A weapon that had no equal and which was more than capable of destroying entire star systems within a matter of hours.

Now it would his duty to the Empire, to guide this weapon of unimaginable power towards the fronts lines of this new conflict and deliver to the Empire, its first victory of the war.

As the Eriadu native stood in front the main view screen in the station's command center, he could not help but to think about just what the Terrans reaction might be once they saw the destructive power of this super weapon. He doubted that the Terrans as a species, ever came across a weapon that could wipe out an entire planet, once he had accomplished his mission and destroyed the Planet Alderaan, he could picture the Terran government reversing their decision to continue the war. They would be running scared and it would be his weapon that would be leading the Empire's unrelenting charge against the. The _Death Star_ was thee ultimate power in the galaxy and Tarkin seriously doubted the Terrans and their UNSC had anything that could match it. Boy would he be in for a shock...

"Sir, long rage scouts are reporting a massive debris field thirty five light minutes ahead of us." one of the command center's crew suddenly spoke up, interrupting the Grand Moff's thoughts.

"Debris field?" Tarkin replied with a curious tone in his voice, as he turned his attention towards the young officer. The last intelligence reports that the Grand Moff had received, said that this particular stretch of the boarder was not as heavily patrolled by the Terrans because of its distance from the main core worlds of that section of the galaxy. Hence Tarkin had no reason to believe that what ever forces that he had deployed, would encounter any Terran resistance at all. "Patch a video feed through, I want to see just what they have found."

It took a few minutes longer than what the the young crewman would have hoped, but he was finally able to get a live video feed from one of the scout TIE fighters. But despite their many years in service with the empire, nothing could have prepared the Death Star's command crew for what they were about to see. For now flashing across the screen for everyone to see, were the broken hulls of numerous Imperial capital ships.

As the video feed continued and the TIE fighters began to move in between the twisted remains of the once proud Imperial fleet Tarkin, as well as everyone else who was with him could see the true extent of the destruction. Numerous vessels had been literally ripped apart by some unknown force, while others had entire sections missing. As if something had just scooped said sections out, leaving large portions of each vessel exposed to the vacuum of space.

But the one thing that had almost everyone there in a state of shock, was that numerous escape pods could have been clearly seen still attached to their respective vessels. Which meant that what ever had destroyed the task force, did so in such a manner that it did not even allow the Imperial crews time to abandon ship.

"What happened?" one of the command crew's senior officers questioned, his face betraying the fact that he was clearly in a state of shock.

"Apparently Nairace and his force came a foul with the Terrans." the Grand Moff replied with a cool tone in his voice. But on the inside Tarkin himself was also in a state of shock as well. The Moff knew that Nairace's force was much larger than the one that had been defeated over Naboo, hence it should have been more than a match for anything that the Terrans could have mustered for what should have been an surprise attack, which would have cleared the way for the Death Star.

But some how the Terrans were not only able to detect this new invasion force, but completely and utterly destroy it well before it could have crossed the border. Was it possible that the Terrans and their UNSC had fielded some kind of super weapon of their own?

What ever the case my have been, one thing was certain. If the Terrans were able to detect and completely destroy his advance force, then the element of surprise had been completely lost. Right now the Terrans were quite possibly building up their defenses and deploying primitive yet extremely powerful nuclear based mines around their core worlds. The very same mines that may have been used to destroy Nairace and his fleet.

Tarkin was about to speak up once again when the station's communication officer suddenly spoke up and said, "Sir, we are receiving a general transmission from Imperial Center."

Taking a moment to collect himself, the Grand Moff asked "What does it say?"

"We are being ordered to withdraw from the border and proceed to Kuat."

"What?" Tarkin said in a surprised, almost annoyed tone. As he was curious as to why his battle station was being redeployed so far inside the Empire.

"Sir, the command come from the Emperor himself." the Com officer explained, "All Imperial vessels near the Terran boarder are to regroup at the New Kuat Anchorage and await further orders."

For a few minutes the Grand Moff pondered just why the Emperor would order his "vessel" back to the Kuat anchorage, especially since he was a couple of days away from striking at one of the Terrans key allied worlds. At one point Tarkin had even considered disregarding the general order and continue on towards Alderaan to complete their original mission. But Tarkin knew better than to disobey the Emperor's direct orders, knowing very well just had happened to a number of senior officials within the Empire who had actually thought about crossing the Enlightened leader of the Empire in the past.

"Very well." Tarkin spoke up, "Recall all scouts and prepare to set course for Kuat. I will be in my quarters if need."

Within a half hours time, the last of the Death Star's scouting parties had returned to the massive Battle Station. But as the station began to make its way back into Imperial controlled space, those on board were completely unaware that their actions were being closely monitored by an unseen foe.

"Confirmed, enemy vessel has changed course and is leaving the system." the pilot of a CBMI operated _ER-41 _"Shadow_ Sword" _commented as he and his co-pilot monitored the departure of the Empire's super weapon from the system. "Have completed initial scans and preparing to return to ship."

"Copy that, Phantom-six." a female voice on the other end replied, "The Admiral will be debriefing you upon your return."

"Understood, Phantom-six out." the CBMI pilot replied, before he began to manipulate the controls of his craft and to make the long voyage back towards his base of operations.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Fort Ragno. Forty-eight hours later )_

"The MOAB may have been able to shut the door on the Empire's latest incursion attempt, but to make sure that they don't get another chance, we must hit them and hit them hard." General Escandor declared as he, as well as every single member of the UNSC's Andromeda defense council, met in conference within the massive military facility.

With the Terran Government's refusal to honor the Empire's request of a cease fire, the UNSC knew that it would only be a matter of time before the Empire would try to launch another offensive into the Terran controlled sectors of space. If the UNSC were to prevent this war from continuing on any longer than it had, then they needed a strategy that would not only shorten the conflict, but would also inhibit the Empire's ability to wage war. It was a task easier said than done.

"With the MOAB patrolling the boarder regions, we are now able to free up enough vessels to effectively launch an offensive." Admiral Nobles commented, as a holographic image of the Andromeda suddenly appeared in front of the assembled group. Red icons could have been clearly seen high lighted on the image, showing the positions of numerous Imperial facilities which were relatively close to the Boarder regions. "So far we have been able to neutralize the Imperial bases in the Silvatia and Roki star systems, with nuclear strikes. But I am afraid that we may have only just delayed them for the time being."

"We must also remember that nuclear strikes may not be an option when deals with other Imperial ship yards and refueling depots" Commodore Kerron Phillips, commander of the Andromeda 15th fleet commented. "There are a number facilities are located near major population centers. Too close for us to use nuclear weapons, without causing major collateral damage."

"I have been in contact with my counterparts both within CIS military intelligence and the Jedi." Colonel Offee spoke up, as she proceeded to walk into the center of the room with a data pad in hand. "From what information they have been willing to share with us, I have complied a small list of possible targets that would seriously disrupt the Imperial war machine if we were to take them out."

" So what are these targets that you have in mid for us to destroy?" the supreme commander for the UNSC Andromeda forces asked the intelligence officer.

"Not just to destroy, but to capture as well.." the Mirialan corrected the general, as she began to type into her data pad. Suddenly the image before them changed to show numerous planets within Imperial space, that were known to be major slavery hubs. "As we all know the Empire relies heavily on forced labor to feed their industrial war machine. If we are able to liberate a number of these so called work camps, it would severely disrupt the Empire's manufacturing abilities. Not to mention that it may be possible for us to utilize some of these world as forward bases for future operations."

"That mean if we are to take theses worlds and hold them, then we would need to have a sizable ground force to be apart these future operations." General Joseph Mallard, commander of the UNSC Marine corps Andromeda force commented. As he looked over the data that he was receiving on his data pad.

"I understand your concerns, general." Escandor spoke up, as he began to manipulate the on his pad as well. " And I have been in contact with my counterparts within the CIS as well, and they have shown huge interest in conducting joint operations, if it means shortening this war. I have also been in contact with a number of _League _governments that have shown interest in striking at the Empire. Apparently a number of them still remember the hardships that were caused by the then Republic occupied their worlds."

"Also, the _Terrance Hood _and the _Avery Johnson _have just arrived from Reach with three battalions of _Spartan V's_." Admiral Nobles commented. "Now all we need is a target to throw them at."

"Then may I suggest one?" Barriss interjected, as the image of a desert like, rocky world appeared on the holo-display. "The Imperial navy have set up a major refueling depot and anchorage on Ryloth, while the planet's population has become a major source of forced labor for the Empire. We take that depot, we effectively take control of that particular sector. That will be our beach head in Imperial space."

"So how long will it take to assembly an task force to invade Ryloth?" the Marine corp general asked, as his mind had already begun to ponder just which units he would commit to the coming operation.

"Four, five weeks." Escandor replied, as he began to calculate in his head, the logistics that would be needed. "I will have meet with the CIS military command and inform them of what we have planned. But there is no doubt in my mind that they would agree to what we have planned."

"This may be diverting from the discussion, but I have to ask. What about that new super weapon that the Empire has?" Brigadier General _Tegan Corra _of the _Kiros _arm of the _Civil Defense Force _questioned the assembled group, as he had been silent on the matter up until this point. It was a statement that caught the attention of every single person that was there.

"From what we have been able to gather, this 'Death Star' of theirs has been redeployed within Imperial space." the CBMI colonel explained, "But I can understand your fears and your concerns. That station is still a clear and present danger to any and all future operations, until it is neutralized."

"So how do we deal with this threat?" Escandor questioned, "Another Eagle raid?"

"I am afraid that may not be an option, this time around." the colonel began to explain. "We have gotten information that indicates that the Empire have redeployed deep within Imperial space. Quite possible in response to a recent rise in rebel activity in the sector."

"But that does not change the fact that this station of theirs could be problematic in the near future." Noble commented. "We need to take that thing out and fast."

"But how?" the head of the _KCDF _questioned, as the Togrutan stood with his data pad in hand. Curious to see if anyone in the room would answer him.

"The longer we take to strike at the Empire, the better chance they have at rallying their forces and strike back against us." General Escandor said with a determine tone in his voice. "Right now our main priority should be to hit the Empire first and continue hitting them all the way back to Coruscant, Imperial Center or what ever they call their capital! Either way it is only a matter of time before the Empire decides to employ their new weapon against us and I want to make sure that when they do, it would be on their own turf. "

For the next few hours the members of the UNSC's Andromeda defense council went over the other possible targets that had been presented by the CBMI official. But even though there were several planets and star systems that were were considered to be vital to the Empire and their Imperial navy, there was one name that was constantly brought up in the discussion.

In the end it was decided that the UNSC and its allies in the both the CIS and the League of Non-Aligned States, would commit their forces to the capture and occupation of the of a star system that was located on one of the largest Hyper Space routes in the galaxy. A move that would not only give the allied forces a possible route into the core worlds, but would also shut the door to any and all Imperial forces that were attempting to re enforce their garrisons stationed through out the outer rim.

This was going to be the biggest military operation undertaken by the United Nations Space Command since the Covenant war and the commanders of this operation were hell bent on making it count.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

**_A/N: _**_Well there you go, I know there was no action but I hope you guys still liked it. Any way I realize that this story could end up being much bigger than the last one in scope and action alone. So don't be too surprised that one year from now I am only just starting to close it off. _

_Then again I can save face and start a new story that would mainly focus is on the many battles that would take place. Kinda do what "Clone Wars" did for the last two Star Wars movies. _

_As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. There is more to come so stay tuned! _

_-Enters a blue police box and closes the door- _

_-box fades out of existence- _


	18. Redemption's Call

_-Blue Police Box fades into existence, door opens and I come out-_

_**A/N: **__Oye! This was a royal pain to write! I just hope it was worth your wait. _

_Now... I am still hearing people bitch about how I made the UNSC is TOO overpowered in this fic and that the Empire is getting "Curbed Stomped" as a result. To you I say: _

_Uhhhh... the UNSC is overpowered on cannon. The Empire spent twenty years building a massive space station that could blow up a planet, while the UNSC can mass produce a bomb that could do the same thing! (Google"HALO Nova Bomb" if you don't believe me.) _

_Not to mention that they have access to technology from a race of beings that built a weapon that could (And did) destroy all life in the galaxy._

_Now... I want to know just how could a species that can reverse engineer ANYTHING, take advantage of that tech and not be able to improve their warships and weapons? _

_So in short if you don't like how I have the UNSC here, then don't read it. As for the rest of you who actually don't mind what I have, thanks for your support ant I hope this chapter is to your liking. _

_On to the fic! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Redemption's Call...] **_

The world around her was a complete blur for the former assassin, as Mara slowly began to stir from her impromptu slumber. The last thing the young woman could remember was falling into a river that had a powerful under current and trying desperately to keep herself from drowning, before eerything went black. But as the young woman's vision began to clear up, Mara noticed that she was no where near that river that almost took her life.

A s a matter a fact, Mara now found herself laying down on a soft, somewhat comfortable bed with a warm blanket covering her from the chest down. At first the assassin was relieved that she was no longer in that rushing torrent, but that relief was soon replaced with an overwhelming sense of dread that struck her like a bolt of force lighting.

If she was here, then it was more than likely that she had been captured while fighting for her life in that forsaken river. But just how was that even possible? As a member... former member of the Emperor's hand, Mara had gone through rigorous survival training that would have killed any lesser being. Thus she would have been able to, _(In her mind anyway), _successfully fend off any would be attackers, even if her own well being was in jeopardy. Just how could this have happened?

It was then at that very moment that the young and woman began to notice a sharp pain that was emanating from her fore head and as she placed her hand on the spot that was paining her, Mara could feel something soft wrapped around her head. She had been injured and her captors, for some reason, had taken the time to tend to Mara's wounds. It may have been a small act of kindness on the part of her captors, but it may have been the form of mercy that she may have ever gotten. Chances were that who ever they were, wanted to keep her alive long enough so as to "question" her in the future.

This was not how things were to play out. Mara thought that by leaving the Emperor's Hand, she would have been able to avoid what ever fate the force had warned her about. But instead the assassin had quite possibly delivered herself into the very same thing she was trying to avoid.

"Felling better, you are?" a strange yet soft voice spoke up suddenly, startling Mara a bit at almost causing her to fall out of her bed. Looking around to find the source of said voice, Mara was met with a sight that had her both in shock, as well as in awe. For now standing near the door was a rather small individual that could not have been a meter in height, with green skin and wore a grayish robe around his body.

Mara was at a complete loss for words, as she could remember seeing a holo-image of this very same individual, before her team left Imperial Center to join Thrawn and his invasion force. This was one of the targets that the Emperor had taken a keen interest in seeing eliminated and had even assigned Droga with the task of dealing with him. Yet here she was in the very same room with Droga's target and the fact that he was still alive, told the former Hand member that her former team mates had failed in their mission. It also answered her question of just who had captured her.

"Startle you, did I? Sorry, I am for" the small creature spoke again, as he began to walk towards Mara with the aid of a wooden cane. "Many questions, you may have. Yes?"

"Um..." Mara managed to squeak out, still at a loss for words. But some how she was able to find her voice and asked, "Whe... where am I?"

"Found you by a river, we did." the elder Jedi replied, as he came to a stop and looked up at the medical facility's latest resident. "Unconscious you were, when we found you. Lucky to be alive you are."

_'I would not be too sure about that.' _Mara thought inwardly, as she could feel the entire weight of her situation baring down on her.

"Troubling you, something is?" the Jedi asked again, as he could see a worried look forming on her face.

"I... I am fine." Mara said rather quickly, as she focused her attention toward the white blanket that was currently covering the lower half of her body. "Just that... my head hurts, that's all."

"Disturb you. I Did?" the Jedi questioned again, still looking up at the young women in bed.

"No no, I..." Mara began to say once again. "I just need a little more time to rest, that's all. I just wish that this head ache would go away."

"I see." the Jedi said with a nod, before he turned away . "Come check on you soon, a nurse will shortly." and with that statement, one of the Jedi order's wisest members exited the room. But before he did, he turned to face Mara once again and said "Remember... among friends, you are now. Be afraid, there is no need to be. Alone in the darkness, you are no more." and with that cryptic statement, the Jedi master exited the room. Leaving Mara all alone to ponder her situation in silence.

"Were you able to find out anything from our new guest, Master Yoda?" Jedi Master Obi Wan Kenobi asked as both he and his wife, Siri Tachi, stood in the hall way just outside Mara's room.

"No... I was not." the diminutive Jedi replied. "Traumatized and afraid... she is. In condition to answer questions, she is not."

"Master Yoda, are you sure that it is wise to have her inside the academy?" Siri questioned, "Those sabers that we found on her points to the fact that she was apart for that group of Emperor's Hands the UNSC encountered a few nights before."

"But with the group when they fell, she was not." Master Yoda replied, as he gestured for them to walk with him. "Aware of your concerns, I am. But fear her, we should not. Fear us, she does."

"She's.. afraid... of us?" Kenobi replied, caught completely by surprise by Yoda's statement that their guest was afraid.

"Yes." Yoda replied. "From what I can tell... a long time, she has been."

"Um... can you please explain?" Master Tachi said with a puzzled expression forming on her face. A fact that caused the elder Jedi to smile a little.

"Great potential of good all sentient beings have." the elder Jedi stated, as the trio came upon one of the balconies that over looked the academy's training grounds. Where numerous Jedi in training were milling about. " But willingness to do good, not all have. Abandon her group and their mission of evil, she did. Place her life at great risk for doing so, she has."

"But that does not change the fact that she has been tainted by the dark side." Master Kenobi said with a calm tone in his voice, a statement that was shared with his wife.

"Once a time... there was . Where we all were touched by the Dark side, there was." Master Yoda countered, as he faced the academy's co-administrators. "But escape it in time, we were able to. Escape the dark side, she is trying to do. Obligation to help her.. we have."

There was a moment of silence as both Obi Wan and his wife began to chew on what the Jedi's wisest member had to say about the assassin that was currently residing within the academy's medical facility. It was true that the Jedi Order had been manipulated by the Sith during the Clone Wars _(Now known as The Galactic Civil War by historians) _and if it were not for the covert actions of the Terran government and their UNSC, there was no telling just what could have become of the Jedi.

But here was an Individual who had not only been immersed in the Dark Side for most of their life, but had quite possibly been responsible for the death of numerous innocent lives. The Jedi had heard about the would be exploits about the Emperor's Hand over the years and considering that they were known to be ruthless and cold blooded, both Masters Kenobi and Tachi had every right to be wary about their wounded guest.

But despite this, Master Yoda was convinced that this young woman was far different from what the reports had lead the Jedi to believe. It was as if the aging Jedi could sense that Mara was far different from any other person that he had encountered in a very long time. As a matter a fact, in the last fifty years there were only two other individuals that master Yoda ever felt this way about and not only were they both Jedi, but were father and son.

"Great potential... she has in the future. Help her along... we need to do. First step to save herself, she took. Help to continue this path, we should." and with that closing statement, Master Yoda left the Kenobi and his wife alone on the balcony to think about what he had just said. As he began to slowly make his way towards a near by elevator.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Lessu city ruins, Ryloth ) **_

If there was ever a planet that had suffered the most due in part by the Empire's xenophobic policies towards the galaxy's alien population, Ryloth and its Twi'leks population would have been it. Already a major source of slave labor for countless centuries, the Empire was all to eager to capitalize on Ryloths only major export and as a result, the Twi'leks of Ryloth had become nothing more than farm stock to feed the Empire's unquenchable hunger for slaves.

Either for use as beast of burden for numerous projects that were currently being undertaken by the Empire. Or even as "entertainment" pieces for individuals that had less than honorable intentions for the females of the species. Entire settlements had been converted into nothing more than large holding camps for the now enslaved population and not even the nobility of Ryloth was safe from the Empire's policies. As they too were forcibly placed into a life of servitude while their possessions and/or what ever titles they may have had, were unceremoniously stripped away given to the new human population that now resided in and governed from the few cities that remained.

The rest had been completely destroyed by Imperial troops so as too send a message to any and all who resisted the Empire and the will of it's enlightened leader._ Lessu _being one of them, as the former capital city had been largely flattened by Imperial forces in an attempt to brutally quell a popular uprising that had taken place not too long after the establishment of direct Imperial rule.

But even though Lessu had been largely abandoned ever since the Imperial crackdown all those years ago, their were still those who called the destroyed city home. As the ruins became a popular hiding spot for individuals who had not only managed to flee the Empire's numerous slaver camps, but were also willing to pick up arms and fight against what they saw as Imperial exploitation of their home world.

So far this small yet determined group of freedom fighters/rebels had managed to become a major source of problems for the Imperial forces who were stationed on the planet's surface. But even though theses rebels could boast that their _"Hit and Run" _tactics had been largely successful, it was the population that they were trying to free, that would suffer the full brunt of the Empire's retaliations for these attacks. Most recently five thousand men, women and children were forced to dig a rather large trench outside their camp, before they were literally thrown in by Imperial troops and buried alive.

But espite all of this, the Twi'lek resistance still had the support of the population and were viewed as heroes. But even so, the Empire showed no signs of packing up and leaving Ryloth anytime soon, and with the Empire now in a state of war, there was no doubt that any and all future raids against the Imperial garrisons on the planet would become more difficult. As their had been a recent surge in Imperial personnel.

"The Imperials have begun to step up their operations against us." one of the rebel commanders stated in his native tongue, as he and a number of his fellow freedom fighters met to discuss recent developments. "I just received word that four of our camps have already been destroyed near the Twilight regions of the Nightlands. "

"It is the all over the map."Another rebel leader commented, as she brought out a map that showed the locations of their encampments . "Last week our base near the Rock Gardens had to be abandon before the Empire could bombard it from orbit. Then we lost several major supply caches when Joreikan fell."

"Cutting our overall war effort in half." the leader of the assembled replied, as she stood with the rest of the group."It's all because of that defeat they sustained over Naboo. The Imperials are starting to run scared and are starting to build up their forces to defend against the inevitable Terran counter offensive."

"So what do we do now, Master Secura?" the female rebel leader asked, frustration starting to build in her voice. "Do we just stand by and wait for these Terran to finally come to liberate our world? How many more of our people will die before they finally do come? That is if they even decide to come."

"Numa, I can understand just how you feel..." the elder woman said in an attempt to calm down her fellow freedom fighter.

"Do you really?" Numa asked with an sarcastic, almost accusing tone in her voice. A fact that has caught many of the other leaders there by surprise. "How do we even know that they would not abandon us like you Jedi did?"

All the elder Twi'lek could do at that moment was bow down her head and allow Numa's harsh words to sink in. Once again Master Secura was forced to deal with what many within the Order had started to call '_The Jedi's Punishment.' _Even though they had still been active within the galaxy since the fall of the Republic and have even been behind a number of resistance movements throughout the Empire _(Ryloth included). _ it was still a constant reminder that the Jedi, had a very long way to go if the Jedi ever hoped to regain the trust of the very same people they were tricked into betraying all those years ago.

"Numa, please calm down." another rebel leader yelled out, snapping the young woman out of her tirade.

"Numa... I know the last few weeks have been tough on you, as well as everyone else here. But right now we must focus on keeping the Imperials occupied until the UNSC arrives." Aayla replied with a calm tone, even though the expression on her face told everyone their that Numa's words had struck a cord with the Jedi. "I promise you... the Jedi... nor I will abandon you."

"But you still have not answered my question, Master Secura." Numa replied, unphased by the Jedi's facial expression. "How are you sure that the Terrans will strike Ryloth."

"Because..." Aayla began to say, a hint of uncertainty starting to loom at the back of her mind. As she did not know just how the rebels would react when she told them what she had to say. "Because we are going to hit this." and with that, she took out a small device that was hidden in her robes and no sooner had Aayla done so, the holographic image of a what looked like some giant, ground based energy weapon.

"No..." Numa gasped out in awe, "That's... That's suicide! We can't hit there!"

"I am going to have to agree with Numa." The first rebel leader from before replied. " That ion cannon emplacement is too heavily guarded!"

"I know. That is why I went in alone to scout the one outside of Kala'uun." Secura replied with a neutral tone. A statement that surprised the assembled group, as Kala'uun was quite possibly thee most heavily patrolled area on the planet. "If we place chargers near these power converters, it will disable the cannon and allow the Terrans to attack the city head on."

"Well... even if we do take out the cannon, which is impossible, the Terrans would still need to get in to the city." Kenter replied, pointing out the fact that Kala'uun was situated with a mountain.

"They know the location of the city. They already have their plans for it, we just need to give them the opening to do so."

"So who are you going to get to place these charges?" Numa asked with an almost cynical tone in her voice. Still unsure if this apparent suicide mission would even be successful or even worthwhile.

"I will deliver the charges myself." the Jedi master replied firmly. "Delivery and placement of these devices will require both speed and stealth. And out of everyone here... I am the one best suited for this "

There was a long moment of silence as the three rebel leaders allowed what the Jedi master had said to sink in. For many years these three individuals had been fighting for the liberation of their home world and even though the Jedi had been aiding them directly during this time, the rebel groups never felt as if they were any closer to achieving their ultimate goal of freeing Ryloth.

Now the very same Jedi that had helped organized their movement over the years, had now confirmed that the Terrans were planing to attack the Imperial forces that were currently occupying Ryloth. Their people would finally be free after so may horrible years of Imperial exploitation, all they needed to do was distract the Empire's forces long enough for Master Secura to destroy the ion cannon that was protecting the city of Kala'uun, so that the UNSC could assault the capital.

"When to we move out?" Numa questioned , as she and the other two leaders of the combined Ryloth rebel factions stared at the elder woman and waited for an reply. The answer they got, surprised them all.

"Tonight..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. Preston J. Cole, 2 hours later. ) _

"Admiral, we have received a communication from the Prowler _On Knife's Edge. _They have received the signal from Master Secura on Ryloth stating that the Ryloth rebel factions have begun their attacks on Imperial ground units, while her group have begun to move on the the capital." the small holographic image of a young naval officer informed his commander.

"What is the status of the fleet, _Jeremiah_?" the UNSC flag officer asked his vessel's resident artificial intelligence, as he stared out at the numerous vessels that were currently in formation around the _Infinity MKII – class _vessel.

"All ships are reporting green and are awaiting your orders." the AI stated crisply, "and Admiral Wyvro is also reporting that his fleet is to make the jump to hyperspace as well,"

"I guess it's now or never. Patch me through to the fleet." the admiral ordered, to which the AI carried it out.

"This is Admiral Waters to all vessels. _Operation Watch Tower _is a go!" the Terran officer said in his most authoritarian voice, as the command was relayed to every vessel that was present in the massive formation.

No sooner had the message had been received, multiple Slip Space portals suddenly appeared and the largest formation of UNSC vessels the Andromeda galaxy had seen to date, disappeared into them. But no sooner had they vanished into the Forerunner inspired technology, hundreds upon hundreds of Confederacy naval vessels suddenly stretched into infinity for a split second, before they too vanished into the darkness of space.

The Empire was about to be invaded...

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Yep, Invasion time. Now don't worry there is a Death Star vs MOAB battle in the works so please be patient. _

_Also... I must stress that readers that are new to this story read both "HALO: The Terran Republic Affair" and "HALO: The Chain" or you will be lost. _


	19. Operation Watch Tower: Pt 1

_**A/N: **__I just wanted to point out that this chapter largely takes place before the invasion. Also, Special Tactics and Reconnaissance make their first appearance since "Terran Republic Affair" and they will be featured more in the coming chapters. _

_To Thrawn92: Be patient young Padowan :) _

_To Mobulis: I know, but how do u to a weapon that can (and did) wipe all life in a galaxy?_

_And to Mandalore Requiem: Here it is! _

_On to the story! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Watch Tower: T-minus...] **_

Many years ago there was once a time when a young Twi'lek girl by the name of _Numa, _saw the solders of the Galactic Empire, _(Then known as Republic Clone Troopers)_, as liberators and heroes. During the civil war that had engulfed the galaxy at the time, Ryloth had been invaded by elements of the Confederacy's then Droid armies and placed under the direct control of a one _Wat Tambor. _A Skakoan male and high ranking member of the _Techno Union_, who ruled the conquered world with a ruthless brutality that would not be match until the rise of the Galactic Empire.

It was in this atmosphere of war, that little Numa lost both of her parents when Droid solders attacked her home city of Nabat, leaving Numa to fend for herself in the tunnel system that ran throughout the underground city. It was also during this time that the young child was found and befriended by two Clone troopers that were apart of the Republic force that had been sent in to liberate Ryloth. It were those two clones that had quite possibly saved her life by giving her some of there rations to eat but more importantly, they gave her a sense of comfort that she had not felt since the loss of her mother and father.

Ever since her meeting with the clones, Numa never forgot the kindness they showed her during those dark times. They had given her some sense of hope as well as comfort, they had even been responsible for reuniting her with her uncle and she thought that once these clone troopers were around, Ryloth would always have guardians to protect it.

Little did the young Twi'lek know that the very same Clones that she had once though of as heroes, would soon become symbols of the oppression that would sweep the Galaxy. Or that her planet would become just one of the many worlds that the "Enlightened" leader of this new Empire, thought of as expendable.

The CIS may have taken away her mother and father, but it was this new order that the Empire was pushing, that would took away everything else that she had left. She could still remember the night when the newly installed Imperial army landed on the planet and began to round up all the members of the planet's ruling council. Saying that the Emperor had decided that Ryloth needed special attention considering that it was already a major supplier of the one commodity that the citizens of the Empire needed. Unfortunately for the Twi'leks, that commodity was not the Ryll used to create a number of medicines, that had saved a number of lives throughout the galaxy.

Numa could still vividly remember the riots that occurred when Imperial forces began to remove individuals from there homes and place them into these so called _"Protected Zones",_ which were nothing more that holding facilities for her people to be placed into slavery. It was also during these riots that Numa, for the second time in her young life, lost someone that was she was very close to. As her uncle was killed by Storm Troopers when they came to take her away. Needless to say, the lost of her only surviving relative caused something to snap within the young Twi'lek.

The once naive and hopeful child had now been replaced with a young adult that was forced to grow up, just so as to deal with the situation she was now forced to face. An young adult that had an undying hatred for the Imperial forces that had taken so much away from her and her people. As well as harboring a strong distrust for the Jedi order, as she blamed them for abandoning her people all those years ago.

But tonight as she looked through her view scope and watched as an freighter with Imperial markings began enter the underground space port of Kala'uun, Numa would not have to force herself to place her trust in the hands of the very same order that she distrusted. All she and her group had to do, as gain the attention of the local Imperial garrison and continue to draw their attention so as to allow Master Sacura to conduct a mission. All the while ensuring that the enemy forces would not discover their ruse.

"Are all groups in position?" Numa asked her second in command, as she continued to scan the area for any targets of interest.

"All have reported in and are standing by." a Twi'lek by the name of Janra replied firmly, as he held on to his _DLT-20A Blaster Rifle. _A weapon he had "acquired" from a dead Storm Trooper after a successful raid against an Imperial patrol. "Do you see anything?"

"Afraid not." Numa replied with a flat tone in her voice. "Only a few patrols, but nothing to warrant our attention."

"The Jedi said that the Terrans would be here helping us," Janra said with an almost annoyed tone in his voice. Referring to the fact that just hours before the rebels had set out on their mission, Master Secura informed the group that the Terran CBMI had deployed an special operations team, in advance of the up coming invasion. The Jedi had said that these _"S.T.A.R.U." , _as they were called, would meet up with the rebels outside the city, but so far Numa and her group of fighters had yet to make any form contact with the Terran unit. "They should have contacted us by now."

"I don't like it either." Numa replied, as she turned back to face her comrade in arms. "But if Master Secura said they would be here... then they will be."

"Don't tell me that you are starting to trust the Jedi." Janra asked, sounding a bit surprised that his commander was starting to trust a Jedi.

"Like I said, I don't like it any more than you do." Numa replied, "But so far Master Secura has been honest and has yet to let us down. I don't want to think that she would start now."

There was a brief moment where the young Twi'lek male thought about what told him and as much as he hated to admit it, Master Secura had proven that she could have been trusted. But just as Jenra was about to speak up once again, something happened that no one there was expecting.

For suddenly the night's silence was broken by a series of loud explosions that emanated from the underground city's location and when the assembled group of rebel fighters looked towards the source of the sounds, they were met with a sight that many of them would not soon forget.

For where just moments before where the main entrance towards the underground city, a large fireball was now erupting from it's place. While the wreckage of the very same freighter they had seen earlier, now rested in the entrance way engulfed in flames. Apparently they had been some kind of accident and the end result had caused some serious damage to the space port's entry way. So stunned were the assembled group of rebels, they did not even notice a dozen figures dressed in black armor suddenly materialized out of thin air behind them.

"Judging by your weapons, I am guessing that you are the one we are here to meet?" one of the figures suddenly spoke up in perfect Twi'lek, snapping the rebels out of their stunned stupor and alerting them to the figures presence. Needless to say, Numa and her group were stunned that these figures that seeming appeared out of thin air and the fact they had appeared behind her group, did not give the young woman any comfort either. But somehow Numa was able to fight through her uneasiness about these strangers and replied, "And I am guessing that by the weapons you carry, you are this 'STARU' that master Secura told us about."

The armored figure nodded in reply as he said, "Your assumption would be correct. _Lieutenant Matthew Stringer, Special Tactics and Reconnaissance Unit._" he introduced himself.

"Numa." the freedom fighter said flatly, reverting to her abrasive demeanor. "And if I had to guess, that 'accident' we just saw was of your design?"

"I can not confirm or deny that my group may or may not have been involved in recent events that resulted in the destruction of the Imperial slaver." Stringer began to explain, his helmet translating for him "All I will say is that now there is a diversion, Master Secura can carry out her mission and we can enter the city and carryout our mission."

"Excuse me?" Numa asked curiously, completely stunned by the STARU's statement that they would be entering the very heart of the Imperial presence on Ryloth. "Did you just say, we are going to enter Kala'unn?"

"Yes." Matthew began to explain, "While the Imperials are busy with the business of dealing with that 'accident', we are going to sneak into the city and take control of it's central computer."

"And just how do you plan to do that?" Jenra asked with an suspicious tone in his voice.

"We have our ways, don't worry about that." the STARU leader said flatly, "thanks to that explosion the doors to the are jammed open and can't be closed until it is cleared. That will be our entry point."

"There is a river that runs underneath the city." Numa began to explain. "We can use it to enter the city, via the pumping station the empire installed. There are already three hundred of my people there awaiting the signal to move, If we link with them then we would have a much larger force "

"There is no time." Stringer replied, "But if we can establish a foothold in the city, then we can have them come in as a secondary force. We must must get moving now before the Imps lock down the area."

For a brief moment Numa wanted nothing more than to snap at this new comer and let him know that he could not just come in and start ordering herself and her people as if they were apart this UNSC she had always heard about, but never saw in action herself. In her mind Numa thought that she had every right to snap at this Stringer individual and let him know just who was in charge. But once again her common sense came into play and she had to admit that the STARU's thinking was sound.

They did needed to get into Kala'uun quickly and the STARU's plan to use the crash site as an entry point, was the most direct route into the city. Not to mention that her original plan would have taken much longer to execute and time was not exactly on their side as the rebel leader knew that within a matter of hours, the Terran Union's military will arrive to begin the process of liberating Ryloth. The last thing they needed was to come in and meet a city that was still heavily defended.

"Alright," Numa said in a flat, almost defeated tone. "But once we get in, we head towards the pump station to let the rest of my people in."

"Understood." Stringer replied. "We can access the city's computer from there."

"And how do you intend for us to infiltrate the city?" Jenra spoke up, still not convinced that these Terrans truly knew what they were doing.

"Just leave that problem to us." Stringer said simply. "My men will clear out the area so that your group can pass."

"And just how do you plan on doing that?"

"Watch us..." and with that statement Stringer, as well as the the rest of the STARU suddenly disappeared right before the Twi'lek fighters.

"You can't be serious in trusting these people." Jenra asked, the disbelief in his voice could have been clearly heard. All Numa did in return was stare her second in in command in his eyes and reply...

"Like I said before... I don't like it either."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( 13 kilometer away...)___

_'Did they have to be so noisy?' _Master Sacura thought to herself, as she could clearly see the massive fire fire ball rise into the air, from her current position on top of the hill that hid the power plant that the Empire used to power the seven ion cannons that surrounded the city.

The Empire already had three Ion cannons positioned around Kala'uun as an deterrent to any attempts by the growing _Rebel Alliance _to capture Ryloth. But when the war broke a few months ago, the Empire began to build up the defensive capability of this key Imperial out post. As a result, four more cannons were placed around the city to supplement the three that were already there. But in the Empire's hast to construct these impressive weapons of war, they had given the system a potentially fatal flaw.

Normally each cannon would be supplied with their own individual generator, so as to ensure that they would always have a constant and reliable source of power, even if their main supply was destroyed. But because of how Ryloth was largely underdeveloped when compared to other Imperial worlds, coupled with the fact that the Imperial authorities had rushed the instillation process, Kala'uun's Ion cannons all had to rely on a central power station that was located just a few miles away from the city.

To its credit the Imperials had built the station inside of a small hill and had actually placed an Ion cannon, as well as numerous anti-air defenses around it. Even if the cannon on top had been destroyed, the station would have still been able to operate as normal as long as the main power convertors were not damaged or destroyed. If that were to happen then the entire Ion grid would fail , leaving Kala'uun and it's entire population of Imperial supporters open to an orbital assault. It was a fact that Master Sacura hoped to capitalize on, as she activated her suit's cloaking ability and entered the facility via a small vent she found.

Using the knowledge she had gained from her previous scouting missions, the Jedi Master was able to navigate herself through the complex system of ventilation ducts and shafts and after fifteen minutes of crawling, Secura soon found the area that housed the station's convertors.

Carefully prying off the vent cover and skillfully catching it before it could fall to the floor, the lone Twi'lek eased herself out of the ventilation duct and swiftly moved into the shadows behind the soon to be doomed machinery. Her stealth suit and its millions of nanobots may have been able to fool any security scanners, but it was no where as advanced as the stealth technology used by CBMI _STARU_ AND anyone with good eyesight would have still been able to make out the some what blurred outline of its wearer. It was a fact that Secura was well aware of, hence she had to careful or risk discovery.

With the constant hum of the machinery as her only companion, Secura used the cover of the shadows to conceal her movements. Just as the Jedi had hoped, the actions of the Terran special operations group STARU, had definitely gained the attention of the Imperial solders in the base. As a number of them were now above ground either apart of the hastily assembled teams that would be heading in to help secure the crash site, or were just there to see what had happened. Either way, Aalya knew that this "distraction" would not last for long and that the Imperial solders would eventually come across the Terran's ruse. A fact that was brought home for the Jedi as she say two Storm Troopers walk pass her position, completely unaware of her presence. Time was not on her side tonight, Aalya knew that she would had to work fast.

Reaching into her suit, the stealthy Jedi pulled out what at first looked like nothing more that a sheet of clear plastic which was no thicker or bigger than a sheet of paper one might find in a standard note book. Taking a few moments to inspect said "sheet", Master Secura then placed it on the side of one of the generators there and no sooner than she did, a digital timer display suddenly appeared on the clear surface of the Terran designed explosive device. Taking a moment to set the timer, Secura then moved on to the next location to repeat the process of placing the charges.

Finally after what could have been the longest fifteen minutes of her life, Aalya had completed her mission and began to back track her steps so as to exit the facility. Still using the shadows to conceal her movements and lessening her chances of being detected as she did so. But as she entered the ventilation system and began to make her way through it once again, the Jedi suddenly heard a soft beeping sound coming from her wrist band. The very same wrist band that the CBMI gave her before he came to Ryloth to form up the resistance movement and upon investigation the Twi'lek Jedi could see a word flash across it.

"_Watch Tower" _

It was at that very moment that the Jedi could feel a sharp jolt of energy suddenly run up her spine, as her lekku began to twitch. War was once again coming to the Twi'lek home world and with the Jedi's new ally leading the charge, it would be coming back with a vengeance.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Cardan IV-class Space Station, In Orbit around Ryloth )_

"Commander, Kala'uun is reporting that they have the situation with the crashed slaver under control and should have the port reopened within a matter of hours." an young Imperial ensign commented from his station, as he updated his superior about the recent crash outside the capital city.

"Have you got a casualty report yet?" _Ruter Tol,_the station's commander asked, as the senior Imperial officer stood in front of the center console of the station's command center.

"Negative sir." the ensign replied, "They have been unable to access the command section of the vessel to see if there are any survivors. But they have reported that have lost contact with an patrol that was in the area at the time of the crash."

"Is it possible that this may have been a result of another resistance attack?" another one of the station's senior officers asked , as he joined the rest of the command crew around the center console.

"I highly doubt that they were behind this incident." Tol replied, "Intelligence reports state that the Ryloth rebels do not possess any weapons that could down a vessel of any size."

"That fact has not stopped them from launching attacks against ground patrols, in the past." the young officer countered, pointing out that these rebels, thought out gunned, were still able to inflict serious damage against Imperial forces on the ground. "Not to mention that we received word from I.I.* that both the Terrans and the Confederacy are getting ready to launch an offensive. It is possible to think that this accident with the freighter, was by design."

"Even so, what would they have to gain by destroying one single vessel?" the Imperial commander countered, a hint of confidence in voice as he spoke. As if he was certain that the matter with the freighter was nothing more than a random accident. "It was not like the space port was even damaged in the crash and even if it was, it still would have not affected the deportation of slaves off the planet.."

"Sir, we are getting reports that the Garrison in _Sal'kaasa _is under attack!" one of the command center's crew members suddenly stated, catching Ruter by surprise and gained both his and the command crew's attention.

"Under attack?" the now stunned officer asked, as her rushed over to the crew member's position in the C&C. "By who, the rebels?"

"Details are sketchy." the ensign replied, "But they are reporting that they are being attacked by... this can't be right."

"What can't be right?"

"The officer in charge of the garrison is stating that they are being attacked... by..."

"By...?"

"By... 'ghost' sir." the young man replied, sounding a bit confused by what he was hearing."

"Ghost? Put me in touch with this officer!" Tol demanded, curious as to what was really going on on the planet's surface.

"Sir, now I'm getting reports that _"Camp-13" _outside Leb'Reen is under attack as well." another crew member announced, once again catching Tol off guard. But before he could react again, another ensign spoke up and announced that there were now reports of blaster fire coming from within the city of Kala'uun.

This could not be happening, Ruter thought. Not on his watch anyway and considering that these attacks were happening simultaneously with this incident outside the capital, it did not take long for the Imperial officer to place two and two together, and realize just what was going on.

"Contact Inperial Center and inform them that Ryloth it under attack!" Tol ordered out loud, "Inform all vessels in the area to go to red alert and order battle stations!"

"Yes sir!" the young ensign replied, as he got down to the business of carrying out his commander's orders. But no sooner had be begun to transmit, he soon discovered that the communications system for the station was not responding to his commands and upon closer investigation, he soon discovered something that made his blood run cold. "Sir... I... I... think we are being jammed." he gasped out in both shock and horror, as if his mind was unable comprehend what was going on.

"Jammed...?" the commander of the Imperial operated station replied fearfully. If their communications were already being jammed, then that could have only meant one thing. Unfortunately for Tol and his crew, his fears were soon founded, as a young ensign suddenly spoke up and said...

"Sir... Multiple energy spikes detected..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Remember a little while ago when I said I was evil? Well... Mwha haa haa... _

_But don't fret or if you are like certain reviewers in the past I have encountered, have a hissy fit and become childish in your remarks about this chapter. There is more to come so please bare with me here. I don't like to make chapters longer than they have to be for the benefit of the reader. Besides... it give you guys something to look forward to in the future ;) _

_Next Chapter, the Battle for Ryloth begins with a bang! So stay tuned for more and please review! _

_* : I.I. (Imperial Intelligence)_


	20. Operation Watch Tower: Pt 2

_**A/N: **__And here it is, part two of the Operation Watch Tower arc of this story and I hope it will be worth your wild. Also, new weapons will be featured and I think it may make many of you very excited indeed to see what the UNSC solder has by this point. _

_Now on to the fic :) _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Operation Watch Tower: Day One... )**_

_( Kala'uun , Thirty minutes earlier...) _

If one were to tell Numa twenty-four hours earlier that she would once again be standing in the city where her life changed forever, the young Twi'lek would have thought of you as being crazy and proceed to shoot them in the head for wasting her time with such garbage. But yet here she was in what was once one of the two capital cities that at time had governed a free and independent Ryloth.

Thanks to the covert yet straight forward actions of the Terran special forces team known as _S.T.A.R.U_. Numa, along with her band of rebel fighters, were able to enter the heavily guarded city unnoticed. It was also during this time that Numa, as well as the rest of her team, got their first glimpse at what sort of fire power this Terran spec op team was packing and needless to say, they were all slack jawed by what they saw.

Even though the STARU were in full cloak, the rebels were able to see what kind of fire power these Terrans had, as numerous Storm Troopers they encountered looked as if they were literally consumed by a blue colored light that ate away at their bodies. Leaving nothing of their existence behind as they painfully disappeared from the realm of the living forever. Numa had heard that the Terran relied heavily on projectile based weaponry for their armed forces and that unlike the blaster rifles she was used to, these "Slug Throwers" would literally rip apart at their victim's flesh. Obviously these weapons STARU the was using were much more advanced and judging by the scream of the dying Storm Troopers, much more painful.

She really wanted to get a weapon like that for her own. But that thought was quickly pushed to the back of her mind, as the reality that they were now in thee most heavily guarded city on Ryloth, began to sink in.

For Numa this was the culmination of almost fifteen years of fighting the Imperials, fifteen years of conducting little more than hit and run missions against a force that was not above taking out it's frustration on the Twi'lek people for their rebellious actions. A enemy force that had robbed her, as well as many other persons of her age, of their childhood and their families. Numa was going to make sure that the Imperial population that now resided in the homes that they had stolen away from the Twi'lek people, feel the very same pain that they had caused her and Numa would make sure that no one would be spared her wrath.

After so many minutes of sneaking through the subterranean city, the group finally came upon their first objective. The underground chamber that contained the pumping station that supplied the entire city with a fresh supply of water from the river system which ran below the city.

Using a near by ally for cover, Numa could see a large number of Imperial solders posted outside of the station's main entrance and by the looks of things, they meant business. As they had actually place two mini-turret blasters on each side of the entrance, while a rather large pair blast doors effectively separated the pumping station from the rest of the city.

"So what is you plan now?" Numa asked the STARU leader, as he and the rest of his group had reassembled with the Ryloth resistance.

Taking a moment to check his wrist mounted computer, Stringer noticed the words _"Watch Tower" _flash across the small display. It was those two words that the former Marine and special ops agent had been anticipating since his team's deployment on this planet all those weeks ago, and although he had hoped that his group would have been able to accomplish a lot more, those two words alone told him that within a few minutes, all hell was about to break loose.

"Our plan now..." the STARU began to say, as his _MHL-130 _assault rifle seemingly assembled itself in his hands and aimed it at the closest group of Imperials to his position. "... we go loud!"

Suddenly the Storm Troopers protecting Kala'uun's water supply, soon found themselves on the receiving end of the Forerunner inspired weapon system. Their lives meeting an painful and glowing end, as numerous hard light rounds impacted their bodies with the effectiveness and brutality that was expected from such an exotic and deadly design.

Getting over the initial shock over the Terran's sudden attack and not wanting to be left out of the action, the rebels soon followed suit and began to open fire with their stolen Imperial weapons. Brutally picking off troopers who had so arrogantly thought they were lucky enough to survive the STARU's onslaught. But the Imperials were quick to rally themselves and make an attempt to repel their would be attackers, with the two blaster turrets on station coming to life and open fire in support of their fellow imperial solders.

For a moment it looked as if the first ground battle for the UNSC would have been both a disaster and short lived, as the turrets began to inflict heavy casualties on the Twi'lek rebel force. But the turrets involvement in the fire fight was short lived as two STARU agents, armed with _HEMR-90 _"_Hammer" _rocket launchers, proceeded to empty payload into the lightly armored Imperial heavy weapons emplacements. Their locations soon replaced with with pillars of smoke and flame that engulfed everything around them, an action that saw the destructing of not only the turrets, but the massive doors as well.

Not wasting any time, Stringer ordered his men into the new opening in an attempt to rush the station and prevent the workers inside from barricading themselves .

"Numa..." one of the Twi'lek fighters spoke up, as he saw his leader cradling a dead fighter in her arms. The expression on her face showing that the death of this particular rebel having a strong affect on her. "Numa... we have to go! The men are counting on you to lead them."

"They... they murdered him..." the young female said softly, still holding the dead fighter in her arms. "He was on the ground wounded... and I saw them walk up and shoot him in the head. He was helpless and they murdered him."

"Numa, we can't stay here." the fighter tried to reason with her. "Janra would want you to finish the mission. We have to go now!"

"Right... right..." the wounded Twi'lek said softly, as she gently placed the body of her murdered friend on the ground and headed off to regroup with the rest of the force. All the while mentally vowing to make all those who were responsible for her friend's death, pay dearly for their actions. Even if they were not the ones who pulled the trigger.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. Preston J. Cole, Present... ) _

"Admiral, sensors are picking up four hundred vessels of Imperial design in orbit around Ryloth." the artificial intelligence for the _Infinity MKII _ Battleship informed the vessel's commander, as it along with over sixteen hundred UNSC and Confederacy suddenly appeared just eighty-five thousand kilometers away from the Imperial forces that surrounded the Twi'lek home world.

"Can you give me a read out of what kind of vessels the Imperials currently have over the planet, Jeremiah?" Admiral _Hector Waters _asked the artificial intelligence. As he wanted to know just what his combined forces would be going up against.

Taking a few moments to go through the information that he was receiving from the scanners, as well as going through the files that the CBMI had on the Empire's current fleet of vessels, the Cole's resident AI replied, "Eighty-five Gladiators class destroyers, sixty Broadside corvettes, thirty Dreadnaught-class heavies, and ninety Imperial-class 'Star Destroyers'. The remaining vessels reading as unarmed and are currently breaking away from orbit and jumping to hyperspace,

"Looks like we caught them with their pants down." Waters replied with a hint of amusement in his voice. "What about that space station, does it pose a threat?"

"The CBMI files lists it as a _Cardan IV-class _station." the AI stated, " and I must point out that they are normally armed with two Ion cannon. Each one carrying ten times the yield than the one that was used to attack the _Reach _during the Jedi evacuation.

"Which means that our main priority would be to either disable or destroy that thing before we can start landing operations." Waters stated, as he looked on at the holographic display that showed the offending space station.

"Sir, the enemy fleet is forming up and moving in to firing position. Enemy space station is deploying fighters." Jeremiah alerted, as the image in front of the admiral suddenly shifted to highlight both the Imperial forces and the joint UNSC – Confederacy invasion force.

" Have all our vessels deploy our fighters and have them engage." the UNSC admiral began to bark out orders to the vessel's command and control staff , "Contact Wyvro, have his fleet hold off and protect the transports. Jeremiah, get me a firing solution on that station."

"Admiral, I must advise that due to the close proximity of the station to Ryloth, _SMAC _rounds may end up impacting on the planet's surface with devastating results." the AI stated in an neutral tone, "I suggest that we have the _LCV _units engage the station, seeing as they are currently armed with low yield _Type-90 Long Lance missiles." _

"Make it happen." Waters orders, as he continued to closely monitor the developing situation at had. Knowing very well that it would only be a matter of time before the Empire would eventually launch a counter attack, once they found out that one of their main fueling hubs was now under attack.

Suddenly the space around Ryloth erupted in a massive fire fight, as fighters from both the UNSC and the Imperial navy engaged each other in the largest dog fight of the war to date. For the second time during the conflict, Imperial _TIE fighters _soon found themselves mixing it up with Terran built _SCF-44Cs "Vampire" _space superiority fighters. Moments later Empire's capital ships soon joined the fight and began to engage the UNSC fleet.

With turbo blasters blazing and with support coming from the Cardan IV station, the Imperials were attempting to at least break the Terran lines to as to get a clear shot at the transports that the Confederacy force were protecting. But unlike the ill fated Battle of Naboo, which had taken place just over a month before, the UNSC force was now bolstered with vessels which were more advanced _(and powerful) _than the ones that were engaged over Naboo.

Most notably, the presence of the _4 mile long, Infinity MKII _ that was the _UNSC Preston J. Cole, _as well as the presence a large number of the new _Alliance-class Heavy Destroyers, _sent a clear message that this was not the same UNSC that the Emperor had spent so many years vilifying. This was a UNSC that was far different than the one the Empire first encountered over Naboo and for the crews of these Imperial vessel in orbit, they were going to learn that fact the hard way.

On board the Cardan IV the station's commanders could only look on in complete shock and disbelief, as this massive wall of Terran capital ships lead by the Cole ans these new destroyers, begin to bare down on this relatively meager fleet. Unfortunately the Terrans had decided to attack the Imperial outpost one week before over five hundred Imperial vessels were to arrive to bolster the current fleet in orbit and even then it may not have been enough to fend off this enemy force.

Suddenly one of the commanders noticed several small vessels breaking off from the main force and began to plot an intercept course. "Take those ships out! Fire everything!" the commander roared out, a hint of fear could be heard in his voice as he spoke. The crew at their stations did as they were told and began to manipulate the controls in front of them.

Soon the entire Cardan IV station erupted in an impressive show of fire power, as every single turbo blaster turret and cannon opened fire. In an attempt to defend the station against these would be attackers and for a moment, it actually looked as if the attacking ships would have been destroyed by this overwhelming show of brutal fire power. But to the complete shock and horror of the Imperial crew, the enemy ships did not seem to be affected by the barrage, as they proceeded to return fire with their own assortment of energy and 'hard light' based weaponry.

Suddenly dozens of missiles, each one measuring up to 25 feet in length and three feet in width, shot out from the vessels and accelerated to 25.5% the speed of the speed of light. As the attacking LCV's broke off and began to back track towards the main fleet. There really nothing the crew of the now doomed space station could do at this time was make peace with what ever deity they worshiped or in the case of some of the command crew, silently asked for their Emperor to forgive them for their failure. As they saw the Terran made missiles get closer and closer until their was a loud explosion and everything went white.

The station's shielding did not do much to slow down the incoming projectiles down, as the kinetic force behind them proved to be just too much for the generators to bare and exploded as a result. Leaving the Cardan open to the onslaught that were the Long Lance missiles. A weapon that didn't even need a nuclear war head to cause serious damage to what ever target it was aimed at and in the case of the Imperial built space station, they impacted it's hull with a vicious fury that could not even be placed into words. An effect that proved to be devastating, as she station was violently ripped apart and exposed large sections of it to the vacuum of space and be the time it was all over, the once proud facility was reduced to nothing more than a large, orbiting tomb for those who were not sucked out into space.

It was a scene that was repeated time and again during the course of the space battle, as the much larger UNSC fleet proceeded to decimate the smaller Imperial fleet. The Preston J. Cole showing just why many in the UNSC considered the Infinity MKII as thee most powerful class of warship that humanity ever designed and launched. As it had managed to leave several Star Destroyers dead in space as floating tombs for their now deceased crews, while another was currently in the process of being rendered the same way, compliments of the Cole's _Type VIII_ _Particle Beam Cannon. _A weapon that was specifically created for the Infinity MKII, as well as other large vessels.

Soon what was left of the Imperial forces in orbit were now in the process of disengaging and moving off to gain some distance between them and the UNSC , as the Confederacy task force was now free to move up and begin landing operations on the planet's surface. But before this could begin, several UNSC destroyers moved into position over the planet and began to target numerous areas on the surface.

At first one would think that these vessels were going to actually open fire on the planet's surface to soften up the Imperial forces on the ground and they would not be wrong. They were there to clear the way for the main force, but the payload they would be delivering would not be nuclear, nor kinetic in nature. In fact, it would be human.

On board the destroyer _Ernest E. Evens, _a number of armored clad individuals were making final checks of their weapon systems and armor before they were to enter their assigned _Single Occupant Exoatmospheric Insertion Vehicles, or SOEIV _for short. Each one of them dressed in the latest generation of Battle Dress Uniform known as _"Crysis Armor." _Which was the culmination of decades of research and development into nano-technology and in some ways, it was the holy grail personal armor protection. For it had the ability to not only take serious amounts of punishment while still protecting it's wearer, but also had the ability to even repair itself to a point. In essence, healing itself.

Needless to say, the UNSC was quick to equip a number of it elite units with the armor when it first entered service almost fifteen years ago. But even though by this point both the Army and Marine Corp had similar armor for their troops, both ODST and STARU units were always assigned the more advanced models due to the dangerous nature of their missions. ODSTs getting models that had heavier armor, while STARU's variants were equipped with cloak technology.

It may not have been fare to the enemy during a fight but as everyone knows, all is fare in love and war.

Among this group of black armored warriors, was an individual stuck out as much here as an orange growing on an apple tree. For one thing she wore a custom made variant to the armor that the ODST around her , which was not as bulky and weighted much less. Another thing that made he stand out was the fact that she was not human but in fact Togruta and unlike those around her, she was not armed with an MHL-13O or a HEMR-90 as her primary weapon. Instead she was armed with only a _M6E _personal defense weapon system and another weapon that was commonly carried by persons that were members in the Orders.

"Lock and load! Were goin' in!" the leader of the assembled group called out, as he came into the staging area with an MHL-130 holstered on his back. "Our target is a military barracks ten clicks south of the capital. We need to clear it out to that the larger vessels can set down and off load the main force to take the city. Oorah?"

"Oorah!" the entire group roared in replied, as they picked themselves up and proceeded towards their SOEIVs. Taking one last moment to make sure that she everything secured, the Togruta Jedi got up from her position and along with the others, got ready to enter her pod. But just as she was about to enter her craft, the same ODST from before came up to her and said, "Master Tano, the bridge has reported that they have picked up Master Secura's beacon five miles due west of the LZ."

"Thank you, colonel." Ahsoka replied, as she placed on her armor's custom made helmet and proceeded to enter her entry vehicle. Within a few minutes the Destroyer's entire compliment Orbital Drop Shock Troopers and one Jedi were ready to be jettisoned into the planet's atmosphere and no sooner had the green light had been given, dozens of SOEIV pods exited the Evens and joined dozens more that had been launched by the destroyer's sister ships. As they began their long journey into history as being the first UNSC combat units to land on an Imperial occupied world.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Kala'unn.) ___

"What do you mean the Ion cannons have been destroyed?" a very angry sounding Imperial governor exclaimed in disbelief, as he stared at the holographic image of one of his military commanders on his desk. It was just hours ago that _Governor San Tal Un _had been woken up from his nightly slumber and was informed about an supposed "accident" involving an slaver vessel. But what started off as a minor incident near the space port quickly developed into something much more.

As reports ranging from gunfire coming from within the city, to all out attacks on military outpost by "Ghost" like entities that seem to appear out of nowhere and be completely impervious to conventional weapons fire. All culmination with the sudden appearance of an massive enemy fleet in orbit and the sudden lost of the space station in orbit. It did not take long for the Governor to realize just what was going on and he was now currently trying to rally the forces assigned to his posting, in an attempt to defend the city. Unfortunately for him and the Imperial forces on the planet, Un was not having much success, as he was now receiving word that the City's Ion cannons had been destroyed.

"They just exploded." the Imperial commander replied, as he held his badly injured shoulder. A result of being caught in the same blast that had destroyed the weapons in question. "We don't even know what happened! Just as we were warming them up to fire, then they just went up!"

"Isn't it obvious what happened, you fool?" the governor said in anger, "Those blasted Terrans destroyed them! Where were your men who were guarding them."

The wounded and not humiliated commander tried to once again to find his voice, as he was mentally trying to find a way to explain to his superior that the cannons were under full guard prior to the invasion. But just as he was about to respond, his image suddenly began to flicker rapidly before it vanished completely. San was taken aback by this and for a moment thought it was a plot by the commander to get himself out of the hot seat.

But that thought was quickly removed from his mind, when the image of a young woman dressed in some kind of uniform suddenly appeared on his desk and smiled before she too vanished. A sense of dread suddenly began to creep up San's spine, as he began to wonder if it was still possible for him and his family to escape. But just as he was getting ready to leave his office, the lights in the room suddenly switched off and for a few brief moments, it was all pitch black. But when the lights came back on, the governor was met with a sight that would forever haunt him.

For now within what had once been one of the most secured areas of the city, San soon found himself surrounded by at least a dozen individuals that were dressed head to toe in jet black armor and had exotic looking weapons pointed directly at his head.

"Governor San Tal Un." one of the armored clad creatures boomed out, "Under the stipulations rule out by the Rule of Engagement act of 2620, we hear by place you under arrest."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Well what you guys think? I know the ending of the chapter was kinda abrupt, you know me and how I don't like to make chapters to long. _

_Anyway I just want to point out that mor information about the Infinity MKII -class and the Alliance-class will become available in future chapters so to not bombard me with questions about them okay? _

_As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. Constructive criticism is always welcomed, but don't be a total c**k about it. Kay? :3 _


	21. Operation Watch Tower: Pt 3

_**A/N: This... Is... SPARTA! **__-Kicks random person into a pit- 300 faves :3 _

_Hey everybody! Here is part three and I hope you guys like it. _

_Now... I just want to point out that a new weapon, as well as a new drop ship will be making an appearance in this chapter and I hope you guy like them because I think that the UNSC would be new vehicles and weapons by this point in their history. _

_To mivpus : I really doubt Numa would even recognize Waxer because you have to remember all Clones look alike and I doubt she would even remember him personally. All she remembered was that he was a clone and he saved he life. Nothing more. _

_To smoss : One thing I pride myself on with my series is that the Master Chief is not here. So many stories with him in it, I just wanted to do something different. Besides, the Idea of 117 charging into battle and destroying everything in sight, is kinds tacky and in bad taste. _

_To everyone else, thank you for the positive and insightful reviews and I really hope to see more of them. I want to break the 600 mark with this chapter and if I do, I just might be willing to accept OC._

_**(Special Conditions apply) **_

_Now on to the fic! _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**(Operation Watch Tower: Steal Rain) **_

"_Operation Watch Tower"_, as it was dubbed by the UNSC high brass, was by far one of the most ambitious landing operations ever undertaken by the military body since the evacuation efforts on Coruscant almost three decades earlier. For the first time since the Battle of Dossic a massive UNSC force consisting of over one thousand Battle Cruisers, Super Carriers, Heavy Destroyers , Assault Ships and Fleet Auxiliaries , had been assembled to undertake this particular operation. An operation whose goal was to not only isolate the Imperial forces located in the out rim of the galaxy, but also establish an major foot hold within Imperial space.

It was also the first time in history that both the UNSC and the _Navy of the Confederacy, _would be conducting an joint operation during war time conditions. As the Confederacy had committed six hundred of their own vessels to aid in this mission to "capture" Ryloth. They may not have had a strong force when compared to what the Terrans had committed, but the Confederacy's involvement in Watch Tower was much greater than anyone knew at the time. For you see while the joint task forces were dealing with the Ryloth situation, thousands upon thousand of Confederacy warships would simultaneously engage the Imperial forces on the outer rim.

This would prevent the Empire from reorganizing a counter offensive to retake Ryloth from the Outer Territories and give the forces over the Twi'lek home world more time to not only secure the planet, but dig in as well. It would only be a matter of time before the Empire would learn about the invasion and send a massive force to retake the strategic slave world. Needles to say, Watch Tower could very well determine just how the rest of the war would be played out.

It was a fact that was well known to Admiral Waters, as he stood within the command and control center of the Preston J. Cole and monitored the invasion as it developed. So far his fleet had been able to effectively neutralize the Imperial fleet in orbit with little casualties to his forces. Only a few vessels took minor damage and a had full of fighters were lost, but it were still a token force when compared to the ones taken by the Imperials. Right now a large portion of the fleet was currently nothing more than space junk floating in orbit, while those who were fortunate to survive the initial assault had moved off and were hastily making a retreat out of the system.

But even with the Imperial forces being eliminated from orbit the operation was still far from over, as there was still an estimated five million Imperial Storm Troopers that were ready to at the very least, make the ground battle to be a very costly affair for the UNSC and the Confederacy. Waters hoped that the advance force of STARU, which had been sent in weeks earlier, would have been able to cause enough confusion so as to demoralize the enemy forces by the time the invasion began.

"Admiral, we are receiving a transmission from Kala'uun. It is from a Lieutenant Stringer." Jeremiah suddenly announced, "It is a brief message but he says that they have successfully taken control of the city's central computer and that they have captured the Imperial governor. They are currently held up in the upper levels of the city and are awaiting an immediate evac."

"Inform them that a detachment of ODST's from the _Tears of the Sun _are currently prepping for deployment and shall touch down above your location in ten minutes." The admiral informed, "once they secure the LZ, a _Osprey _will be sent in to evac."

"Understood sir." the AI replied, as he began to relay the message back towards the STARU units on the ground.

"Sir, all ODST units have been deployed and are en route towards the surface." one of the command and control center's crewmen spoke up, as he monitored the progress of the falling assault pods. "First units touching down in 5... 4... 3... 2..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Barracks No. 08, 10 miles south of Kala'uun )_

It was a chaotic scene outside the underground entrance of the Imperial barracks, as word of the impending invasion reached the ground commanders, and they were now desperately trying to rally their troops in an attempt to repel the joint Terran-Confederacy force. It was a task easier said than done, as Imperial ground force were now finding it very difficult to communicate with the other garrisons and units that were located all over the planet and Barracks 18, as it was sometimes called, was no different.

The last piece of information that the Barracks commanders heard before the lines went dead, was that one of the tracking stations had detected a large number of warships coming into low orbit. If that were truly the case, then it would only be a matter of time before numerous landing craft burst through the atmosphere and began to set down around them. But what happened next, no one could have expected and it had caught the Empire's elite ground forces off guard, something that was not easy to do.

For without warning, hundreds of tear drop shaped pods began to rain down from the sky and land right on top where the Storm Troopers were been assembled. An event that caused mass confusion among the Imperial solders, as more and more of these craft just seemingly fell out of the sky and landed in what was thought to me a secure military facility. Killing anyone who were unfortunate enough to be caught under these strange craft as they they impacted the ground with such force, that they actually caused small craters to form where they landed.

But no sooner had these strange craft landed, the Storm Troopers that had survived the initial "attack" were quickly dealt a swift yet painful death. As large figures dressed in bulky, black armor and brandishing weapons that were like nothing they had seen before, suddenly emerged from these entry vehicles and almost immediately began to lay down murderous gun fire. It was very clear to see that the UNSC had not only arrived, but did sow with a vengeance and they were now in the process of cleaning house.

One of the weapons that the ODST were using to carry out this task was the _MHL-130 _assault rifle, a weapon system which was actually based off the Forerunner designed _Z-130 Directed Energy Automatic Weapon, _more commonly known as the _"Suppressor._ Taking two decades to design and develop, the MHL-130 _"Aggressor" _was originally intended to be a replacement for the venerable _MA5D _assault rifle, which had served the UNSC ground forces for over a century. But after a lengthy testing period with the Aggressor and other Forerunner inspired weapon systems, it was decided that it would primarily ODST, STARU and more notably _Spartan corps. _

Needless to say those respective branches of the UNSC fell in love with the Aggressor and they quick to adopt it as their own. Now almost ten years after its introduction, elements of the _506__th__ ODST Regiment _assigned to the destroyer Ernest E. Evens, were now showing the Empire's so called elite solders just why they loved it so much.

The Storm Troopers of Barracks 18, never really knew what hit them until it was too late. Never in the Empire's short history had they ever encountered an enemy that use such unconventional form of attacking them head on. Normally Storm Troopers were the ones on the offensive during combat but now they had encountered a foe that could do the unthinkable and send them into full retreat. That was until today, as what was left of a once ten thousand strong force was made to abandon their base, by a force that only numbered eight hundred. The Imperials may have had superior numbers on their side, but the ODSTs had the element of surprise and coordination on theirs.

As a result they were able to incur serious casualties on the Imperial solders, while only suffering only a hand full of wounded. The only serious injury caused when one drop pod malfunctioned, which caused it to land hard. But even though they had managed to clear the surface of enemy combatants, there was still the matter dealing with capturing the under ground barracks so that the UNSC could use it for their units to shelter. Normally they could have just blown up the entrance and trapped who ever was still inside, but considering that the UNSC knew about the planet's rather unique weather patterns _(Heat Storms)_, they needed to find suitable accommodations for their forces.

Moving towards the main entrance of the facility, one of the ODSTs activated the small computer that was built in to this armor's arm section and began to tap into one of the console's there.

"How many are still down there, Dao?" Colonel Bryan Lagston, commander of the 506th 's Second Battalion_"EZ Company" _, asked his group's resident tech expert.

"Just a skeleton force,sir" Dao replied, as he had now managed to hack into the base's systems and use the internal scanners against its own creators. "Looks like most of men were on the surface when we came in."

"But do they still pose a threat to the landings?"

"Doesn't look that way, sir." the tech expert replied, "from the look of things they look like they are more afraid if anything."

"Send a message to who ever it is in charge down there." the colonel began, "Tell them that they are surrounded and that we are willing to accept their unconditional surrender. They have five minutes to comply or we will be forced to destroy the facility."

"Sir, the goal of this mission is to capture the base. Not destroy it." Dao replied, surprised that his commander would even order such a thing.

"You know that... I know that... them don't know that." Lagston replied with a rather mischievous tone in his voice, a fact that caused Dao to grin under his helmet, before he proceeded to carry out his commander's orders.

"Mitchell! Contact the Cole and tell them that ball park has been taken and is cleared for landing operations to commence." Langston ordered, "Mark off the area, we are having guest soon!"

Almost immediately dozens of ODST sprang into action and began to mark off the areas were the larger assault ships carrying additional UNSC Army and Marine personnel, would land. Soon a large section of the desert like landscape had been marked with beacons which transmitted signals to the fleet in orbit and no sooner had the last one been set up, numerous vessels of Terran design began to burst through the cloud layer and descended from the sky. But unlike the assault craft that had been used by the UNSC in the past, these were a new bread of assault craft that had been developed out of the lessons learned from both the Covenant War and numerous small conflicts that had erupted since then.

One of the new vessels to come out of this development race was the _D22-HU "Osprey" _, which had taken over as the UNSC's primary orbital drop ship. Entering service in 2614 the Osprey was designed with the intent of replacing the D79H-TC _(Pelican), _which at that point was starting to show its age in performance and carrying capacity. While the Osprey was equipped with new engines that gave it a much longer range for operations and was able to carry up to eighty-five metric tonnes of cargo, or thirty-five battle ready Marines and/or Solders.

Soon the skies above Ryloth were filled with these new advanced drop ships as well as other larger assault vessels. As the bulk of the invasion force began to touch down on the planet's surface. With a much larger force now in control of the situation and the barracks firmly under UNSC control, Colonel Lagston contacted the one member of his group that had been given a special mission of her own. "Master Ahsoka, have you been able to make contact with Master Secura?"

There was a brief moment of silence before a frantic yet familiar female voice on the other end replied. "I have but we are under attack by clo... Imperial forces. They have us surrounded, request back up!"

"Affirmative, we're on our way!" the colonel yelled back into his mouth piece before the line went dead. He then rallied his forces and ran up to a convoy of UNSC vehicles that had just disembarked from one of the larger landing barges.

"Sargent! We need to requisition these vehicles ASAP! Clearance code _Omega Delta five seven Charlie." _

"Understood colonel." the Togruta army officer replied, as the confirmed the code that was given to him and within minutes, several UNSC vehicles loaded up with elements of EZ Company were en route to their second objective of the day.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Kala'uun, Upper levels.) _

It was like the fall of Rome all over again within the underground city of Kala'unn, as the Twi'lek Rebel forces that had been fighting for so long to liberate their home world, began to take out their anger and frustration on the very same persons that had caused them so much pain in the past. Bolstered by hundreds of slaves they had freed near the loading docks and armed with blaster rifles they had taken from numerous dead Storm Troopers, the meager force of just under seven hundred fighters, had grown into an small army, Thrity-five hundred plus strong and growing.

No one was speared the wrath of this new Ryloth army, as thousands of civilian Imperial personnel and their families were either driven from or dragged out of their homes by armed groups of Twi'leks and savagely beaten to death by these groups. But not before they were subjected to torcher methods that would have made some within the defunct _ONI _cringe. It was as if the years of hatred that had built within each Twi'lek had finally exploded out with a blind vicious fury that could not even be placed into words and as a result, the Imperial population was paying the price for their foolish and harsh treatment of Ryloth's native inhabitants.

It was time for the Imperial population of Kala'uun to pay the devil's dues and the Twi'lek army was going to make sure that they paid IT in full.

From his vantage point on the upper levels of the city, Stringer could see the numerous fires and hear the pitiful screams of individuals emanating from the lower levels of the city. He knew that the Twi'leks of Ryloth harbored a strong resentment towards the Imperials on their home world, but as he watched eerie amber colored glow from the fires that burned below, it was only now could he truly comprehend just how strong that hatred was.

For a brief moment a hint of guilt began to creep at the back of his mind, as Stringer knew that if it were not for his use of his group's assigned Artificial Intelligence against the city's central computer, Imperial forces would have been alerted to this assault before it became out of hand and so many "innocent" lives would not have been lost. But that feeling was short lived and replaced with a sense of satisfaction, as he remembered that it was the Imperials own fault that the hammer had come down on them so hard.

"Stringer... we have the governor and his family in custody. The Preston Cole is sending an Osprey and some ODSTs to pick them up." _Claudia, _the STARU's resident AI announced.

"What is their ETA?" the STARU asked the artificial intelligence, whose imaged was made to resemble that of a female British SAS officer.

"Ten minutes." Claudia replied, as she took a moment to "fix" her beret.

"What is the status of the invasion?" Stringer asked, curious as of how long it would be before the UNSC would actually take the capital.

"The invasion is going according to plan." Claudia replied firmly, "So far 40% of the invasion force has touched down, including half of the force that is responsible for taking Kala'uun lower levels. But it will be another fifteen minutes before they breach the walls and enter. They are still a few miles away and are currently fighting their way through."

"They are going to have one hell of a mess to deal with, once they entered the city." the lieutenant commented grimly, as he proceeded to enter the chambers which held not only his team, but the latest high ranking guest of the Central Bureau of Military Intelligence.

"What is the meaning of all this?" an very angry sounding San Tal Un yelled out at his captors, as he and his wife soon found themselves in hand cuffs and seated in what use to be their living room. "I demand that I speak with your superior officer at once!"

"Well you've got him." Stringer announced, as he entered the room and walked towards the couple. "and I highly doubt that you are in a position to be making demands right now."

"What is the meaning of all this? I demand to know just why I have been arrested!" Tal yelled out again, not even phased be the fact that he was now effectively a prisoner of war.

"San... San... San... you should not act as if you have done nothing wrong." Stringer said with an hint of amusement in his voice, as he stood in front of the couple. "My people have been building a case against you since we found out you were in charge of the slave trade on this planet."

"I.. have no idea what you are talking about." San Tan said innocently, acting as if he knew that he was being falsely accused of a crime. Unfortunately for him, the reality was far different.

"Oh please, you might was well save your breath for the courts." Stringer replied sternly, "As governor of this planet you are responsible for every single Twi'lek you allowed to be sent into slavery. Not to mention that you are also responsible for the death of hundreds of thousands more when you ordered their executions all because you felt like sending a message to the rebels. Believe me when I say there is a special place waiting in Hell for people like you."

"You have no right to charge me with anything!" San roared out, "I am a citizen of the Galactic Empire and you have no right to answer for anything I have done! Especially to the like of such an.. inferior species of humans like yours."

"Yes yes... we're inferior..." the STARU leader replied, "but yet here you are as prisoner of the UNSC, while your city and its people burns below you."

"All those stupid Twi'leks are doing is destroying their own city." the governor shot back, sounding more arrogant it anything. Clearly he was one of the Empire's more adamant supporters.

"Actually boss, I have been talking with some of the fighters and they told me that their city was destroyed the day the Empire took control. What ever it is they destroy now, is purely Imperial." Stringer said calmly. "You may be a Imperial citizen, bu as far as my government is concerned, you are a war criminal that deserves no mercy. Yet because of our laws you will actually be entitle to trial. But something tells me that will be the only mercy you shall ever get."

"Oh please! This war will be over before I ever go to this trial." the defiant Imperial shouted out again, "By then the Empire would have crushed you pitiful colonies and- MPFF!"

"Thanks Marco, that guy was getting on my nerves!" Stringer thanked on of his men, as he had gagged San with a piece of cloth to silence him. Just long enough for the STARU agents to to gather what they could find within the governor's chambers, before finally moving out to link up with their evac Osprey.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Within a few minutes the STARU with their new guests in hand, had made to the very top of the underground city and with the use of several charges, they were able blast a new opening that led out into the outside world.

It was from their new vantage point from on to the mountain, that the STARU could see for themselves just how big this invasion truly was. Entire squadrons of Osprey drop ships were swarming in every thirty seconds, completely unopposed, although a few were trailing smoke when they took back off to rejoin the fleet in orbit. By now tens of thousands of UNSC Marines and Solders were on the ground, with hundreds of thousands more on the way and by the looks of things they would be needed, as the fighting was getting more and more intense by the minute. Hopefully the STARU here, as well as the ones who were deployed all over the planet prior to the invasion, were able to soften up the Imperials enough so as to make the incoming forces lives easier.

Suddenly the approaching sounds of engines alerted Stringer and his men that their evac birds had arrive and no sooner had the doors open on the drop ships and the ODSTs exited each craft, the men proceeded to enter them with their prisoners in tow. Purposely separating the couple so as to ensure that they could not communicate with one another and work out a story so as to feed the CBMI false information. Not to mention that the emotional stress that came when a husband and wife were separated, could help with the interrogation process as well.

Either way the CBMI had scored a major victory with the capture of San Tal Un and the information he could provide, could prove to be beneficial to the war effort. But that still didn't mean that the battle for this key Imperial refueling hub was over, far from it. The Imperial forces on the ground still had a lot of fight in them left and even though the CIS and the UNSC effectively controlled the space around the planet, it would only be a matter of time before the Empire struck back and hard.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Kinda short and the ending was abrupt, but you know me that how I roll. There is more to come and more new weapons will be shown off, including a new vehicle that was inspired by one that is currently in use by British Special Forces. _

_As always please leave a review and I will try to answer back in my next chapter. _

_P.S. : Do not send me any OCs just yet, remember I want to break 600 first :) _


	22. Operation Watch Tower: Pt 4

_**A/N: **__Well guess what? I passed the 600 mark with the last chapter, that means I will be taking OC s now. Read the bottom of the page for more info on how to give me them. _

_Anyway I received a mixed bag of reviews for my last installment and I must say they were very informative, as well as eye opening. First of all I must strongly advise that you read "HALO: The Terran/Republic Affair, if you are new to this story. Or you will be completely lost as of to why things are the way they are. _

_Also I must point out that even though that my story and "HALO: The Chain" takes place in the same universe, This one takes place decades after the events of MeleeSmasher's story. _

_To OfficerDonNZ and WinterRain36: You guys may like this Chapter. _

_To: Commissar Critical: You will not like this Chapter._

_To "Mouse": I will admit the last chapter was not all that, but I wanted to set things up first. _

_And to everyone else, thanks for your support. Now on to the fic..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**(Operation Watch Tower: The Bloody Mole Hill)**_

If there was ever a time that Ahsoka was grateful for the Crysis armor that had been provided to her and the Jedi Order, now would be it. As both her and fellow Jedi master Aayla Secura soon found themselves surrounded by a large force of Imperial Storm Troopers. It was an hour ago that the seasoned Jedi Master, along with elements of the 506th ODST, had been jettisoned from an orbiting Destroyer towards the planet below. But while the 506th main target was an Imperial barracks outside the capital of Kala'uun, Ahsoka's mission was not to assist the Order's allies in taking the enemy facility, but rather to locate and link up with Master Secura. Who had been visiting the home world of her people for years and had been behind the planet's resistance movement as well.

Using a slightly different trajectory to enter the planet's atmosphere master Tano's drop pod landed a few miles away from the main ODST force, near the area where she and master Secura were supposed to meet up. Unfortunately for the Togrutan Jedi, her _SOEIV _had attracted the attention of an Imperial patrol that was also in the area at the time and no sooner had she made contact with her comrade in arms, the duo soon found themselves in the sights of an entire division of Imperial Storm Troopers . Needless to say, the two Jedi were none to pleased with their situation.

"GAH!" Ahsoka yelled out in pain, as a piece of shattered rock sliced across her face and caused a small cut. A result of another near miss by a bolt of energy from an Imperial DLT-19 heavy blaster rifle.

For the last twenty minutes both Master Tano and Ahsoka had been in what could be best describe as a rolling fire fight, minus the fact that only Ahocka was armed with a M6G personal defense weapon system _(Magnum) _and that both Jedi were using their light sabers to defect the Trooper's blaster shots. But even though the two alien women were showing themselves to be quite the experts with the Jedi's weapon of choice, they were still being forced to continuously retreat from the advancing force.

Quickly recovering from her minor injury, Ahsoka quickly grabbed her UNSC issued pistol and fired two quick shots at an advancing Storm Trooper. The .50 caliber rounds ripping through the poor solder's armor with ease and dealing him a painful and awful death. It was an action that gave the two a brief widow to move to another position before the enemy force could get a bead n their location. But for every Trooper that the duo were able to drop, their were still hundreds more that were ready to take their fallen comrade's place and fight for their Emperor.

"How many are there?" Master Secure asked her younger friend, as the two of them hid behind a large boulder for cover. The harden rock shaking every time a blaster bolt struck it.

"Still too many!" the Togruta shot back, as she took out her Magnum once again and returned fire. Although the Jedi still used Light Sabers as their primary weapon, in recent years some within the Order had begun carrying other side arms as secondary weapons of last resort. The Magnum being the weapon of choice for many Jedi in the field, a weapon that had been serving the Terran military for almost two hundred years by that point.

Suddenly the boulder that the Jedi had been taking cover behind exploded with a loud blast, sending the two women into a rock wall hard. The armor that the two masters were wearing may have saved them from serious injuries, but they still were not enough to protect their bodies from the shock of the impact.

"M... Master Secura..." Ahsoka gasped out, as she got up and looked around the smoke and dust filled area for her friend. "Are you alright?"

"Uhh..." the Twi'lek groaned out, as she struggled to catch her breath in the smoke and dust filled air."I have been better...what did they hit us with ?"

As if to answer the Jedi's question the sound of a large vehicle approaching alerted the two Jedi to its presence and when they looked, both Aayla and Ahsoka were met with a sight that had them both in shock and fear. For now approaching the wounded Jedi were a group of Imperial All Terrain Scout Walkers, or _AT-STs _for short. A heavily armed ground attack vehicle that stood at 8.6 meters in height and was armed to the teeth with a combination of twin blaster cannons as well as concussion missiles.

It was a weapon that Master Secura was very familiar with, as she had bore witness to them decimating entire surface villages in the past. Needless to say, the Twi'lek Jedi was not feeling confident that she or her friend would survive. But just as the metal death machines were just about to finish off the helpless duo and make them one with the force, rocket like projectiles flew over head and struck two of the Imperial Walkers. A large pillar of flame and smoke erupting from the boxy command modules, leaving their "legs" frozen in the position they were in prior to the missile strikes.

Moments later a trio of _VA-33E Condor _gun ships with UNSC Army markings flew low over head, letting lose with their wing mounted M247H machine guns and chin mounted 30mm cannon. Ripping apart any Imperials that were unfortunate enough to be caught in the hell fire from above and diverting their attention from the Jedi to the gunships that were now menacing them. The remaining AT-STs began to return fire with their blaster cannons in an attempt to down the enemy aircraft, but the Condors were moving too fast for the gunners to get a positive lock on and four more Walkers were knocked out of action as a result.

But the Storm Troopers were not about to run away just yet and began to return fire with what they had. But the Blasters they carried had little to no effect on the Condor's attack, as each aircraft continued their relentless assault. So focused on repelling the gun ships attack, that the Imperials were completely unaware of the sudden appearance of a number wheeled UNSC vehicles which proceeded to join the Condors in demolishing the enemy ranks.

"Master Tano, are you alright?" a familiar voice called out over the heavy gun fire and explosions that were taking place. Taking a moment to regain her composure, the Togruta saw a number of armor clad figures running towards her.

"What took you so long?" Ahsoka asked with a slight grin of her own, as she picked herself off the ground and help Master Secura up.

"We would have been here sooner but you did not exactly give us directions." Lagston replied with a hint of amusement in his voice. "Are you two alright?"

"We are fine." Aayla replied, as she picked up her deactivated light saber placed it back in its holster.

"Well then," the ODST officer began. "Command have given us orders to link up with the 9th Kiros for the final assault on the capital."

"Then I think it would be best if we get going." Ahsoka stated firmly. "Are those gun ships going to be our transport to the 9th?"

"Not quite." Lagston replied, as the same wheeled vehicles from before rolled up and came to a stop in front of the assembled group.

These vehicles were not the same ones the UNSC had operated during the days of the Insurrectionist wars or the Covenant War. The UNSC had by this point retired the aging _M12 "Warthog" _and in it's place, two new vehicles had taken over it's role.

The first one being the Warthog's direct replacement was called the M72 Medium Reconnaissance Vehicle, or _"Jackal". _It was a bit smaller that its predecessor but with additional armor, coupled with an improved engine and suspension, the Jackal had become the favorite of both the UNSC ground forces and other allied military units in the Galaxy.

The second vehicle to come into service was a variant to the Jackal called the M72 Utility or _"Coyote", _which was six wheel dive and was more of a gun truck, when compared with its smaller four wheel drive sibling. Needless to say the UNSC Army and Marine corp took to these vehicles very quickly, and they became welcomed additions to their inventories. Now these two vehicles will be making up the convoy that would not only carry Lagston and the men of EZ company to their next objective, but two Jedi as well.

But as the convoy began to move out, no one their could have even begin to imagine the carnage that awaited them within the underground city.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

As the invasion continued to unfold and more UNSC army and marine corp personnel began to touch down on the planet's surface, the numerous battles being fought across the planet started to heat up. As the Imperial army began to shake off the initial shock of the attack and start to put up a strong resistance.

Near the city of Kala'din in the southern hemisphere of the planet, two UNSC Marine corp tank divisions with the aid of four Infantry units of the Confederacy Army, were currently engaging Imperial forces that were defending the city. The _M-920 "Dragon" _tanks providing fire support for the advancing Confederacy, as their _120mm _coil guns or "mini macs" as their crews called them, devastated Imperial positions. As the CIS army began to enter the city which was built into the side of a cliff face.

Sixty miles away elements of the 224th Infantry division of the UNSC Army Ranger Regiment were also battling out with Imperial forces, in an attempt to capture an reservoir that supplied a number of Imperial facilities, including a power station, with water. Which in itself was under siege by a force of ODSTs that had landed just an few hours earlier and was now in the process of being abandon by its would be defenders.

Meanwhile a few hundred miles away in a recently liberated internment camp, its residents were getting the surprise of their lives. For as elements of the UNSC Marine corp rolled into the compound on heavily armed Jackals and Coyotes, the camp's occupants were both stunned and elated to discover that their liberators were in fact, Twi'leks. The Marines in question were apart of the 9th Recon Battalion of the 111th Marine Armored Division, one of the few all alien units within the UNSC military and upon their arrival in the camp, the newly freed slaves hoisted their liberators on their shoulders and welcomed their "sons" home as heroes.

But despite the quick advancements by the UNSC and their Confederacy allies, the Imperials were proving to be more challenge for the invaders. But as the forces of both the Galactic Empire and the Free Galaxy battled it out for control of Ryloth, elements of the UNSC invasion force were about to stumble across something that would forever haunt them. As well as cause the UNSC to question if supporting rebels groups during this conflict, would be positive strategy in the future.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Kala'uun. Two hours later.) _

Two loud explosions signaled the arrival of the Ninth Kiros Regiment within the underground capital of Ryloth, as four tanks from another supporting unit came rolling in through the massive holes they created with their main cannons. Forming a defensive perimeter around the new openings, elements of the all Togruta regiment came flooding in and proceeded to take up firing positions around the UNSC Army's main battle tanks. The thought was once they that breached the lower levels of the city, the UNSC ground forces would encounter furious resistance from the Imperials.

But instead of an fire fight, the UNSC were met with a sight that had many within their ranks in awe. From their vantage point, the mass of solders could see numerous fires that burned unchecked and filled the area with thick black smoke. It was as if the mother of all battles had already taken place within the confines of the city and the UNSC had arrived to witness the aftermath.

"Looks like we are late for the party." Lagston said out loud, as the Coyote that was carrying both him and the Jedi rolled in and came to a stop along side one of the Tanks.

"Could the STARU done all of this?" Ahsoka asked, she too in awe by the sight of the fires burning away.

"No..." Master Secura gasped out, a blank expression forming on her blue face. "STARU could have never caused this sort of destruction."

"Are you alright, Master Secura?" the Togruta Jedi asked her friend, as she noticed the strange expression on her comrade's face.

"Can't you feel it, Ahsoka?" the Twi'lek Jedi replied. "Can't you feel it?"

"Feel what?"

"The pain... the suffering around us."

"What is she talking about?" the ODST officer asked the younger Jedi, as he was perplexed by what Master Secura was saying. Taking a moment to concentrate, Ahsoka closed her eyes and began to reach out in the force for answers to her friends words.

And when they came, the Togruta almost fell to her knees.

"What's going on?" a very perplexed ODST commander asked, as he saw the look of pain on the Jedi's face.

"We have to stop this!" Ahsoka said with a determined tone in her voice.

"Come again?"

"This madness that has gripped the city." master Secura spoke up, "The Rebels have gone too far. They must be stopped."

"Sir! I am receiving a communication from Fugawi company" a Togruta officer called out from one of the parked Coyotes. Taking a moment to establish a link from his helmet radio to the ODST unit in the upper levels, he said "Fugawi company, this is Colonel Lagston of EZ company. What is your status?"

"It's about time you got here!" an very angry sounding voice screamed into the ODST's ear, "Situation is critical! The Twi'lek rebel force is demanding that we hand over all civilians under our protection!"

"Hold on we're en route!" Lagston replied, as he turned towards his men and said, "Mount up! Their's a situation developing on the upper levels and Fugawi company needs back up. Lock and load!"

"Oorah!" The rest of EZ company yelled back, as they got back on their vehicles and prepared to move out once again.

"Master Secura, you said that their were some ramps we could use to drive our vehicles to the upper levels of the city?" Lagston asked the elder Jedi, as she and Ahsoka made their way to the lead vehicle.

"There.. are..." the Twi'lek replied, still a bit shaken up by the sensations both she and her younger counter part made their way towards the lead Jackal. "But we need to move fast, or more people will die needlessly."

"Don't have to tell me twice." the ODST replied, as he climbed into the passenger side of the 4x4 and armed the _M247-G _machine gun that was mounted on that side of the vehicle. "It looks like the Rebels have officially gone off the deep end."

"That... was what I was afraid of." Aayla said quietly to herself, as she sat in the vehicle and prepared herself for what could be a very violent confrontation with the very same rebels she had once befriended.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

As time passed and the convoy of heavily armed UNSC wheeled vehicles made their way up the many levels of Kala'uun, their occupants were able to see the full extent of the destruction and violence that had taken place prior to their arrival.

The streets were littered with the debris from buildings that had been looted and destroyed, while numerous burning vehicles blocked the convoys route and occasionally a Coyote had to be brought up to literally push the obstacles out of the way. Every so often they woulds pass a downed AT-ST and or dead Imperial solders, but it was when they made it towards the higher levels of the city, did the convoy encounter a sight that both shocked and disturbed the men and women of EZ company. As well the two Jedi that were that with them.

Thousands of mutilated and bloodied bodies littered the area, as the ODST convoy came upon the final levels of the city. Many of which belonged to the Imperial solders that tried to stop the Twi'lek onslaught, while many more were of the civilian population that were unable to escape the rebel's wrath. The smell of the dead bodies coupled with the smoke from the fires, made for a very horrific sent that cased some of the solders to empty the contents of the stomachs numerous times.

At one point the ODSTs saw a group of naked women huddled near an over turned vehicle, their nude bodies showing marks of violence, while soft sobs could be heard coming from them. Their was no doubt in anyone's mind that these women, one of which looked as if she was no more than fifteen years of age, had brutalized in horrific and unspeakable ways.

But as the convoy came to a stop and the medics that were their got ready to disembark their vehicles to tend to the injured women, the group suddenly got up and run at full speed towards the massive cavity that the underground city was built around. Not even the medics calls for them to stop, slowed the women pace down, as they proceeded to do the unthinkable and jump over the ledge. Falling thousands of feet to their deaths on the cold, harden rocks below. But while all that was going on, no one noticed the soft sobs that were were coming from the two Jedi that were with them. Only they could sense just what was truly going through the minds of the women, before they decided to take their own lives, rather than seek aid of the Twi'lek medics.

_'How could they do such a thing?' _master Secura thought to herself, as said medics returned to their vehicles and the convoy rolled on again.

Finally the ODST convoy was nearing their destination but as soon as they neared Fugawi's position, gun fire could be heard coming from their location. Followed be angry shouts and screaming. Without even being ordered, the entire convoy sped up with every single member of the group arming their weapons and preparing themselves for what they thought would be a gunfight. But as the Jackals and Coyotes pulled up to what looked like an Imperial styled building, they were met with a seen of absolute blood shed.

Hundreds of Twi'leks laid dead around the Imperial facility that Fugawi company was taking refuge in, while many more were either wounded or were too busy running for safety to help their fallen comrades. Suddenly dozens of individuals wearing the the same black armor as EZ, came out of the building and began to check to see just was was dead and who was wounded. "What in the force happened?" Ahsoka asked out loud, as she and the rest of EZ company began to make their way towards the building. Making sure that they did not accidentally stepped on any of the bodies.

Suddenly an ODST ran up towards the leader of the group and said, "Colonel Lagston, I presume? _Lieutenant Christopher Rierdon, _207th ODST Fugawi Company."

"Lieutenant, what happened here?" the Colonel asked, all but shouting at the younger officer. "Where is your commander?"

"I am afraid that he was injured during the fight." Christopher began to explain, "Not too long after we touched down, we were literally flooded by civilians."

"Civilians?"

"Yes sir." the ODST replied, "They were trying to escape the rebels in the city. We took as much as we could inside before the rebels came and the leader of the group demanded that we handed them over."

"And I can guess that your commanding officer refused to do so?" Lagston asked, to which the lieutenant nodded in reply.

"He tried to defuse the situation but the rebel leader was not having it. All of a sudden their was a blaster shot and the commander went down and the next thing we know they were firing at us and trying to get in the building."

"And you fired back and..."the ODST commander trailed off, knowing very well what would be the young man's reply.

"I am afraid that was the out come. There really was not much of a choice for us."

"Are the civilians safe?" Master Tano spoke up, being silent up until that point.

"They are, but they're badly shaken up by what has happened." the lieutenant informed them, knowing very well that things could have been much worse. "The Cole is sending down some Ospreys to have them evacuated. It's too dangerous to keep them here."

"Obviously." the senior ODST replied, as he went off to coordinate his men with Fugawi company.

"Master Secura, are you alright?" the young Togruta asked her older friend, as she saw the Twi'lek looking down at an dead rebel.

"I'm... I'm fine. I just can't believe that they could have done all this out of revenge." Aayla replied, still looking down at the dead freedom fighter. "What was the point of all causing all this carnage?"

"I know this can never be justified, but you must remember that they had lived under the Empire's rule for so long, they say everyone who benefited from it as the reasons for their suffering." Ahsoka told her, "Sometimes the need for revenge can even cloud the minds of the most rational of individuals. Even Jedi can fall prey to it."

"Still, this is not how I wanted Ryoth's freedom to be attained. With the blood of innocents being spilled." and with that statement, Master Secura turned around and made her way towards one of the parked Coyotes. Leaving the bodies of the very same Twi'leks she had one timed helped behind, one of which belonging to the leader of this bloody insurrection. As she had been cut down by the ODSTs defending the civilians hiding in the building.

The city of Kala;uun may now have been under the control of the UNSC, but for the two Jedi masters, this victory felt more like an failure.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Within a few hours time the entire city of Kala'uun was firmly under the control of the UNSC, as elements of both the Army and Marine corp began to sweep through the subterranean city for any remaining Imperial solders and or civilians. As well as locate and disarm any Twei'lek rebels that had gone into hiding after the short lived gun fight, many of which ignoring the UNSC's request to disarm themselves for in exchange of amnesty.

Similar scenes were taking place all over the Twi'lek home world, as the UNSC and it's allies began to round up the remaining Imperial forces for processing and internment in hastily constructed prison camps. While the surviving Imperial civilian population were now starting to come to grips that they were no longer under the dominion of the "Mighty" Galactic Empire. It was a fact that many of them could not deal with and soon, a disturbing trend began to emerge among the populace. Suicide attempts.

But when all was said and done, _Operation "Watch Tower"_ was an undeniable success. The Empire had lost a strategic refueling outpost on the Corellian Run, effectively cutting off the core worlds from the outer rim of the galaxy. Not to mention that both the UNSC and the CIS now had a foot hold within Imperial space, a foot hold that had now left a number of vital Imperial out posts and facilities open to future attacks.

But while the battle for Ryloth was staring to die down, the Empire was not about to let such an important base fall into the hands of a group that they thought of as inferior. The battle for Ryloth may have been over, but the battle to hold it had yet to begin.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__The "Watch Tower arc" is officially over and done with, but that does not mean the Empire will let that defeat go so easily so stay tuned for more. _

_As for submission of OCs, there are a few guide lines you must follow or they will not even be considered:_

_All submission must be sent in via private messaging. I will not even use those that are given in reviews._

_Do not send OCs for Spartans or Jedi. _

_You can can send multiple submissions, but no more than five. _

_Follow 1, 2 and 3. _

_There is more to come so stay tuned, and as always pleas leave a review and tell me what you think. Positive criticism is welcomed, but please watch your language. Ok? _


	23. We Have Only Just Begun

_**A/N:** Sorry that if some of you thought that I took rather long to post this chapter, but I actually ended up deleting it and starting over a couple of times because I did not like what I originally had. Also I have been under the weather for the last few days. _

_Anyway here is the next installment and I have a feeling that some of you will be excited by what I have. But first thing first, some for you said that my last chapter was "Messed Up" and "Disturbing" to you I say... Thanks, I was going for that. _

_Also, I got a huge response from those when I asked for OCs for my story. The ones I like will be in future chapters and fell free to continue sending more submissions. But like I stated at the end of the last chapter, No Spartans or Jedi, and all OCs must be sent via private messaging or I will not even consider them, okay?_

_One last thing... pray for the Philippines and its people. _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( We Have Only Just Begun... ) **_

"_Ryloyh Liberated!" _

"_Twi'lek Prime Captured!" _

"_Ryloth is OURS!" _

Those were the headlines, among many others, that were being blasted throughout the Intergalactic community via numerous news agencies. As word of Watch Tower's success began to reach various media houses both in Andromeda and the Milky Way galaxies. But which ever way the media houses had decided to put it, the message was the same and sent out loud and clear.

The UNSC, backed up by the forces of the Confederacy of Independent Systems, had captured the key Imperial out post of Ryloth and needless to say, it had a great effect on the moral of the general population off all the parties involved in the battle. It was just over a moNth ago that the Galactic Empire had tried and failed to capture Naboo, now the combined forces of Free galaxy had successfully established a major foot hold in Imperial space.

Soon the holo-nets were flooded with images from the recently liberated Twi'lek home world, showing the full extent of the battle that had taken place, as well as the victorious solders and marines of both the CIS and the UNSC, hoisting their flags over what had been Imperial operated facilities and bases. One of these images that would soon become one of the more iconic of the war, was that of several human and Twi'lek marines, raising the flag of the Terran Union over the entrance of what had been the headquarters of the Imperial governing body for Ryloth in Kala'uun.

But while the media were allowed to show these images and many more like them, praising the efforts of the allied factions in liberating the planet, they were now allowed to to show the images or report on pure carnage that had taken place due to the actions of the Ryloth resistance. Even though the media were told that a number of civilians had been killed during the "battle" for Kala'uun, the UNSC command had thought it best not to give too much information to the general public surrounding the cause of these deaths.

No one needed to know about the scale of the massacre that had taken place, or that the CBMI may have had a possible hand in the tragedy, when they aided the rebels during their infiltration of the city. Nor did they need to know the horrific details on what had taken place when the resistance entered the city and began to target the civilian population. All the public needed to know what that Ryloth was now under the dominion of both the UNSC and the CIS, nothing more.

Soon massive street celebrations erupted on numerous planets that had large Twi'lek populations and the Worth Colonies were no different. Especially on the colony of Mesa, where a large population of Twi'leks existed and had existed since the end of the short lived _Terran-Zygerrian war. _It was this population that quite possibly had the most to celebrate about, as it was from Mesa that the all Twi'lek units of the UNSC Marine corp had originated from. They very same units that were currently on Ryloth.

Needless to say, the Twi'leks of the Worth system could not help but to be proud of their "sons" on Ryloth, as they had taken part in an operation that had freed the home world of the Twi'lek people.

But while the Twi'leks of Mesa, as well as of the entire free galaxy celebrated the liberation of their ancestral home world, only a hand full of them realized that the Empire could be at that very moment, plotting to strike back and hard.

Little did they know, just how hard they were planning to strike back.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Kuat Ship Yards. 36 hours after Watch Tower ) _

If there was anyone in the Empire that was absolutely livid about recent events on Ryloth, it was Grand Moff Wilhuff Tarkin. Much like every one else in the Galactic Empire, the Imperial official was absolutely dumbfounded on just how fast the Terrans and the CIS were able to launch an invasion, as well as successfully capture a major Imperial planet. As he more than anyone knew that the lost of the Ryloth also meant that the Empire no longer had a direct route leading towards the outer regions of the galaxy.

Not to mention that a large number of Imperial facilities and vessels were now isolated and had little to no chance of being reenforced, or resupplied any time soon. Sure there were other routes that could be used to send vessels to the outer rim of the galaxy, but the Corellian Run was the only direct route into those regions of space. Meaning that unless the Empire retook Ryloth, any and all Imperial units would be lost long before any help arrived to save them.

But what really rubbed the Grand Moff the wrong way, was the fact that despite being in command of the Empire's ultimate weapon of war, the Emperor himself had ordered Tarkin and his fleet to stand down until he said other wise. Needless to say, Wilhuff was none to pleased with his orders and as timed passed, he became more and more frustrated about his situation. Just what was the point of having the galaxy's most powerful and awesome super weapon, if you had yet to deploy it to destroy your enemies? More importantly, just why was the Emperor so hesitant to deploy the Death Star against the Terrans and its allies?

These questions, among many others, churned inside the Grand Moff's mind like molten lava spewing out of a Mustafarian volcano. Right now the Terrans were poised to attack every single star system along the space corridor and yet the "enlightened" leader of the Empire did not seem to care one bit. Just what was he waiting on?

"Sir, there is a communication coming in from Imperial Center... It's the Emperor." a voice spoke through Tarkin's desk mounted intercom system. Breaking him out of his seething mood and alerting him that the very same enlightened individual that was causing so much stress, now wanted to talk to him.

Taking a moment to regain his composure and hid any signs of his discontent, was well as clearing his mind of any thoughts of ill will he had for the Emperor, Tarkin answered the incoming communication and when he did, the Grand Moff was met with the ghostly holographic image of the enlightened leader of the Galactic Empire.

"My Emperor." the Wilhuff greeted as he stood at attention. His cold and confident demeanor starting to show itself once again, despite the fact that his face had an expressionless look upon it.

"Tarkin." the Sith grand master addressed the Imperial official. "I am correct to assume that you are well aware about the recent capture of Ryloth and the loss of the vital refueling facility on the planet?"

"Yes, my lordship." the Grand Moff replied. A hint anger starting to build up within him, as it was he himself, that had established the fuel depot on Ryloth.

"Then you are also aware that with the loss of Ryloth and this facility, our forces on the outer rim are all but lost as well." the Emperor asked again. A small yet sinister smile starting to form on his wrinkled face, as he could sense the absolute rage that was building up within Tarkin.

"I am." Wilhuff replied, trying his very best to keep his anger under control.

"Right now the Terrans and their UNSC are celebrating their would be victory over us at Ryloth. They feel as if this war will be over soon and that our Empire will be easily defeated." the Dark lord of the Sith stated, as his image began to walk about Tarkin's private quarters. "The victory has even begun rally the Rebel Alliance. I have been informed that the Rebel fleet has begun to move again and intelligence reports that they are planing to link up with the Terrans and their allies at Ryloth so as to begin strikes against the core worlds."

"And I am presume that you want me to deploy and destroy these rebels before they meet up with their new... allies?" the Grand Moff asked curiously, a hint of disappointment starting to build up inside of him as he spoke. Was this how the Emperor wanted to use the galaxy's ultimate weapon? Only for swatting at minor enemies when the real threat to the Empire is baring down on them and could strike at any moment?

The Emperor could sense the anxiety that what emanating from Wilhuff, as well as the absolute hatred and rage that the Grand Moff felt for the Terrans, the Rebel Alliance and anyone else who opposed the new order that was the Empire. Tarkin was without a doubt one of the Empire's loyalest commanders as well as one the Emperor's staunchest supporters, which made the Grand Moff the perfect for what the Emperor had in mind to strike back at the Terrans.

"Not quite..." Sideous replied. A hint of sinister dripping in his words as he spoke, as a series of documents suddenly appeared around the Sith's holographic image and when Tarkin saw them, an evil smile of his own appeared on his face.

The Terrans were about to finally feel the full might of the galaxy's greatest civilization.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Fort Ragno, Worth.) _

"With capture of Ryloth, we have gained a significant advantage over the Empire." Admiral K'din Wyvro commented, as his holographic image addressed the assembled group of UNSC and CIS military commanders within the confines of the Terran facility.

From on board his flagship in orbit around Ryloth, the CIS commander was now in a holo-confrence with his counter parts in the UNSC fleet, as well as other high ranking flag officers both on Worth, as well as the CIS capital. "Using the Corellian Run corridor, our vessels have a direct route into the core of the Galactic Empire. The real question now is witch target do we hit next?"

"Agreed." Grand Admiral Thal Vedo, supreme commander of the Confederacy of Independent Systems Navy, replied. "Right now the Empire is in shock, we need to take advantage of the situation now and gain another strong foot hold before the Empire can react effectively."

"That may not be such an wise course of action." General Escandor commented, as an holographic image of the galaxy once again appeared in the conference room. A high lighted band cutting through the display, showing the direct route of the corridor. As well as the locations of a number of imperial facilities that lined it.

"We are not the only ones who think that the Run is a valuable asset." the UNSC commander explained, "The Empire does know what is at stake if they lose Ryloth to us. Hence it is reason to believe that they will be throwing everything at us to take it back. I do agree that we should continue to hit the Empire every chance we get, but we have to remember that even with our combined fleets, the Imperials still out number us almost two to one."

"Which is all the more reason to keep them guessing where they we will strike next and use the corridor to our advantage." Thal began to explain, "If we start to hit numerous targets simultaneously, the Empire would not be able to determine just where we will strike next. As a result they would have to spread out their fleets to counter these and future attacks. As a result their lines would be some what stretched and I do believe that we could use this to our advantage."

"So where do you suggest do we hit once the Imperial ranks are stretched." Admiral Waters asked curiously, inwardly not certain if the CIS commander's plan was a good one.

"Here..." the male Duros replied, as the image before them changed into that of a star system that had five planet orbiting around a sun. "When the Galactic Empire was formed, the Corellian System was able to remain some what independent from the government on Imperial Center, even though the government and the system Moff are officially allied with the Empire."

"And unofficially?" Escandor asked, intrigued by what his counter part was saying.

"Their are many high ranking officials that are, how you say, less than enthusiastic about the Imperial presence in their daily lives and government." Thal replied. "In recent month's our Intelligence have been in contact with a number of these... individuals and they have shown great interest in seeing the Imperial presence in their system... removed. If the Corellian system falls to us, it would be another major blow to the Empire's war effort, much bigger than the one they sustained when we took Ryloth."

"The system is home to a number of major ship yards that have supplied the Empire with a number of vessels." Admiral Wyvro explained, "Those ship yards could prove to be a very valuable asset in the future."

There was a brief moment of silence as the head of the of the UNSC's Andromeda's forces chewed on what he had been told, before he replied, "I will have to speak to my superiors on Reach about your proposal and there is no doubt in my mind that they will agree to it, but for now I suggest that we call it a day. I will contact all of you once I have finished speaking with my superiors but until I do, I strongly advise that you use time to sure up your fleets over Ryloth. Until then, ladies and gentlemen."

And with that statement, the ghostly images of the guest CIS and UNSC commanders disappeared, leaving Escandor and a few others to exit the room.

"You did not tell them about what we have found out?" a female voice suddenly asked, alerting the general to her presence.

"About the Empire's latest movements or the new threat that Grand Admiral warned us about?" Escandor asked, as he turned to face the CBMI's Andromeda commander.

"Both..." Colonel Offree replied, as she stared at the Army general with a neutral expression on her face.

"Right now the Joint Chiefs are more concerned about the threat that is immediately present, rather than the one that is still years away." Esandor replied, " there position is when it comes, we shall deal with it. But until then, what is the latest you have on the Imperial's movement?"

"The fleet that had been amassed at Kuat has already left the system and guess what is in the center of this formation..." the former Jedi trailed off, as she handed her "superior" a data pad that held the information that she wanted to share.

"I guess it would have been sooner or later before the Imps decided to throw that against us." Escandor commented. "How long before they breach our lines?"

"At their current rate of speed, seven days." the CBMI colonel replied, "Their course takes them through the Yavin system before they enter our region of space."

"Yavin... didn't you say that their was was an Rebel base located on one of the planets in that system?" the general asked. As he could remember receiving an report about possible bases being set up by the Rebel movement, along the TUG's boarder with the Empire and one of the systems that came up, was Yavin.

"There is, on one of the moons that orbits the system's gas giant. Yavin IV." the colonel replied, "The rebels chose the system both because of it location near our boarder, as well as the fact that most star charts don't even have the system listed."

"Well if I had to guess, it looks as the the Empire found out about their base and plan to hit it before they hit us." Escandor commented. "Get in touch with master Skywalker and see if the Jedi have any of their members operating with the Rebel forces on Yavin IV. If so then have them alert the commanders about the impending incursion."

"At once, sir." the Mirialan officer replied, as she saluted the general and exited the room. Uncertain of just how the Council would react when she informed them about this latest development. The entire order was still in a state of shock over the massacre that had occurred and it had already caused them to question just if their relationships with the a number of rebel factions in the galaxy.

But while the CBMI Colonel went off to warn the Jedi order, the supreme commander of the Andromeda forces was left with the task of alerting the UNSC's very own "super weapon", that their services would be needed once again.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Unknown Location )_

"Have all vessels reported in?" a man in his late sixties and dressed in a uniform that was similar to that of a UNSC flag officer asked. As he stood in front of a rather large monitor that showed highlighted icons moving across an area of space.

"The _Warspite, Gabriel's Horn , Judgment Day and Hellfire _have reported in and are ready to initiate slip space rupture on your command, sir." the holographic image of a spherical being with a band floating around it, replied. An odd symbol located on it's "face" flashing every time it spoke.

Suddenly another holographic image a sphere, this one looking as if it wore some kind of hooded mask, appeared next to the first image and said, "All weapons systems are green across the board, all Marine Raider and Spartan units have reported in and they are ready for the jump into slip space as well."

"All systems operating at one hundred percent and internal berthing stations are secure. The _Midgard _and her task force is secured and are reporting green across the board." a third spherical image announced, as it too appeared along side the other two artificial intelligences. But unlike the other two, this one was just a plain sphere with no features at all.

"Thank you everyone." the UNSC flag officer replied, as he turned to face his second in command and asked, "It was only a matter of time before we called into face our Imperial counter part, wasn't it Hammond?"

"I guess so, admiral." the UNSC captain replied, as the duo looked on at images being shown in front of them. "Do you think that the Imperials have any idea just what will be meeting them in the Yavin system?"

"Not a chance in hell." the grizzled flag officer replied with a wicked smile. "Admiral Lasky once said that Humanity was no longer on the defense and that we were the giant's now. Now the mighty Galactic Empire is going see what happens when they play with the giants. Order all ship to set course for the Yavin system and initiate slip space in five."

"Yes sir!" the younger officer replied, as she went about carrying out her superior's orders and relayed his message to the other vessels in their task force.

Suddenly the space in front of the UNSC super weapon ripped open to create a massive slip space rupture, allowing the one hundred and eighty plus wide battleship to enter it. No sooner had this been done, the four Forerunner built capital ships that acted as the MOAB's escorts, created ruptures of their own and enter them. The whole spectacle lasting for only a few moments and as quickly as it began, it ended.

The space this area of the galaxy was now peaceful once again, while the fleet that had left it behind was now en route to engage an ruthless enemy in a hellish display of war.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Any of you getting giddy yet? It is coming like I said and promised. You know the drill and let me know what you think. _

_~R.I.P. Marcia Wallace (1942-2013) ~_

"_We'll really miss you Mrs. K" _


	24. Of Rebels and Egales

_**~ Nelson Mandela 1918 – 2013 ~ A true Iron Man... **_

_**A/N: **__Sorry it took me almost a month to update this story, but my harddrive began to fail and i had to get it replaced. Fortunately I was able to back up this file before it did, but i had to download Open Office once again so that i could finish it. _

_Anyway here it is and before you give your hopes up, I must point out that the MOAB and her battle group will not show up in this chapter. Don't send me hate mail, okay, they WILL show up in the next chapter. When it does i will give a short history about it and its escorting Forerunner vessels, if i did it here then it would just drag on and youy would not see much action. But trust me, you may like what you see_

_Also, I must point out that the Empire still has a massive fleet but not as big as portrayed in the serise, mainly due to the fact that the CIS is still around and as a result, they may not have access to the resources they would neen to have such a massive fleet. But believe me... they still have millions of vessels in my story and they have invested in new technologies as well. You will see in this chapter. _

_Now that is over with, on to my story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Of Rebels and Egales ) **_

Located on one of the four moons that orbited the gas giant of Yavin Prime, was the ancient stone structure that was the Great Massassi Temple.

Constructed thousands of years ago by the Massassi to worship their so called "god", a Sith lord by the name of Naga Sadow, the temple itself was an impressive feat of engineering. Considering that it was largely built with simple machinery and hand technology by the enslaved warrior race, it truly was. To this day it is still a mystery on just how such a massive structure could have been built without the aid of modern gravitonic construction techniques.

For countless centuries, the Temple remained largely hidden and unknown to the galactic community. Even after the Terrans came to Andromeda and conducted numerous survey missions within the system, it would still be years before the structure itself would be discovered. It was an Rebel scout by the name of Dr'uun Unnh who ended up discovering the structure and suggested that the Great Temple be used as an Rebel base due to it's location near the Terran boarder. Not to mention that most Imperial star charts did not have the Yavin system listed on any of them.

Today the temple that was created by an enslaved Sith race to worship their dark master, was now being used by an alliance whose sole existence was brought about due to the madness of another Sith, who ruled the galaxy with an iron fist.

Most of the temple's interior had been gutted so as to make room for the rebels and their equipment, the lower levels now being used as hanger bays for their various starfighters and other vehicles. While the upper levels where converted for use as barracks, communications center, and a command and control room. The only section of the temple that had not been touched by the recent renovations was the grand audience chamber, which was being used as a ceremonial hall.

In the yeas prior to this current conflict the Rebel Alliance used the old Massassi temple as both a command center for their operations against the Empire, as well as a sanctuary for Rebel officials that were high up on the Empire's most wanted list. In short Massassi Station, as it was sometimes called, was nothing more than a glorified hide out for the leaders of the growing rebellion. It's relatve remote and hidden location gave everyone who called the facility home, a small but firm sense of security and comfort

But as the members of the Massassi base contingent went about their daily duties about the instillation, they were completely unaware that at that very moment, their superiors were receiving information that would completely shatter that sense security they had enjoyed for so long.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

"This is a very disturbing piece of information you have given us, master Skywalker." General Jan Dodonna, the commander of Massassi Base commented. As he stood within the main communication room and conversed with one of the Alliance's biggest supporters. "are you sure that the Terran's information is correct?"

"I am afraid so, general." Anakin replied with a serious tone. His holographic image flickering on the projector that was located near the center of the room. "The UNSC's informed me that at their current rate of speed, the Imperial fleet will be in your star system within a week, maybe less."

"I guess it was only a matter of time before the Imperials found us out." Dodonna replied with a somber tone in his voice. "In recent months the Empire have been trying to round up as much of our leadership as possible, in an attempt to locate our bases and destroy the Alliance. Looks like they have succeeded in getting one of us to break."

"Not necessarily." the Jedi replied, "The Imperials main target is the Worth system, chances are that they still don't know that Massassi Base even exist."

"Still with all those ships passing through the system, it would only be a matter of time before one of them gets lucky and finds us out." the rebel base commander stated. "This could not have come at an worse time for us."

"How so?" Master Skywalker asked curiously, perplexed by the elder man's statement.

"Our last few engagements with the Empire have not gone so well." Dodonna began to explain, "While the Terrans and the CIS were attacking Ryloth, we tried to take advantage of the situation and attacked the Imperial facility on Ruul. The hope was with the invasion, the Empire would divert vessels to counter this."

"But I am guessing that it did not go so well?" the Jedi asked in reply. A somber nod from the older male confirmed that Anakin's assumption was correct.

"At first it looked as if our gamble would pay off but twelve hours into the assault, a fleet of enemy vessels jumped into the system and routed our forces in orbit... and on the surface."

"How many casualties?"

There was a brief moment of silence before Dodonna replied and said, "Sixty percent in orbit, ninety percent on the surface. Right now our medical bays are overflowing with wounded while several vessels are currently in orbit under repairs"

The general's announcement that the Rebel Alliance had sustained another heavy defeat at the hands of the Empire, shocked the Jedi master to no great extent. This was just the latest in a long line of major set backs suffered by the Rebel Alliance in recent months, as the Empire had launched an all out assault the growing Rebel movement. But even though the Alliance had received billions in military hardware from Confederacy over the years, it did little to improve the odds that were stacked against the Rebel forces.

"At present we have thirty to forty thousand survivors from the Ruul campaign taking shelter on the surface, many of them requiring medical treatment. At present it would take weeks before those vessels are in any shape to leave the system, let alone be able to transport anything out of it" the Alliance general explained, a hint of despair could be heard in his voice as he spoke. A fact that did not go unnoticed by master Skywalker.

"General, I think I may have a solution to your current situation." the Jedi said with a heavy sigh, not knowing just how the former Imperial officer would react to his suggestion. "I have been in contact with the Terran military command, their U.N.S.C. They have informed me that currently, their is a fleet en route to Yavin, to intercept the Imperial force before they can enter Terran space."

"With all due respect sir, I do not see just how the Terrans would be able to beat back such a force that massive." the general replied, sounding less than impressed by his counter part's statement. "Need I remind you that the Empire has deployed their Death Star, I have seen what it is capable of doing from our intel reports and I doubt the Terrans and their UNSC have anything in their arsenal that could possibly take it on. Let alone, destroy it."

"If there is one thing I have learned about these humans from another galaxy, is that when you feel that you have figured them out, they do something that makes you either respect them, or fear them even more." Anakin replied, knowing very well never to underestimate his allies. These were the people who found out about Palpatine's true intentions after all. "Either way, what I have in mind does not involve engaging the enemy in any way."

"I am listening" Dodonna replied, still unsure of just what the Jedi had in mind for Yavin IV.

"The Terrans are sending an advance force ahead of their main fleet to the Yavin system and they shall be there within a couple of days." Master Skywalker explained, as the holographic images a small flotilla of UNSC vessel's appeared between the Jedi and Dodonna. "When the Terrans alerted the Order about the Imperial fleet's passage through the Yavin system, I informed them that the Rebel base... and that it may need to be evacuated before the Empire arrived in the system. As a result, they are sending a fleet to evacuate Massassi Station."

There was a moment of uneasy silence as the aging general began to look over the images that flickerd before him and he began to ponder the situation he and the base were now in. Massassi Base was supposed to be the one of the Alliance's most secure outpost and a sanctuary for the combined rebel forces that fought against the Empire. But now it looked as if that was no longer the case, as there was now a massive Imperial force that was to pass through their system and it was guarantee that Massassi would be discovered during this time.

But even though the base would more than likely be lost in the days to come, Dondonna saw no reason as why he should let the Empire should get the pleasure of destroying it while it was still occupied. The general knew that the loss of Massassi base would be a major blow to the morale of the Rebel Alliance and the Rebellion at large. Not to mention that there would more than a few within his own ranks that my not agree with his his decision to abandon the base. But at least the men an women who served in the facility will have a chance to live on and fight against the Empire.

"Very well." Dodonna replied with a somber tone in his voice. "We will begin preparations to move our operations. The men won't like this one bit, I can tell you."

"But they will understand your reason for doing this." Master Skyalker replied, "Believe me when I say that I know how you are feeling right now. I have a friend who once told me 'it is better to be alive to feel bad about running away, than be dead and spending all eternity regretting that you didn't.' "

"He sounds like a very interesting individual." the general replied, as he returned his attention to the Jedi.

"Possibly one of the reasons why one of my wife's friends decided to marry him." the Jedi replied with a small grin, an act that caused Dodonna to do the same. "I will inform the UNSC that you shall be ready to leave when their fleet arrives. May the force be with you, general."

"As well with you, Master Skywalker." Dodonna replied before the Jedi's image, as well as those of the Terran ships, disappeared. Leaving the general alone with the command center's personnel, all of whom were looking that their commanding officer with a mixed looks of disbelief and uncertainty.

Taking a moment to come to grips with what he was about to do, the Rebel Alliance general walked up to one of the consoles that were used to make public announcements through out the base. Sighing heavily, Dodonna pressed one of the buttons and said, "To all personnel, this is general Jan Dodonna. I am initiating general order 13. I say again, general order 13 has been initiated. We are abandoning Massassi station."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Thirty Six Hours Later)_

"Have you received any word on where we shall be posted next?" Wedge Antilles asked a bit anxiously, as he and the rest of Red Squadron went about the process of prepping themselves for what could be their final mission from Massassi Station. It was just two days ago that General Dodonna informed the facility's personnel about the potential Imperial threat that was faced by the them and since then, the entire base was now busily getting ready for the arrival of the Terran fleet.

To say that the atmosphere within the Rebel facility was a mix bag of anxiety and uncertainty, would have been an correct assumption to make. For many of the base's personnel had believed that Massassi base was one of the Rebellion's most secure and secretive facilities and to some extent, this was true. For it had served as a refuge for many Alliance personnel who were fleeing the Empire and the pilots that made up Red Squadron were no different. As they had just recently been reassigned to the facility after their previous posting, an Mon Calamari star cruiser, was severly damaged in recent action against an Imperial patrol.

As a result red squadron was now operation out of the grand temple while their original posting was undergoing some much needed repairs at an ship yard in the Confederacy. The original plan was to remain at the temple until the Independence, the Mon Calamari cruiser they were assigned too, returned from the Confederacy. But now with this surprise evacuation, Red Squadron was still uncertain on just what would be their orders now.

"Look Wedge, I'm still much in the dark as you. I promise, once I find out what's going on, I will tell you." Garven Dreis, leader of Red Squadron, informed his wing man. As he went over his flight helmet one more time, before he placed it on his head and made his way out of the group's assigned barracks.

"I heard that we may end up being sent into Terran space, or even be posted on one of their vessels until the Independence returns." Nozzo Naytaan spoke up, as the group made their way towards the hanger bays. "Wouldn't that be something?"

"If that's the case, I hope it's on one of those 'Infinities' the Terrans got!" Jek Tono Porkins replied with a grin. "Those things are unbelievable! I remember seeing a holovid of one ramming a Republic cruiser as a kid, and it didn't even flinch!"

"Me too!" Wedge added, as the group entered the hanger bays and made their way to their fighters.

"Cut the chatter, red two." Garven said, sounding a bit irritated by the group's impromptu conversation. "Let's just focus on the mission at hand, then you lot can continue to talk about your man crushes on Terran vessels later. Okay?"

A bit of laughter could be heard coming from the other squadron members, as both Porkins and Wedge climbed into their cockpits and proceeded to sink into their seats in embarrassment. Soon all members of Red Squadron were seated in their T-65 "X-Wing" star fighters and with minutes, they were headed out to conduct another combat patrol around the Yarvin star system.

Flying in standard formation and with their S-foils fully extended, the squadron of twelve rebel fighters began to make their standard flight plan around the remote star system. Even though Yavin was in a relatively remote section of space, the Alliance regularly carried out patrols through out the system for any nasty surprises that may detect the Rebel base. Only on this occasion, Red squadron already knew that an Imperial force was on its way, they just had to make sure that they did not arrive much earlier than when they were supposed to.

"Red Two to Red Leader, I am picking up a massive energy spike two light minutes out." Wedge suddenly spoke into his helmet mouth piece, as his scanners began to pick up the strange spacial anomaly.

"Energy spike?" Garven asked curiously, as he too detected the spike on his scanners and was curious as to what it could have been causing it. But before the rebel pilot could reply to his wing man, several white portals suddenly appeared in the area where the energy spikes were detected.

The men of Red Squadron could only look on in a stunned silence, as these pools of white light floated motionless in space, as if some one had just painted a perfect round circle of white on the black backdrop of space. But that awe was quickly replaced with as sense of disbelief and surprise, as a number of Terran designed vessels with UNSC and civilian markings suddenly emerged from these tears in the fabric space and began to set course to Yavin IV.

"Look at the size of those things!" Wedge blurted out, as one of the larger vessels passed by him. The vessel's name flashing by his cockpit window, as it began to make it's way towards the Rebel occupied moon.

"Cut the chatter, Red two." Red leader said through his com system. "Alert Base One. Inform them that the Terrans have arrived."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Over the next twelve hours the area around and above Massassi Station was a buzz of activity, as the entire facility was now in the process of being evacuated. A large swath of the surrounding vegetation had been cleared so as to make room for the numerous landing craft that were touching amost every five minutes, as they ferried Massassi station's former occupants to the Terran vessels that were waiting in orbit.

The vessels themselves were a mix group of troop barges and civilian freighters that had been conracted by the UNSC at the begining of the conflict. Escorting them were the destroyers Ulric Cross, Falluja, Kiros and Swiftsure, the battlecruisers Prince of Wales and Tomb Stone, along with a couple dozen Egale-class LCVs. Which were currently armed with a combintion of _HYDRA 8 cluster _missiles and low yeild _Type 6 _missiles.

The Imperial fleet may have still been a few days away, but he UNSC were not about to take any chances. They may not have been a latge taskforce be any means, but the vessels present had enough fire power to atleast bloody the nose of the Imperials long enough for them to escape.

One such LCV which was armed with the Type 6, was currently conducting a patrol with the very same group of rebel pilots that had witnessed the UNSC's arrival in the system. But even though the joint force had yet to encounter anything out of the ordinary, both the crew of LCV-990 and Red Squadron knew that could change at any moment.

Ever since the Battle of Naboo, Commander Rebecca Stepson and her crew had been conducting dozens of hit and run missions within Imperial controlled space. Taking part in in a numerous operations that saw the destruction of a number of vital Imperial outpost, supply depots and other military facilities that were loacted near the Terran boarder. Including a nuclear strike against an Imperial navy anchorage, in attempt to deny the Empire the ability to respond effectively during the Ryloth operation. Now her vessel was taking part in the evacuation of an Rebel out post and even though she did not mind the assignment, she could not help but to feel a bit bored about it.

_'I guess boredom is better than excitment these days.' _the UNSC officer thought to herself, as she sat in her command chair and took a sip of coffee that had been provided by her ship's resident cook.

"Commander, the Ulric Cross is reporting that the _T.G. Rotterdam _and the _M.V. Socorro _have reaced capacity and are preparing to leave the system." Hotaru informed Rebecca, as her child like image flickered on the small platform which was attached to the commander's seat.

"How long will it be before the operation is complete?" Stepson asked, as she tool another sip of her coffee.

"At current rate, two hours." the A.I. commented, as shestrightened out her school unoform. "LCV's 212, 011 and 019, as well as the Tomb Stone have been dispatched to escort them back to Worth."

"Very well." Rebecca replied, as she finished the last of her hot drink and placed the empty cup in its holder. "Looks like we will be here till the job is done."

"Commander, Red Leader is hailing us." Hotaru suddenly spoke up, a hit of urgency could be heard in her voice as she spoke.

"Patch him through." Stepson ordered and within moments, the bridge of the littoral combat vessel was filled with the voice of Garven Dreis. AKA, Red Leader.

"Commander, my scanners are picking up an anomaly emanating from Yavin 0ne. Are your sensors picking up anything in that area?" the rebel pilot asked, his voice clearly showings signs of uncertainty and concern as he spoke.

"Hotaru, can you confirm that red leader's have picked up something near that moon?" the UNSC officer asked the resident AI.

"Confirmed."the doe eyed artificial intelligence replied. "My sensors are picking up three anomalies around Yavin one."

"Looks like the boredom is over." Rebecca muttered, before she replied "Alert the Prince of Wales that we have picked up three anomalies around Yavin one and are going in to investigate. Helm, take us in. Lets see what is going on there."

"Yes ma'am." was the reply from the two helmsmen, as they began to manipulate the controls before them and within moments LCV-990 and all twelve X-Wing fighters of Red Squadron, were moving in to intercept what ever it was that were being picked up.

For tence minutes both Red Squadron and the now fully cloaked LCV scanned the space aroud Yavin one, as they search for the anomalies that had brought them over the unhabitable moon. Not certain about what they would fine, but all two aware that this patrol could end up being anything but routine.

"Hotaru, are you picking up anything?" Rebecca asked the AI, as she leaned forward in her seat. A uneasy feeling starting build up inside her, the same feeling she got when her vessel took part in the Galaxy Gun operation.

"Yes ma'am." the AI replied, "sensors are picking up strange disturbances in the magnetic field surrounding the moon."

"Magnetic disturbances..." the commander trailed off, as she began to recall what she had taught back in her days in the academy. If there were magnetic anomalies being picked up near a large enough mass, then there could have been only one thing that could have been causing it. Her eyes then went wide and order "Arm three Type-6 missiles and target the location of the disturbances. Set timers for fice seconds before initial impact."

While this was going on, Red Squadron was still in the process od scaning the space around Yavin one, but had yet to pick up the same disturbances the LCV had. Seeing that the scanners that were built into the starfighters were no where near as advanced as the ones that were being used by the UNSC vessel.

"Still nothing." Wedge said into his helmet com system, as he looked over his scanner readings "What ever it was we picked up, it's gone now."

"That's odd." Wenton Chan _(Red Ten) _replied, "They were here just a minute ago, now their gone. Could it have all been a system error?"

"In all our fighters?" Garven asked, sounding less than impressed by one of his pilots resoning for the strange occourence. "I still have no contact with the Terran vessel since they cloaked, has anyone been able to hail them?"

"Negative." Red Two replied, "What are they up to, I wonder?"

As if to answer his question, three bright flashes of light alerted Red Squadron that the Terrans were still with them and judging by the flashed of light, they had found something that the fighters did not.

"What the hell was that?" Red Ten exclaimed, as his scanners began to read a massive spike in radiation levels.

"Who you think?" Porkins exclaimed in reply as his fighter, as well the rest of them, began to feel the shock waves from the sudden nuclear blast. "What were they shoothing at?"

The answer came soon enough to the stunned pilots, as the flashes eventually faded and revealed three escort carriers of Imperial design that looked as if they were dead in space. Apparently these vessels were using some kind of cloaking device to conceal their presence within the star system, but were ultimately discovered by another cloaked vessel and seriously damaged by it.

Moments later Rebecca's LCV suddenly decloaked in front of the X-Wing fighters and proceeded to fire several more missiles at the wounded vessels. Destroying one and rendering the other two useless metal hulks in space, traped in orbit by the gravitational pull of Yavin one.

"Commander, what the nine hells of Corellia just happened?" Garven said with a gasp, still in shock by what he had just witnessed.

There was a brief moment of silence before the familiar voice of commander Stepson replied and said, "It looks like the Empire has found Massassi Station."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Not that epic I know, but i really wanted to bring back the Stepson child because I felt that I had ignored her character for too long. _

_Anyway their id more to come and please let me know what you think. And if i don't update until 2014, then let me say this one time... __**Merry Christmas and Happy New Year! **_


	25. Battle of Yavin

_**A/N: **__lAWD! This was by far one of the most trying chapters I have ever written! I didn't even know it would be this LONG! But I was able to get it out before 2014 came so there is that. _

_Anyway I know some of you have been asking when characters like Luke and Mara will make another appearance in my fic, I promise you right now that they will be seen again. The only reason I have not showed them is because the battles took over the story and I could not see anyway to bring them in at the time. This story is far from over so don't worry._

_As for the MOAB and her escorts... you will just have to wait and see. Now that is over with, back to my story :) _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Battle of Yavin ) **_

One million ships...

For many within the Andromeda Galaxy a million ships amounted to what could have been best described as a fleet of massive proportions and they would not be wrong to assume so. But for the Galactic Empire and its Imperial Star Navy, a million vessels were nothing more than a mere token force when compared to what they could actually deploy in battle. But yet it would be this "small" force of Imperial Star Destroyers, Battle Cruisers and other various warships, that would bring about the absolute end and destruction of the Terran presence within the galaxy once and for all.

Over the last few days Grand Moff Tarkin's attitude had changed considerably since he received his new orders from the Emperor himself. Using the Death Star as his personal flagship, the Grand Moff would lead one million war ships of various designs and classes into Terran controlled space and for a lack of a better term, steam roll their way towards the Worth System. From their they would begin the process of annexing the dissident worlds that had allied themselves with the Terran government, making them an offer they could not refuse. Either willingly come under the dominion of the Empire and its enlightened leader, or allow themselves to be corrupted by the false ideals of their Terran allies. If that were the case, the Tarkin would see it as his duty to make examples of those who chose the latter.

But before any of this could happen there was one matter that needed to be dealt with, that was of great importance to the Empire and its propaganda machine. For over the last few years rumors had begun to circulate about a secret Rebel Alliance base that operated near the Terran boarder, but no evidence had ever surfaced to support the idea that there was. To the Empire's knowledge there were only a handful of star systems that existed near the boarder regions that could have been used by the Rebel movement, but numerous patrols in those area prevented any and all Rebel Alliance activity from existing.

But in recent months Imperial Intelligence had been able gain some credible information from certain officials who were sympathetic towards the Alliance. After some "questionable" interrogation tactics on these individuals, the head of the Empire's Intelligence unit was able to gain information concerning the possible location of this mysterious Rebel base. Needless to say, the Emperor was very pleased with the work of his female subordinate and decided to kill two problems with one solution. That solution coming in the form of a million ship strong battle fleet that would not only destroy the Terran colonies, but eliminate this symbol of Rebel defiance.

Now it would be up to Tarkin to carry out his Emperor's wishes and ensure that both the Rebel alliance and the Terrans, learn the true might of the greatest civilization the galaxy had ever known.

Right now though, the Grand Moff was awaiting news from one of his subordinates, who he had given the task of leading a small force of escort carriers to scout the Yavin system. With the purpose of locating the exact location of the rebel base for the rest of the fleet. But unlike the other carriers in the fleet, these particular vessels were equipped with the latest stealth technology that the Empire had developed. This was a move that came about after Imperial military command noticed that the UNSC used stealth vessels to great effect and success against their forces.

Even though it too operated stealth capable vessels in its fleet, the Imperial Navy primarily used them for reconnaissance missions and other covert operations. But now with these carriers in their arsenal, the Empire was now poised to turn the tables against their enemies with the very same tactics they had used.

Needless to say, this was an operation that if... no when successful, would certainly have great ramifications across the galaxy at large. Not to mention that Tarkin and by extension his family name, would finally take its rightful place among the hierarchy of the Empire. With the Grand Moff himself being remembered as a true patriot of the new order, who lead the crusade against and ultimately destroyed the enemies of the Empire.

It was a thought that gave the Imperial official a great sense of satisfaction and pride, as he now waited for word of commodore Rix Van Staton and his Stealth Carrier force.

"Sir, your presence is needed on the bridge." a voice suddenly filled the ears of the Moff, bringing the Moff out of his visions grandeur and brought him back into reality.

"What is it?" Wilhuff asked out loud, sounding a bit annoyed that he had been so rudely interrupted.

"Sir, we are receiving a message from the Specter." the voice replied, referring to one of the vessels that had been apart of Staton's force. "They've been attacked."

"What? I'm on my way!" the grand moff exclaimed, as he got up from his seat and quickly exited his chambers. Within minutes Tarkin was within his flagship's commander center and was now speaking with one of the officers that were on duty.

"From what we were told, they were some how detected and attacked." the young officer informed his superior, as the duo made it to the center of the room. A large screen mounted on the wall with the Yavin system being projected on it and highlighted icons that last known coordinates of the stealth fleet near one of the moons.

"How were they were even detected?" the grand moff questioned. His mind still trying to comprehend the fact that three stealth ships, some of the most advanced in the Empire, suddenly announced that they had been detected and attacked.

"We're not sure, we lost contact with them not to long after they sent out their initial distress signal." the officer explained, as the icons that represented the three carriers suddenly went red and vanished from the screen.

"Then it looks as if we had once again under estimated the capabilities of the Terrans and their UNSC." Wilhuff said almost ruefully, inwardly kicking himself for not realizing that if the UNSC used cloaking technology on their vessels, then they would have more than likely developed the ability to track them as well. "Were they able to transmit any details about the Rebel's defenses?"

"Negative sir." the officer replied, "But judging by the presences of UNSC vessels withing the system, it is safe to assume that not only the Terrans knew about the Rebel base, but were in the process of evacuating it."

It was at that moment that the Grand Moff's mind went into overdrive and began to contemplate his next strategic move. If the Terrans had ships evacuating the rebel base on Yavin, then it could only mean that they were well aware of his fleet's existence, if that were the case then the Worth System would he on high alert by this time and would be gearing up to meet the Imperials.

Obviously their was no way that the Terrans could have repel such an massive force especially since his flagship, the _Death Star, _was apart of it. But Tarkin was not so arrogant to think that all the Terrans would do was resist with such a "meager" force, they were too smart for that and the Moff knew that they would have at least one trump card up their sleeves. Ready to deploy at a moment's notice to crush his force, like those belonging to Thrawn and the late Umak Leth.

He may have had numbers on his side, but Tarkin knew that when it came to the UNSC, size did not always matter. It was how you used it.

It was then that the Imperial official came up with an idea that he thought was most brilliant. He would split his fleet into two groups and while one group will continue to Yavin and eliminate the joint Rebel /UNSC force within the system. While the secondary force would continue on to Worth and engage the Terran defenses head on, while the first fleet would flank the Terran lines and attack them from behind. It would be the ultimate pincer maneuver and the UNSC would be completely helpless to stop them.

"Contact Admiral Griff and inform him that I want to speak with him in private." Tarkin said, as he began to make his way out of the command center. "Also, contact the force commanders of the 211th, 124th and 214th fleet contingents and have their forces converge around the Death Star. I will be in my quarters."

"Yes sir!" the young man said sharply, before he went about the business of carrying out his superior's orders.

As far as the Grand Moff was concerned at that very moment, the Terrans were in for a very nasty surprise, indeed. It was a fact that made the human smile wickedly, as he walked out the room and the doors closed behind him.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Yavin IV. Twelve hours later...) _

It was just hours ago that that one of the escorting LCVs intercepted and engaged an Imperial task force that was cloaked in low orbit around Yavin One and needless to say, it had caught the attention of those who were overseeing the evacuation of Massassi Station. It was an incident that both the UNSC and the Rebel Alliance could do without, as 38% of the base's personnel were still on the surface of the jungle moon.

But what truly made matters worse was that two more freighters that were under contract by the UNSC to take part in the evacuations, would not arrive for another forty eight hours. The Imperial fleet would be in the system well before the freighters arrived.

As a result the UNSC vessels in orbit were forced to take on as much Rebel personnel as possible, before jumping to slip space and making their way to either the Confederacy or the Worth Colonies. So far the destroyers Ulric Cross and Swiftsure, as well as the Tomb Stone had left the system, filled with personnel from the rebel facility. But the Prince of Wales, as well as the Kiros and Falluja had yet to leave orbit, as they were still taking on evacuees from the moon's surface.

As this was going on, workers on board the Rebel cruisers shifted into overdrive as they hustled to repair the damaged alliance vessels in orbit, in an attempt to at least save them from being destroyed. The Rebel movement may have been willing to let go of Massassi base, but they could not afford to lose any more capital ships in their rag tag fleet. Right now an army of engineers were working feverishly to get the assembled group of Mon Calamari and Corellian designed vessels space travel worthy, but it was very clear to see that some of these vessels may have to be scuttled so as to prevent them from becoming war prizes of the Imperial fleet.

From within the cockpit of his X-wing fighter, Wedge could see the full scale of both the evacuations and the repair operations, as Red Squadron was now providing fighter cover for them but they were not alone. Two squadrons of SCF-44E interceptors from the Prince of Wales had been deployed to supplement the Rebel fighter force. The native of Corellia could only look on in awe at the Terran made fighters, flew in V formations around the jungle moon. They were much bigger than the venerable T-65 and the canard presence of aerodynamic wings on the space born fighter, set the rebel pilot off a bit. But yet there was a beauty about these craft that Wedge could not help but to admire, not to mention question just if it would have been possible for him to fly in one some time in the future.

But if it were the fighters that had his admiration, it were the Eagles that had Wedge's full respect and for good reason. It was just hours before that he, along with the rest of Red squadron witnessed just what those small yet powerful vessels could do, when one of the LCV's engaged three cloaked Imperial vessels near Yavin I. Destroying one out right and rendering the other two as nothing more than floating tombs for their now dead crews. Now the very same LCV that had caused so much Imperial deaths, was now flying in formation with Red Squadron and needless to say, its presence gave the Rebel pilots a sense of security.

Meanwhile on the jungle surface of the moon, General Dodonna was making what could have been his final rounds as commander of Massassi base. The stone corridors of the ancient temple were almost deserted now, safe for a few personnel who were busily trying to salvage what they could before the base was abandoned. So far several sensitive areas of the temple had been destroyed in an attempt to deny the Empire any valuable intel that may be left behind.

The once lively Rebel base that had been a vital part in the movement against the Empire, was now nothing more than an empty shell of its former self. All the great generators that powered it now fell silent, as numerous rooms that once housed numerous instrument for combating the mighty Galactic Empire, were now either empty or now buried under tonnes of stone and rubble. Massassi base was lost and there was nothing that could be done to stop it but if there was any bright spot about the situation, it was the fact that they would live to continue the fight against the Emperor and his tyrannical regime.

Within a few minutes the last of the Great Temple's remaining personnel were now assembled outside of the stone structure and were awaiting the arrival of the last few Osprey transports that would take them to the Prince of Wales in orbit. From there they would be taken into the Confederacy where the Alliance had recently commissioned another base from which they hoped to continue their military operations against the Empire.

"Is this everyone?" the Alliance general asked one of the officers that were there.

"Yes sir." the human officer replied. "All men are accounted for, we were just waiting for you sir."

"Very well, do it." Dodonna replied, as he and the rest of the group began to make their way into one of the hastily created clearings in the jungle. Suddenly several loud explosions shock the forest around them as large plumes of smoke began to belch out of the now abandoned temple, a result of the the numerous charges that had been set around the hanger bays of the base. Dodonna saw no reason to allow the Imperials use of their former base either.

Soon the familiar sounds of an approaching ship filled the ears of the remaining Rebels on the ground and when they looked, they saw two Ospreys with UNSC markings approaching their location. Within moments the two Terran drop ships flew over head and were about to land but just as the vessels deployed their landing struts, a burst of laser cannon fire suddenly struck the two Ospreys. The two vessels being ripped apart before exploding into two crashing fire balls.

Suddenly a squadron of strange looking fighter craft appeared almost seaming out of thin air and began to strafe the Rebel's location with heavy laser fire, killing a number of them within a matter of minutes and sending the survivors into the thick forest canopy for safety.

"What the hell are those things?" one of the Rebel solders exclaimed as he, Dodonna and a group of surviving rebels hid within the forest.

"They look like Tie fighters." another rebel replied, as he pointed his blaster rifle into the air, in case those strange fighters decided to make another pass at them.

"What ever they are, they just took out our tickets off this moon." the first rebel commented, as he could still see the burning wreckage of the two Ospreys.

"Does anyone have a radio?" The general asked out loud, as he was able to shake off the shock of the surprise attack and take control of the situation. Fortunately for the group, one of them had the foresight to hold one to one of the long range transmitters and quickly handed it over to is commanding officer.

"Prince of Wales, come in!" Dodonna all but yelled into the hand held mouth piece, as the strange yet familiar ships flew low over head . The forest canopy shaking as they passed over the groups location. "We have a situation!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Unfortunately for the Alliance general and his stranded group, the UNSC vessels were currently having problems of their own, as hundreds of these strange craft came out of no where and proceeded to engage the UNSC force in orbit. Soon area of space above Yavin IV was now playing host to this impromptu space battle, as these new enemies began to swarm the remaining cruiser and destroyers.

. They had seemingly just appeared out of nowhere and immediately began to unload on this small flotilla. So far the Prince of Wales and her escorting destroyers were laying out murderous triple A fire in an attempt to beat back this new enemy, but for some reason the tracking systems on each battery were unable to gain an positive lock on the hostile fighter craft as a result, the gun crew were feverishly trying to compensate for this problem.

A similar situation was taking place with the Vampire and X-wing fighters that were now engaged in a massive dog fight above the moon. Missiles from the Terran designed fighters failed to gain a positive lock on and shot aimlessly into space, while a few SCF-44 pilots found themselves on the receiving end of this enemy onslaught. As a result the Terran pilots had resorted to dispatching the enemy fighters the old fashioned way and rely on their four forward mounted cannons which spewed hard light rounds at an unbelievable rate.

A similar case could have been said for the X-wing and Y-wing fighters of the Rebel Alliance, as they too found themselves facing of against these enemy ships and Red Squadron was no different. From behind the controls of his fighter, Wedge was attempting to line up his craft behind one of the enemy ships and prepared to fire a burst from his fighter's four mounted laser cannons. But as he looked on at the offending craft, Wedge could not help help but to notice that his target looked a lot like the TIE fighters that the Empire used.

The trade mark solar panels that were associated with the traditional Imperial TIE, were almost triangular in appearance and connected directly onto the ship's cockpit, rather than on pylons. Were these some kind of new fighters that the Empire had deployed? Wedge did not have the luxury figuring out the answer to his question, as the situation called for his undivided attention. Holding his breath, the Corelliean pilot squeezed the trigger and within seconds, half a dozen bolts of energy lashed out and struck the enemy fighter. A bright orange ball of flame erupting from the doomed craft as it faded into non existence.

"Got one!" the young human exclaimed out, as he banked his fighter and searched for his next would be victim. But no sooner had he done this, Wedge soon found himself in the cross hairs of two enemy ships that were firing away at his fighter. But salvation came soon enough and hundreds of hard light rounds destroyed the enemy fighters in quick succession, the familiar shape of a UNSC Eagle class vessel flying through the fireballs and forming up with the lone star fighter.

"Thanks for the save!" Wedge called out over his com system.

"Don't mention it!" the familiar voice of Commander Stepson filled his ear in reply, as her LCV flew along side the T-65 star fighter. The Eagle dwarfing the smaller vessel and giving Wedge full view of the vessel's under belly. "What these things?"

"If I had to guess, they're Imperial!" Wedge replied, "Their design look Imperial to me!"

"Who ever they are, their hard to hit!" Rebecca stated, as the auto turrets of her vessel came to life once again and began to spew hard light rounds at a trio of "Imperial" fighters. "And if they are Imperial, I have a good idea where they came from!" the UNSC officer added, as she recalled the engagement between her vessel and the "stealth" carriers.

"Commander, we are getting a message from the Prince of Wales." The LCV's com officer called out, "They are detecting multiple contacts in bound!"

"Confirmed!" Hotaru called out, "I am detecting multiple contacts! All Imperial!"

"What?" Stepson asked out loud, her amber colored eyes widening at the announcement that more Imperial vessels were inbound. But before she could react accordingly, hundreds upon hundreds of Imperial suddenly dropped out of hyper space directly in front of 990 and the X-wing fighter. Dwarfing the two smaller ships, as they began to move on the remaining UNSC vessels.

Meanwhile on the bridge of a nineteen thousand meter long monstrosity that was the flag ship of the Imperial formation, Admiral Amise Griff stood confidently in front of the command deck's panoramic window. A sense of pride and accomplishment building within the Imperial flag officer, as he saw is fleet of almost five thousand vessels exit hyperspace and form up around his Super Star Destroyer, the _Executor. _

Griff felt honored that Grand Moff Tarkin had chosen him to lead this contingent of Imperial vessels against both the Rebel Alliance and their Terran allies. He felt confident that not only would he destroy the Empire's enemies here at Yavin, but arrive at the Terran colonies and destroy them well before Tarkin could arrive with his fleet and that over sized space station of his. If that were to happen then it would be he who would be the hero of the Empire and not that back water fool.

"What is the status of the fleet?" Amise asked with a calm, almost arrogant tone in his voice.

"All ships are reporting in and are waiting for your orders, sir." the bridge officer that was with him replied, as he too stood with his superior and watch the fleet close in on the now retreating Terrans. Soon Griff's eyes zoomed on the largest vessel in the Terran force, the _Battle of Thermopylae-class _Prince of Wales. Which was currently getting ready to leave orbit with her escorts and escape the system.

"That one." the admiral said, as he pointed at the Terran battle cruiser. "Have the fleet destroy all Terran and Rebel vessels, leave no survivors."

"Yes sir!" the officer replied quickly, as he got ready to relay the admiral's orders to the rest of the formation. But just as he was about to gave the command, another one of the bridge crew suddenly spoke up and said, "Sir, I am detecting multiple energy spikes four light minutes ahead of us."

"Energy spikes?" Griff replied, as his mind began to recall the briefing he had with other officers about the UNSC. "Looks like the Terrans have called in for allies, too bad they were too little... and too late."

Suddenly four large rips in the fabric of space appeared directly in front of the Imperial fleet and for a moment, it looked as if what ever the Terrans were sending would be too little indeed. But what came out of them certainly caught the Imperial flag officer off guard, as well as made Griff begin to question if Grand Moff Tarkin was a foolish as he though.

The ships that came out of these slip space ruptures came vessels that looked nothing like what Imperial Intelligence had told them about Terran built vessels. Unlike the Terran vessels that he had seen in the reports, these were much larger than anything what the UNSC were supposed to have in service.

But the one thing that really confused the Imperial officer was the fact that unlike the Terran vessels he had seen in the holovids he had received, these vessels were more skeletal and tetrahedral in shape . They were still smaller that the Executor, but the fact that the UNSC had four of them fielded at that very moment, made Amise a bit unnerved. But no matter they were only four and he had five thousand, there was no way in his mind, he could see himself losing to such a meager force.

"Have all ships target those new vessels, take them out!"

"Yes sir!" came the reply, as the order was soon relayed to all the ship in the fleet.

From their vantage point hundreds of kilometers away in space, Rebecca and her crew could could the action that was now taking between the Imperial fleet and these new, exotic vessels. Suddenly millions upon millions of green and red bolts of energy erupted from the Imperial fleet and struck the new vessels head on. There was a brilliant golden glow as the heavy turbo blaster bolts impacted the hulls of these new ships and for a brief moment, it looked as if four new suns had appeared in the Yavin system.

For long minutes the barrage continued under the watchful eye of Griff, a wicked smile forming on his face as he could see the massive fireballs forming in front of his fleet. _'So much for the Terran threat...'_ he thought to himself, as he continued to watch the his fleet destroy the Terran force. But what happened next sent the confident admiral into a stunned stupor.

For as his fleet continued to fire, the four massive Terran vessels suddenly appeared through the Imperial hellfire and begun to close the distance between themselves and Griffs fleet.

"What the hell?" the Imperial human gasped out in shock, as he saw these skeletal vessels not only survive his barrage, but looked as if they had taken no damage of any kind what so ever. Then to the absolute horror of Griff, all four Terran vessels began to glow an eerie blue color that almost seemed to be pulsating.

Suddenly four beams of blue shot out from these Forerunner designed vessels and sliced through the Imperial lines. Each beam having a maximum diameter of one mile and instantly atomizing ant and all ships that were unfortunate enough to be caught in their path, while many more either had their entire port or starboard sides simply vanish. Leaving perfectly concave gouges in their hulls and numerous decks exposed to the vacuum of space. But no sooner had these initial beams of energy faded away to reveal their grizzly handy work, the skeletal ships opened fire again and continued to literally rip apart the Imperial fleet.

Panic had now begun to grip the bridge crew of the Executor, as they were now being flooded by reports of numerous vessels either being destroyed or were in the process of being abandoned by their crews. "What is the status of the fleet?" Griff called out over the commotion, as he saw another beam of energy slice through his fleet and destroy another column of ships.

"S...Sir.. the fleet is lost." the young officer from before replied, gasping for breath as he spoke. A result from running from station to station to garner as much information as he could about the situation. "We have to retreat and rejoin Tarkin's main force."

"Negative!" the admiral said defiantly, "I am not going to give that fool the pleasure of making me a look like a failure! Bring our guns to bear on the closest enemy ship and open fire!"

"At once sir." the young man replied. As he proceeded to not only carry out his commander's wishes, but not before he sneaked off the command deck make his way towards one of the Executor's many escape pods. As far as he was concerned, Griff could go down with his ship.

Soon one of the Empire's largest capital ships had moved to the front of the formation began to let loose with its battery of turbo blasters. Raining blue and red bolts of energy on one of the Terran war ships that were closet to them. But the golden glow of the vessel's shielding showed that the Super Star Destroyer's fire power had no effect on the "smaller" Forerunner designed ships . But it was enough to gain the attention of not only it, but the other three vessels in the formation.

Still standing in front of the command bridge window Griff could only look on in complete disbelief and horror as these four impervious vessels began to bear down on his vessel. Which now stood out among the broken hulls and wreckage of the once imposing Imperial fleet like a while diamond in a sea black nothingness. All Griff could do at that moment was look on helplessly at his four executioners, as a cruel realization soon dawned upon him. _'I should have retreated...' _Amise thought to himeslf, as he saw all four enemy vessels move into position and opened fire.

Their was a bright light that filled the bridge of the Executor and soon, Griff and his crew felt nothing.

Meanwhile a safe distance away, the crew of the LCV-990 were now bearing witness to the destruction of the ISS Executor. They all saw the beams of energy completely envelop the eleven plus mile long capital ship, a shadowy outline within the energy beam the only evidence showing that there was a vessel within it. But that image did not last very long, as the shadow silhouette peeled away into nothingness and when the combined particle beams disappeared the Executor, a vessel that many had considered to be the Emperor favorite vessel, was no more.

With no flag ship leading them or giving orders, the surviving Imperial vessels took it upon themselves to take maters into their own hand and bravely proceed to jump out of the Yavin system as fast as they could. Leaving behind the broken and dead hulls of what had been a massive Imperial invasion force, as well as the for vessels who had been the architects of their ultimate demise.

But that scene did not last very long for no sooner had the last of the surviving Imperial ships evacuated themselves from the Yavin system, four large slip space portals suddenly appeared once again. Allowing the the Forerunner dreadnoughts to enter them and give chase against their new found prey, leaving behind not only a massive debris field in their wake, but a more than stunned UNSC/Rebel Alliance fleet. All of them asking the same question that they were all thinking at the time and Commander Rebecca Stepson was no different, as she sat in the command chair in a stunned stupor.

"What the hell just happened...?"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

"What do you men you have lost contact with the Executor?" a now stunned and slightly angered Tarkin asked out loud, as he spoke with the communication officer.

"They're gone sir." the young man replied, "their last communication stated that the fleet was engaging 4 new enemy ships that had entered the system, then nothing."

"Try again!" the Grand Moff commanded, "Knowing Griff, he's probably trying to reach the Worth system before I do and clam the victory for himself."

"Sir, I am picking up a transmission. It's from the Steel Talon." the young man suddenly said, as he manipulated the controls in front of him. In an attempt to clear it up."

Knowing that the Talon was apart of Griff's fleet, Tarkin replied "Patch it through, I want to know what's going on with them." The communication officer nodded in reply and proceeded to answer the incoming message. But no sooner had he done this, the speaker system was filled with garbled screams, coupled with loud explosions in the back round. Suddenly there was one last explosion that was louder than the rest, before all contact was lost with the Star Destroyer.

"What happened?" the Moff asked out loud, taken aback by what he had just heard.

"I don't know." the communication officer replied, "I was unable to clear it up before we lost contact."

"Well try again!" Tarkin said sternly, before he walked off and digested what he had just heard.

"Sir, scanners are picking up a energy spike dead ahead of us. And it's HUGE!" one of the command center's personnel exclaimed excitedly, as alarms began to go off around the Imperial official.

"Looks like the Terrans have decided to come and meet us head on." the Grand Moff commented to himself. "How many spikes are you detecting?"

"Just one sir." the officer replied, "and it's big!"

"Just one...? On screen!" Tarkin ordered, as the large view come up and began to project what was taking place outside his ship. But even though Tarkin was a seasoned military officer that had spent years in service with both the Republic and Imperial regime, nothing could prepare the Grand Moff for what he was about to bare witness too.

For just two hundred and sixty thousand kilometers ahead of the Imperial force, a massive slip space portal suddenly appeared. Its great diameter and energy output sending the Imperial sensors into a frenzy, as they were unable to comprehend the data they were receiving. But if the energy readings alone were not enough to have the Imperial fleet commanders on edge, then what happened next certainly did the trick.

For now exiting from this rip in the fabric of space was a large, spherical vessel that was almost two hundred miles in diameter suddenly began to emerge. The image of a large predatory bird clenching a planet with its talons, could clearly been seen on the vessels onyx colored hull.

The _U.N.S,C. MOAB _had finally made itself known to the Galactic Empire.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Longest... chapter I have ever written... EVER! Well... what did you guys think about the UNSC's Forerunner warships? If you think they are overpowered, keep in mind that the Forerunners were able to kill all life in the galaxy, then repopulate it._

_Anyway please leave a review and tell me what you think. Also, check out HALO: The Chain by MeleeSmasher. He updated it a few days ago and it is worth checking out! _

_**HAPPY NEW YEAR! **_


	26. FILE : Lazarus Refit Program

_******UNITED NATIONS SPACE COMMAND MILITARY DATA BASE**** **_

_****ACCESSING**** _

_Request information on the Lazarus Refit Program..._

_****ACCESSING INFORMATION REQUESTED****_

_****WARNING: FILE REQUESTED REQUIRES LEVEL 6 CLEARANCE****_

_****PLEASE VERIFY SECURITY CLEARANCE****_

_xxxxxxxxxx_

_****SECURTY CLEARANCE VERIFIED. ACKNOWLEDGED: ACCESS GRANTED**** _

_**** File 21-3-64- E: LAZARUS REFIT PROGRAM**** _

_The Lazarus Refit Program (L.R.P.) is the result of an operation that was conducted by the then Office of Naval Intelligence, (O.N.I.) and later continued be the Central Bureau of Military Intelligence (C.B.M.I.) _

_The operation codenamed "RECLAIMER", was an attempt by the two intelligence bodies to locate, access and gather as much Forerunner based technology, via the information gained from the Absolute Record. In an operation spanning almost two decades UNSC vessels, mainly those of the Infinity-class, located, catalogued and secured dozens of Forerunner installations within the Milky Way Galaxy. _

_As a result the United Nations Space Command cane into the possession of several ship yards that were quickly placed into use by the military body. One such shipyard located in a shield world named "Genesis", was discovered to have numerous Forerunner designed vessels that were in various states of either construction or repair. _

_It was in this Forerunner facility that a number of "Dreadnoughts" were discovered to have eighty to ninety percent of their still intact. Though the non presence of an artificial intelligence within each vessel's systems, plus the existence of a number of systems not previously seen in any other Forerunner vessel located, has lead many to believe that these ships were in fact prototypes of some kind that were in development. _

_But with recent events taking place within Andromeda and the rise of a potential threat to the Terran Government in said galaxy, the UNSC high command ordered that these new vessels be retro fitted and placed into service as soon as possible. Thus creating the Lazarus Refit Program, which would oversee the conversion of these Forerunner vessels into UNSC service. _

_****LIST OF VESSELS UNDER L.R.P.****_

_U.N.S.C. Lazarus (FOR-01) _

_U.N.S.C. Malaya (FOR-02) _

_U.N.S.C. Warspite (FOR-03)_

_U.N.S.C. Gabriel's Horn (FOR-04)_

_U.N.S.C. Judgment Day (FOR-05) _

_U.N.S.C. Hellfire (F0R-06) _

_U.N.S.C. Leviathan (FOR-07) _

_U.N.S.C. Maelstrom (FOR-08)_

_U.N.S.C. Humanity (FOR-09) _

_It must be noted that the U.N.S.C. Lazarus was transferred to the New Onyx ship yards to aid in the construction of the Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base _, _under development at the time. _

_****END OF TRANSMISSION****_

_****FILE CLOSED**** _


	27. Mother of All Battleships

_**A/N: **First update of 2014!_

_It's finally here, one of the most recognizable vessels from Star Wars is going to clash with an idea that floored everyone when I first teased you with it almost a year ago. _

_The Death Star vs. UNSC MOAB. I just hope it lives up to some of your expectations, because I am going with what I know about the first DS. _

_Now I know that some of you were thrown off when I posted "The Lazarus Refit Program" last year (Sorry TheConstellation) but I know if I did not do that, then people would be bugging me as to how the UNSC got the Forerunner ships in the first place. I am just glad that all you you did not get too mad in the case of one person in the past, have a complete and total hissy fit at me because of it._

_You know who you are, I am not calling your name. _

_Anyway... Ready? FIGHT!_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] ** _

_******UNITED NATIONS SPACE COMMAND MILITARY DATA BASE******_

_****ACCESSING****_

_Requesting information in regards to the Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base Development project. Security clearance level 7..._

_****ACKNOWLEDGED. PLEASE ENTER SECURITY CODE TO VERIFY CLEARANCE LEVEL****_

_****IT MUST BE NOTED THAT INFORMATION IN REGARDS TO THE ORIGINS OF THE PROJECT ARE SEALED AND WILL NOT BE ACCESSABLE UNTIL 2715 A.D.****_

_XXXXXXXXXX _

_****ACKNOWLEDGED. ACCESS GRANTED**** _

_**** File # 26-8-05 G: The M.O.A.B. Development Project.**** _

_Classification: **M**obile **O**perations **A**uxiliary **B**ase (M.O.A.B.) _

_Project Supervisor: Admiral Winston J. Johnson_

_Operators: United Nations Space Command/Central Bureau of Military Intelligence_

_Keel Laid: August 31st, 2609. _

_Online: March 3rd , 2613._

_Launched: September 11th, 2619. _

_Commissioned: April 7th, 2622._

_****General Characteristics****_

_Diameter: 188 kilometers. _

_Crew: 250,000. Including 5 Marine corp Divisions, 2 ODST Divisions and one Spartan Division. (It must also be noted that a compliment of "Engineers" have also been stationed on board as well._

_Power Plant: 1 Forerunner designed and built engine salvaged from the U.N.S.C. Lazarus (FOR-1). Which was transferred from the Lazarus Refit Project to aid in the construction. _

_****Artificial Intelligence****_

_It must be highlighted that due to the complexity of the Forerunner inspired technologies used in the systems of the MOAB, 3 individual AIs had to be used since previous attempts to use just one have resulted in them becoming rampant. _

"_Mogo": Responsible for navigation, communications and sensors._

"_Vader": Responsible for weapons systems, tactical and Fire Control._

"_Clara": Responsible for monitoring ship systems such as life support, damage control protocols and internal defense. _

_****Armaments** **_

_310 _x _Type 7 Particle Beam cannons_

_150 _x _Type 5 Particle Beam cannons _

_850 _x _Cross Bow missile launchers _

_500 _x _Hydra 8 Missile pods_

_500 _x _MK 2547 Magnetic Accelerator Cannons "Mini MACs" _

_3500 _x_ MK III AAA Helix guns _

_80 _x _Third Generation Nova bombs. _

_Affiliation: Terran Union/United Nations Space Command. _

_****End of File****_

_****File closed****_

_****Transmission Ended****_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Mother of All Battleships...] **_

A thunderous silence fell upon the Death Star's command crew as they all saw this large , spherical space craft with UNSC markings, emerge from this massive rip in the fabric of space. It was just a few minutes before that everyone there, Tarkin included, believed that the Death Star, the Empire's latest and greatest super weapon, was the ultimate symbol of power in the galaxy and the embodiment of what the Empire truly was. But within a matter of seconds that illusion of invulnerability and superiority was now fractured, as they all now found themselves looking at what could have been their vessel's long lost twin.

There was one person in particular that was at a complete lost for words at that very moment, mainly due to the fact that his mind was still trying to process the fact that the Terrans had an "vessel" that was eerily similar to his own. From the data he was receiving from the few crewmen who were not in shock, the Terran variant was full fifty plus kilometers bigger than his original, a fact that could have only meant one thing alone. A fact that was proving to be a bitter pill for the Grand Moff to swallow.

The Terrans had known about the existence of the Death Star for many years and considering that they had now deployed it against his own, it was built with the full intent of engaging and quite possibly, destroying his vessel.

But the sense of shock that had swept over the entire command crew quickly evaporated and Tarkin once again began to take control of the situation.

"How many vessels are you detecting around enemy craft?" the Imperial official asked out loud, the tone in his voice not betraying the fact that he was still a bit rattled by the UNSC's copy of his vessel.

"None sir." a senior officer by the name of Pritt replied, as he stood near a console and relayed the information he was receiving, back to his superior. "They are all alone."

"Arrogant, aren't they?" Tarkin said with an amused tone in his voice. "They are so confident in their design that they decided not to give it any form of escort. Contact the force commanders and have them move in to intercept. Lets see what what flaws that thing has."

"Sir, are you sure that is wise?" Pritt asked, sounding a bit concerned that his commander's decision may not have been the best course of action.

"Now now Pritt, if I want your opinion I will ask for it." the Moff said with an almost ignorant tone in his voice. "The Terrans obviously came to face us with the full intent of looking for a fight. And I intend to make them regret that decision. Now I strongly advise that you stop questioning my orders and focus on carrying them out. Or do I have to find some one else who would be less problematic, to do your job?"

"No sir." the younger male answered with a defeated tone in his voice.

"Then do as you are told!" Tarkin said sternly, as he turned away from his subordinate and made his way back to his seat to watch the up coming battle unfold. The Grand Moff had waited years for an opportunity like this one to come along, and he was not about to let anyone come between him and his destiny of bringing glory to the Tarkin family name.

Meanwhile in space, thousands of Imperial vessels of various classes and designations, began to break formation and set course towards the UNSC vessel. Their weapons systems powered up and ready to greet this new threat with a wall of heavy laser fire, but completely unaware of hellish barrage that was to come.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. MOAB ) _

"Admiral, sensors are detecting a large formation of Imperial vessels breaking away from the main force and will have a firing solution on us within sixty seconds." Mogo announced, as the AI's holographic image floated above is personal holo projector. Moments later a holographic display showing the movements of the Imperial fleet soon filled the MOAB's command and control center, which was located deep within the vessel itself.

"Vader, how long before before you have a firing solution on the enemy fleet?" Admiral Johnson asked the artificial intelligence that was responsible for the MOAB's weapons systems.

Suddenly another holographic image, similar to the first one but with a hooded mask appeared and said, "Already done! Just waiting for your order's, sir!"

"Admiral, I strongly advise that we hold off on using our energy weapons for now." Captain Mariska Hammond spoke up, as she stood with her commanding officer and looked on at the display before them. "It would not be wise to let the Imperials on to what we are truly capable of just yet."

"Duly noted, Hammond." the older male agreed with his subordinate. "I guess we can hold off with the particle cannons and super MACs for now. Save those for that big white ball in the center. Vader target all Imperial vessels within the kill zone, fire six volleys of Cross Bows."

"Yes sir!" The artificial intelligence said almost gleefully, eager to finally get a chance to be used in actual combat. Taking a moment to process the information that was being fed to him, Vader began to calculate each factor that was considered to be vital in effectively targeting and eliminating the enemy force that laid before MOAB.

Suddenly the AI's color slowly began to pulsate and change into a deep shade of red, as he began to say "It's time! It's... TIME! It's... Vader TIME!"

Meanwhile in space, tens of thousands of Imperial capital ships had surrounded the MOAB like a gray blanket of steel, giving the illusion of a dark cloud enveloping an onyx colored planet. Soon, that cloud had begun to unleash an hellish barrage of red and blue bolts of energy, that rained down on the "unprotected" hull of the MOAB like a monsoon storm. But just as it looked like the Imperial's fire would have struck home and render the UNSC's battleship a tomb for its crew, a golden wall of energy suddenly enveloped the MOAB's hull and seemingly absorbed the millions of gigajoules that was being thrown at it.

From his position within the Death Star's command and control center, Tarkin could only look on in disbelief as his fleet continued to throw everything they had at this Terran monstrosity. But their efforts to dispatch this would be opponent were proving to be an futile one, as the MOAB's shielding was doing a brilliant job of protecting it. Enough fire power to decimate entire star systems, and all it could do was give the Grand Moff and his fleet, a light show that they would not soon forget.

"REPORT!" Tarkin roared out, his frustration starting to boil over at the fact that his fleet was unable to have any effect on their enemy.

"Sir," Pritt spoke up. "Scans show enemy has come to a full stop and is holding position at two hundred thousand kilometers."

"Something's up." the Grand Moff muttered. "Why are they not advancing?"

"Maybe they are diverting power from their engines to power the shields." the officer replied, "Would explain why they have been able to survive the bombardment."

"Maybe so. But I don't think that the Terrans are so dumb to deploy a vessel that can't shot back while being fired upon." Tarkin replied, as he started to feel a bit wary about the whole situation. His eyes suddenly went wide in horror and he screamed out, "Have the ships with draw! It's a trap!"

But it was too late for no sooner had those words escaped his lips, almost the entire hull of the UNSC MOAB erupted with smoke and flame. As literally hundreds of thousands of nuclear tipped Cross Bow and Hydra 8 missiles suddenly emerged from their numerous pods and launcher systems located on the MOAB's hull and accelerated toward the Imperial lines like a wall of steel. For the crew on board the Imperial vessels, this "wall" would be the last thing any of them would see, as many of them had failed activate their shields prior to the bombardment.

A costly and fatal mistake, as the unprotected hulls of the Imperial vessels were viciously ripped apart by the missile onslaught. The kinetic energy released by the hundreds of projectile impacting the metal hulls, coupled with the energy produced by the nuclear tipped warheads exploding not too long after, proved to be a deadly combination for Tarkin's fleet. As hundreds of vessels were destroyed within a matter of seconds, while many more soon found themselves floating tombs for their now dead crews. The radiation produced from the numerous nuclear blasts, proving to be too much for what little protection they had against it. Resulting in a slow and painful death for those who were unfortunate enough to be caught by the radiation bursts.

But no sooner had the missile swarm ended and the hellfire had died down to reveal their horrific handy work, another volley of nuclear tipped projectiles erupted from the Terran battleship and proceeded to do repeat performance.

From within the command and control center of the UNSC MOAB, Admiral Johnson could see the full effect of what his well timed nuclear barrage had on the Imperial fleet. Via a massive holographic projector that enveloped the entire room and gave a full 360 degree view of the battle, just one of the many technologies that had been developed for the Terran built vessel.

When Johnson originally took command of the Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base program over two decades ago, the then commodore was insistent on cramming his new command with the latest technologies that the UNSC and CBMI had at their disposal. Especially since he, much like many within the Terran military command structure, was very much well aware of the potential threat that the TUG now faced in the Andromeda Galaxy. Fortunately for the Admiral, his superiors on Earth and on Reach shared his sentiments and gave Johnson full access to any and all technologies that were available to the UNSC. As well as the one thing all military commanders dream about, a blank check.

As a result the M.O.A.B. became much more than just a copy of the original design and in some ways, it was actually an improvement. As it was not limited to the use of one primary weapon to engage multiple targets and considering that power for the MOAB came from a Forerunner dreadnought that was within the base itself _(U.N.S.C. Lazarus), _it was no wonder that the M.O.A.B project had an ominous nickname.

_Mother of All Battleships. _

"Looks like Vader's tracking systems are working well within expected parameters." Hammond commented, as she saw what effect the missile barrage had on the Imperial fleet. "Although I will have to ask the Engineers on board to tweek the guidance systems on the Hydra launchers."

"Indeed, I noticed that some of them failed to gain lock." Johnson replied, as he noticed that the Imperial fleet was falling back.

"Sir, the Imperial fleet is moving out of missile range and is starting to launch fighters." Mogo suddenly announced, as the imaged changed to show the approaching craft. "I must point out that once out of range, missiles will not be able to track targets effectively and will be open to enemy counter fire."

"Duly noted Mogo." the admiral replied, as his eyes narrowed on the Death Star's image, "I think we have had enough time to fool around. Clara, increase speed to twenty percent impulse and plot course towards enemy fleet. Vader, warm up the particle cannons and target all Imperial vessels that are in striking range."

"But what about those fighters?" Hammond asked curiously, as she could see them quickly advancing towards them.

Vader just stared at the female captain and replied, "What about them?"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Tarkin could not believe just what had happened, as hundreds of his ships suddenly disappeared off his scanners. While thousands more were either not responding to the Death Star's hails, or were now in the process of being abandoned by their surviving crews.

The space around the Death Star had now been transformed into one massive battle but instead of two fleets opposing one another, it was just one fleet engaging one massive vessel. A vessels that was proving to be more than a match for the Imperials. Soon the MOAB had switched weaponry and was now closing the distance between it and Tarkin's force, blue bolts of concentrated energy lashing out in all directions of the Terran made vessels and dispatching star ships with a vicious fury that could not even be placed into words.

In desperation the Grand Moff had ordered that all fighters be launched in an attempt to find a opening in the MOAB's defense and use it to their advantage. But murderous triple A fire from the thirty-six hundred helix gun that were dotted all over its hull, closed the door on what ever opening the Imperials had hoped to exploit.

But somehow a squadron of TIE/LN fighters and a wing of TIE/sa bombers were able to slip through the screen of triple A fire and began to make their way towards what they thought would be the battleship's one weak area. The thought was that if this "station" was just an larger copy of the original, then then it would have the same weaknesses as well, like an open vent that went all the way towards the main reactor.

But as the fighters and bombers began to look for this trench that was supposed to run across the "equator" of the spherical vessel, they soon came to a shocking realization. There was no trench. The dark area that they had all seen when approaching the the Terran ship, was nothing more than a massive paint job whose sole existence was an aesthetic one. They had all been fooled and it was a mistake that would ultimately lead to their destruction for as they began to pull away from the MOAB's surface, dozens of helix guns suddenly opened up on them as the TIEs unwillingly exposed themselves to the helix batteries.

"Sir, we have lost contact with Grada and Hammer groups!" Pritt called out from his station, informing the Grand Moff about the loss of the two TIE squadrons that had manage to make it to the MOAB.

Tarkin's face at this point show absolutely no signs of emotion at this point, even though inwardly the Grand Moff was angered by what was happening to his once mighty fleet. Within a matter of minutes a fleet consisting of almost a million capital vessels, was now at the complete mercy of this Terran made "Death Star". Thousands of ships had either been destroyed or rendered useless by this UNSC warship, while many more were in the process of having their service history with the Empire, violently cut short.

But what really had the Moff seriously crossed, was the fact the the Terrans had in their possession an exact copy of his Death Star! Just how were they able to get the designs in the first place? More importantly, how were they even powering it? It took a massive Hypermatter reactor to power his station and their shields , just what were the Terrans using and more importantly, how could he get his hands on it?" such a reactor could prove to be beneficial to the Empire, such as powering the next generation of Death Stars that were to come after this prototype and in Tarkin's mind, there was only one way to do that.

"Pritt, have the fleet break off and move us into position" Tarkin suddenly spoke up, as he got up from his seat and walked towards the center for the room. "It's time to end this. Fire the laser!"

"Yes sir!" Pritt replied, as he went off to carry out his commander's orders and relay his commands towards the surviving Imperial vessels.

Suddenly the attacking Imperial vessels (the surviving ones anyway) broke off their attack on the MOAB, giving the Death Star full view of its intended target. Once this copy was destroyed Tarkin would have his men try to locate and salvage the MOAB's power plant, sending it back to the Empire for their engineers to study and hopefully copy the design. But first things first, that Terran copy needed to be removed from the galaxy and Tarkin was eager to see that happen.

Soon the MOAB had filled the Moff's view screen, the symbol of the UNSC showing prominently on its hull and in Tarkin's mind, providing him with the perfect bulls eye. "Fire!" the Moff said firmly, a small smile creeping across his harden face as the words left his mouth and reached the ears of the crewmen who were responsible for firing the massive laser.

Suddenly, several bolts of green energy shot out from the dish that was upper hemisphere of the Imperial station and converged to form one massive beam of energy. Which proceed to shoot towards the enemy vessel at an impressive rate of speed.

For a moment it looked as if the laser would find its mark and the UNSC MOAB's first real encounter with the Imperial navy, would also be its last. But just as the laser reached it's target, a small slip space portal suddenly appeared directly in front of it. The laser entering the rupture in space and leaving the MOAB unscathed.

To say that Tarkin was taken aback by what he had just seen, would have been correct. As he saw a shot from his Death Star suddenly disappear just as it was about to find its mark. Just what had happened to it? More importantly, where was it now?

Unfortunately for the Grand Moff and the crew of the Death Star, they would get their answer soon enough. As another slip space portal opened up directly above the MOAB and the same bolt of energy from before shot out of it and headed directly towards from where it came. The Death Star never had a chance.

The green bolt of energy slamming directly into the center of the doomed station and striking its core dead on. The station suddenly exploded in one massive fire ball, sending a shock wave of energy and debris flying into space, destroying any and all vessels that were in its way. Save for the MOAB itself, whose shielding protected it from the initial blast.

"Well that was rather anti climatic." Admiral Johnson said dryly, as he saw the Death Star fade away from the existence forever. "You think something so big would put up more of a fight."

"Sir, are you saying that you wish that the Imperials would have last longer?" Hammond asked her superior, a surprised look forming on her face because of her commander's comments.

"Not really, I am just saying that if you are going to build something that big, it should be able to put up more of a fight." the older male explained. "Vader, what is the status of the Imperial fleet?"

"All vessels are breaking off and are setting course back towards Imperial space." the artificial intelligence informed him, as his image came into view.

"Contact the commanders of the Humanity, Malaya , Leviathan and Maelstrom." Johnson stated, "Have them move in and intercept the retreating Imperial vessels."

"And what about the Warspite and her task force?" Hammond asked curiously.

"The CBMI have already given them orders to head into the unknown regions of space and investigate recent signals that had been picked up." Johnson explained, "and after the Midgard was attacked the brass don't want to take any more chances. Take us out of the system and back towards deep space, well hold position there until we are needed once again. Clara, send a message to the Hive back on Worth. Tell Colonel Offee that the Death Star threat is neutralized." and with that, the admiral left the command center with Hammond in tow.

Within a matter of minutes another massive slip space portal appeared in front of the Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base, as the massive vessel slowly made its way into the event horizon and vanished. Leaving behind the wreckage of thousands upon thousands of Imperial vessels, floating aimlessly through space. Their broken hulls now the permanent home of countless bodies belonging to the dead crews that once manned them, while many more drifted along side the ships they once called home.

Peace had once again returned to this section of the Andromeda Galaxy, but it was one that came with a heavy price for the Empire. But in a way Grand Moff Wilhuff Tarkin got what he wanted, for now the Empire would forever remember his name, as a true patriot of the Empire. A patriot that died in a battle that the Empire lost fantastically, with the wreckage of the Death Star being his final resting place.

And the U.N.S.C. was his executioner.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N:** There it is, the thing you guys have been hoping for almost a year has finally come to pass and no surprise, the UNSC MOAB won out. But then again as well all know the Empire did build another one and it was much bigger than the first, so will the MOAB and her escort of Forerunner Dreadnoughts be needed again? I guess you will just have to read it to find out. _

_As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. Oh, and please read **"Requiem of a Jedi" **by **ScottyD117. **He now start it off buy I can honestly say it is worth checking out and following. _

_ONE MORE THING! Go on YouTube and search "Vader Time" to know who Vader is based on. _


	28. A Changing of Hearts

_**A/N: **__ I just want to point out that in the next few chapters I will be diverting away from the massive space and ground battles that have dominated this story so far and start focusing more on the characters. Since many of you have asked just when certain characters would reappear in this fic and I really wanted to have them back as well, so many of you may be very happy indeed._

_Now for some bad news, some of you have asked if other Imperial Super Weapons such as the "Sun Crusher" would appear. Well I did some research and as a result, I don't think that the Sun Crusher will make an appearance in this story since it was developed at the Maw Installation and that Maw Installation was developed in secret by Grand Moff Tarkin. _

_In other words the Emperor can not deploy the Star Crusher since he does not even know it exists. Dot believe me then look it up, but who knows? How my mind works maybe it will or maybe it won't. _

_To BrutusSilentium: Thanks for the Trophy_

_To SpartanDog1: ~Ignores your rant~ _

_To highlander348: I am working on it_

_and to Paladin3030: Points go to you for guessing who the A.I. Vader is based on._

_Now that id over with, on to the story. _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ A Changing of Hearts... ]**_

The skies above Imperial Center were dark and gray, as pounding rain thundered across the concrete and metal land scape that had been created by that planet's inhabitants over the passing centuries. The weather on the city planet had been on the stormy side for the past few days and showed absolutely no signs of letting up, as the water receptacles and drainage systems struggled to keep up with the unusual amounts of water that were being accumulated all over the Empire's capital. In some parts of the city the skies were completely devoid of aerial traffic flows, as the low cloud cover and violent lighting storms made it all but suicidal for anyone to fly through.

Storms like these had been a common occurrence for countless centuries on the city planet and were nothing new. But ever since the rise of the Galactic Empire, these storms had become more violent than what the inhabitants would have liked. Some said that these storms were as a result of all the mega projects that Palpatine had done, the increased levels of heat from these new structures creating the perfect conditions for these storms to occur.

While many other who were old enough to remember what the city was like prior to the rise of the Empire, said that the planet itself was in mourning. As the beauty that made "Coruscant" the envy of the galaxy, was ripped away by the vision the Emperor had for his capital city and was replaced by an image that was both foreboding and Gothic. What ever the case may have been one thing certain, Imperial Center was a far different place than what Coruscant had been. A dark and foreboding city at the very heart of an galaxy crushing empire.

But today the storms were far more vicious than what they had been in the past, as the area around the Imperial Palace was playing host to the most frightening lighting storms the the planet's history. It was as if the sky itself was in a rage, as hundreds of lightening bolts struck the palace walls relentlessly and showing no signs of letting up any time soon. But as these storms continued to cover the planet with an stinging sheet of rain, it was nothing compared to the torrent of emotions that was being felt by the servants that worked within the Palace walls. As they all knew that the numerous lightening strikes may not have been a result of the inclement weather.

For deep within the the many levels of the pyramid like complex and seated on a throne that was on top a podium which over looked the assembled Imperial Senate, was the self proclaimed enlightened leader of the Galactic Empire. Ever since hostilities broke out between the Empire and the other two powers in the Galaxy, the Imperial Senate had been convening on a regular basis to discuss the what measures the Empire would take to ensure that the war would not be as costly as the infamous Clone Wars and the short lived Terran-Republic war.

On the surface it truly looked as if Imperial Senate still functioned like it did back in the days of the Republic and that every member there had a say in the affairs of the Empire. But in reality it was all just a facade created by the Emperor himself, to give the illusion that the senate still had power. In reality any and all powers that the Senate had in the past, were stripped away by the then Chancellor Palpatine during the Clone Wars, when they had granted him emergency powers during the conflict. The Senate was nothing more than submissive formality.

But in the last few days this "formality" within the Imperial Government was anything but submissive, as recent defeats suffered by Imperial Forces caused a rather large up roar from the Senate. What should have been a glorious crusade against the enemies of the Empire, had turned into a series of humiliations for what many had believed to be the greatest military power the Galaxy had ever seen.

Within six months thousand of Imperial star ships had either been destroyed of severely damaged, while a number of strategic Imperial worlds had either fallen into the hands of the Terran government or the Confederacy. Billions in Imperial hardware had been lost, while billions more were now in the hands of the enemy. But the biggest blow came when it was learned that an Imperial force of almost a million vessels, all of which were under the command of Grand Moff Wilhuff Tarkin, had been completely wiped out when they attempted to cross the Terran-Imperial border. Out of one million ships, less than five hundred had returned.

Many of them carrying the survivors of vessels that were not fortunate enough to make it back, all of them damaged to a point where they would have to be pulled from service and scrapped. Worst still the survivors were in no position to gave any official statements of what the Terrans had used, as many of them had been exposed to massive doses of radiation and were still being treated for their injuries. While attempts to salvage sensor data from the damage ships were proving to be difficult and there was no certainty that anything of value would be found the damaged systems.

"This conflict can not go on for any longer!" a human senator from the planet Dac (Mon Calamari) proclaimed, as he stood among the largely disgruntled senate. "We can not afford to have more defeats like these in the future, we must seek peace with the Terrans and their CIS allies or we risk the total destruction of our civilization!"

A thunderous uproar came as the senator finished his statement, as many in the chamber either voiced their support for the senator, or disagreed with him all together.

"Senator Loemai is right!" another senator spoke up, as he stood within the gathering "The people of Onderon have sacrificed so much for this war effort and are growing weary of this conflict. We must seek peace with the Terrans and the CIS or we risk certain destruction!"

"Impossible!" the representative for Christophsis said out loud. "We already tried to seek peace with the Terran Union government and they refused it! We can not afford to back out now, we must continue to fight until we can bring the Terrans and the CIS to the peace table on our terms."

"That may not be an option for us any more." a forth senator joined the debate. "My sources have informed my government that due to the loss of the Ryloth system, the outer territories have fallen under the control of the Confederacy. As a result the Empire has effectively lost access to twenty percent of its raw materials intake. We can not afford to prelong this conflict or we risk over stretching our resources."

The chamber once again erupted into a thunderous sea of voices, as senators once again began to voice their opinions on the statements made by their counterparts. But it was very clear to see by anyone who was present, the majority of the senate did not want this conflict to continue and were willing to do anything to end it as quickly as they could.

It was a fact that was not lost on the Emperor Palpatine, as he sat on his throne and listened to the opinions being shared on the floor. The dark lord could sense what many of his "loyal" senators were feeling at that very moment and it was a mixture of both frustration and fear. For years the members of the senate were nothing more that a means to fool the populace that the Empire was acting in their best interest. When in reality the senate had no real power to speak of.

Now with the war going so badly for the Empire, the very same senate that was nothing more than a facade, was demanding that the Emperor contact the Terrans and basically concede defeat. The mindless puppet that Palpatine/Sideous had created played with for many years, was now starting to cut its strings and dance on its own.

"Please everyone, calm down." Palpatine suddenly spoke up, his "kindly" demeanor starting to surface again for the situation. "I understand all your concerns and I know how all of you feel right now. I will admit that the war is not going the way we... no, I hoped it would, and I still do believe that it was justified to protect us from our enemies. But after hearing what your thoughts were about this conflict and seeing how strongly you all oppose it continuing any longer than it has to.

"Many years ago the Republic made the mistake of continuing a deadly war when peace was at our door. Let me promise you today that this glorious empire shall not and will not make the same mistake. Therefore I propose that we reconvene in the Senate Building tomorrow evening, were we can publicly vote to seek peace talks with the Terran Union and the Confederacy of Independent Systems. But for now I suggest that we adjourn for the day."

There was a brief moment of silence before the audience chamber was filled with anxious voices that sounded pleased with the Emperor's sudden push for peace. Many were surprised by Palpatine's sudden change of heart while others were put off by it, but if the Emperor said that that they would be reconvening at the old Senate Building then who were they to question his decision.

Soon the assemble politicians began to make their way out of the chamber and back toward their personal speeders, all of them believing that tomorrow would be a day that many would not soon forget. But none of them realizing just how unforgetable that day would be to not only the Empire, but to the rest of the Galaxy as well.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Theed, Naboo) _

If one were to walk the streets of the city of Theed, they would have never guessed that this planet, like many others that were located within the Terran controlled sectors of the galaxy, were currently in a state of war. The sun shown brilliantly over the capital city as the populace who called Theed their home, milled about the city streets and went about their business either buying food stuff to feed their families at home, or indulging themselves be acquiring for themselves numerous items that were on sale. Normally the citizens of Theed would have an entire day to complete what ever business they had in the city but today was much different than any other on the Naboo calender, as many of the businesses in the city would soon be closed by midday. While the main street which ran through the center of the city was cleared of traffic and cordoned off by the Naboo Royal Police Service.

For you see the city of Theed, as well as the entire planet of Naboo, was gearing up to celebrate the 39th anniversary of the infamous blockade by the Trade Federation. As well as the day when a new entity in the galaxy at the time, decided to to step in and free the people of Naboo from Trade oppression. Starting a friendship that would last for decades and forever changing the way the Naboo thought about the galaxy. A day the Naboo called Liberation Day.

First celebrated five years after the liberation of Naboo, Liberation Day was a day where the Naboo people, both human and Gungan alike, celebrated the actions of those that fought to free the planet from the Trade Federation blockade. As well as remember those who made the ultimate sacrifice and were not fortunate to be alive to see that their efforts were not in vain. But in recent years Liberation day had grown to celebrate much more than one of the darkest days in Naboo's history, but to celebrate the peace that the population now enjoyed, as well as honor those that dedicated their lives for the betterment of the Naboo people as a whole.

It was in this celebratory atmosphere that Mara Jade soon found herself in as she, as well as a group from the Jedi academy, rode into the city on a bus that was provided by the Naboo government. It had been just over four months since the former Emperor's Hand member had run away from her order and was taken in by the Jedi when they found her barely alive on a river bank. Ever since then Mara had been living among theses Jedi in training and she was surprised by what she had seen in that time.

Ever since her training began as a young child, Mara had been told that the Jedi were the enemies of the Empire and that they stole children away from their families, so that they could be turned into solders to fight against the new order that had been created. That the Empire and its leader, her former master, was the cure for a galaxy that was corrupted and polluted, and that anyone who opposed the Empire was a threat that needed to be removed. But as time passed and the former assassin began to spend more and more time around the Jedi, she began to question if what she had been told for so long was ever true.

Yes the Jedi had actually taken children away from their families so that they could be trained to become Jedi themselves, but from what she had seen that was no longer the case. Many of the students that attended the academy had actually been approached be the Jedi when they were much older and were asked if they were interested in joining the order. If they agreed then they would be admitted into the apprenticeship program but if they refused the offer, then the Jedi would have to respect their wishes and accept their choice. It was a far cry from what had originally been done in the past, but was surprisingly effective, as sixty percent of those that had been approached agreed to join the order.

But what really had Mara surprised was the fact that even though the Jedi did not know who she really was,_ (Or they actually did and were playing dumb, Mara was not sure) _ they showed her nothing but kindness and mercy. When she was helpless and injured, the Jedi masters at the academy took care of her and when she was better, the Jedi gave her shelter within their own facility. Mara was being treated in a way that was totally alien to her, as it was a far cry from from the harsh training regiments that the former assassin went through when she first fell under the Emperor's influence.

Now here Mara was surrounded by the very same people she had been thought to believe was the enemy, on a planet that many in the Empire believed was under Terran occupation. But despite being in a situation that most in the Emperor's Hand would call the worst case scenario, the former assassin did not feel as if she were in danger of any kind. As a matter a fact Mara felt for the very first time in her life, she were among friends.

Meanwhile a few meters away, the group's chaperone was currently speaking to one of the Jedi who had decided to stay behind at the academy.

"How is our guest doing?" Jedi master Siri Tachi asked, as her holographic image peered at her husband and fellow Jedi.

"Well she has not yet tried to run away or kill us." Obi Wan replied calmly, as he stood behind a near by statue so as to not alert the suspicions of the Jedi in training or Mara. "I am still not sure if it was wise to let her out of the academy."

"Master Yoda was insistent that she be allowed to accompany your group into Theed for the celebrations and besides, she needs to interact with the outside world." Siri told her husband. "Master Yoda was very adamant that Mara be allowed to socialize with those outside of the order, this may actually be the first time in her life that she has had the opportunity to do so."

"I am well aware that may be the case." the graying Jedi replied. "What really has me worried is just how she will be able to cope with it all."

"Obi Wan, it was not too long ago that we all had to come to terms with the fact that all of the things that we had been thought, lead to our fall amongst the citizens of the galaxy." Siri told Kenobi, reminding him that the Jedi order as a whole had been in a similar situation not too long ago. "But we were able to overcome it and do believe that if Master Yoda is right about Mara, then we should have faith in her as well."

"Very well." Kenobi said with a defeated tone. "But I will have the bus on stand by in case anything happens."

"Fine, if it make you feel better and not look paranoid." the female Jedi replied with a small smile forming on her lips. Relishing the fact that once again she was victorious over her normally stoic husband. "See you in a few hours, my love."

"Until then." Kenobi replied, before the image of his wife disappeared from his wrist mounted communicator. Taking a moment to allow what Master Tachi had told him, Kenobi then went to gather the Jedi apprentices that had come into the city to take part in the celebrations.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

By mid after noon the normally busy streets of Theed had been largely cleared of traffic, while the main boulevard that ran through the city had been converted into one massive picnic area. Hundreds upon hundreds of large tables and benches had been lined up into three rows that ran the entire length of the main street, while banners that had the colors of the Royal House of Naboo fluttered magnificently in the cool evening breeze.

The numerous side streets and ally ways that connected the boulevard with the rest of the city had been converted to house the dozens of make shift kitchens, which were currently in the process of cooking the food that would be served to the gathering masses. The scents that came from these numerous kitchens flooded the air with a rich aroma that made the mouths of those who were fortunate enough to smell them, water in anticipation for the annual Liberation Day feast that was to take place.

It was this very same feast the that the Jedi apprentices would be taking part in, as many of them had families that had settled on Naboo once they had joined the Jedi program.

"So... I am guessing that this is the first time you are attending the celebrations?" a familiar voice asked, as Mara was now seated by one of the tables that had been set up. Upon her investigation the former assassin soon found herself seated next to a young apprentice that she had met a few times before in the academy.

"Oh... hello Luke." Mara said politely, "I didn't see you there. What did you say?"

"I asked if this is the first time you have been at this celebration?" the young blond asked, his some what enthusiastic personality showing itself as he spoke. A personality that had gotten him into more than a few "incidents" in the academy which earned him the moniker of being the "class clown".

"I... can honestly say that I really say that I can't remember I had been to such an event." the red head replied, knowing very well that even though that she had witnessed similar celebrations at the Emperor's Palace, she did not actually take part in them. Seeing that while at the palace, the female assassin posed as one of the Emperor's exotic dancers. "Um... so the planet has a massive feast to celebrate the Terran intervention during the Trade's blockade of Naboo?"

"Not quite." Luke replied, "From what my mother told me it were the unified peoples of Naboo that liberated the planet. The Terrans only acted when my mother asked for their help in freeing the planet."

"Your mother asked for the Terrans help?" Mara asked curiously. ,

"Yes." Luke replied, as the first plates of food were brought to the table and shared out. "At the time my mother was the queen of Naboo."

Mara's eyes suddenly went wide in disbelief when Luke said that his mother was Padme Amidala, a woman that the Emperor himself had spent many years vilifying. "Your mother is Padme Amidala?"

"Yes she is."

"If you are her son, then why are you even in the apprenticeship program for Jedi?" Mara asked curiously.

"Because our father is Anakin Skywalker." a new voice answered, as a young woman came and sat beside Luke. "Hey Luke."

"Took you long enough, Leia." Luke said with a smile, as he welcomed his "older" sister to the table. "I see you were able to break away from your studies long enough to join us."

"And I can see that you were able to stay out of trouble long enough to con the Uncle Obi into letting you come into the city." Leia replied with a smug tone in her voice, as she playfully teased her "little" brother.

Mara at this point was in a stunned stupor, as her mind tried to process the fact that she was in the presence of the children of the Empire's greatest enemies and traitors. Like many in the Empire, Mara had been told the story of how the Jedi had plotted to overthrow the former Republic and how they conspired with certain individuals within the then senate to carry out these plans. It was this treachery that convinced the leaders of the Republic to establish the Galactic Empire, a move that many supported at the time.

Names like Amidala, Skywalker and many others, were dragged through the mud by the Emperor and his staff, causing many to believe that they were the true enemies of the Empire and Mara was no different in believing that they were. Now she was in the company of the children these so called traitors and it was a position that gave the already nervous Mara, an uneasy felling. But as she continued to process the gravity of her situation Mara once again heard that voice in her head, the very same one that made her abandon her mission of darkness just months earlier.

_'be at peace, Mara.' _the voice said, _'Be at peace, you are among friends now and they will not hurt nor judge you.'_

"If only it were that easy..." Mara said under her breath, as a plate of food was placed in front of her.

"Did you say something?" Luke asked the sulking woman,

"Oh... nothing." Mara lied, as Luke's voice had startled her a bit. "Um... I was just wondering just... what is it that is being served?"

"It is a Terran delicacy." Liea replied, as a plate of food was placed in front of her as well. "I believe it is called Pizza."

"Pi...za...?" Mara asked curiously, as she stared at the two slices that were on her plate. "How do you eat it?"

"Like so." Luke replied, as he took a slice up from his plate and took a big bite out of it. "See?"

Mara nodded a bit and proceeded to take a bite out of her own slice and when she did, something unbelievable happen. Mara Jade began to smile for what could have been the very first time in her life. In Mara's mind she had just taken a bite out of thee most delicious thing she had ever eaten in her life and no sooner had she swallowed her first bite, Mara proceeded devour her meal and was quite the spectacle to say the very least.

"Looks like you enjoyed your first Pizza." Luke said with a neutral tone in his voice, as both he and his sister had amused expressions on their faces.

"Um..." Mara began to say, as she soon remembered where she was and who was seated with her. "I guess I did."

"Well if you like that then you will love another Terran dish." Leia said, as she took another bite of her meal.

"What it it?"

"Hamburgers."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Imperial Center.) _

The weather on Imperial Center had finally cleared up a bit, as members of the Imperial senate made their way into the old Senate building for what was expected to be a historic day in the history of the Galactic Empire. For today the Senate was going to assemble to vote either pursue another attempt for a cease fire with the UNSC and CIS, or continue this conflict with the two governments. But with the recent string of defeats sustained by the Empire against the two allies, there was no doubt in anyone's mind that the senate would push for peace once again.

This sudden assembly of the senate came as a surprise to many who followed the political workings of the Empire, as they knew very well that the Senate had no real power to speak of when it came to maters dealing with the Empire at large. But now the Emperor himself was giving them the power to decide in which direction the Empire should take and he had allowed them to convene at the old Senate building to do just that publicly.

Within the walls of said building, the numerous platforms that had stood vacant for years were now being used once again. As thousands of senators and representatives from countless worlds, now occupied them and got ready for the day's vote. Leading the movement to seek peace with the Terrans and Confederacy was Senator Davik Loemai, representative for the Mon Calamari home world of Dac, who had strong feelings against the current conflict the empire was current in.

Like many who shared his views, Davik believed that the Empire could not continue sustain the war effort any longer. The resources of many planets had been stretched to the very limit and in come cases, completely exhausted. Ruining the economies of many governments to a point where they would never recover. Yet Palpatine did not seem to care that his massive drive to continue the conflict was doing more harm to the Empire, than any joint Terran-Confederacy offensive. If the Empire were to have any hope of surviving for the Ten Thousand years that were once promised, then this war had come to an end so that the Empire could survive and prosper.

It may not be the glorious victory that the Emperor promised, but at least the Empire would still be intact and hopefully, the victorious powers would show some leniency when the peace talks began. But right now though the assembled group had to wait on the Emperor himself to arrive so that the motion could be passed.

"So you think that the Emperor will agree to honor the senate's demands?" an aide to the senator asked, as they stood on one of the many hovering platforms.

"He will have to." Davik replied, "In six months the Emperor has lost not only three of his top military commanders, but the outer rim worlds as well. If Palpatine truly wishes for the Empire to survive, then he must support our call for a cease fire and reopen peace talks with the Terrans and their allies."

"Speaking of which, shouldn't the Emperor have arrived by now?" the aide asked curiously, as checked his time piece. Taking a moment to check his own personal time piece as well, the Senator for Dac noticed that the Emperor was indeed running late. This was very odd since Palpatine was never known to be late for any engagement.

Just what was taking him so long? Unfortunately for Davik and the assemble senators, they would never know the answer to that question. For suddenly a large pillars of smoke and flame shot through the many entrances and exits that led into the senate chamber, consuming everyone and everything that were in their path. Even Davik and his group were not speared, as an explosion sent their platform flying across said chamber before it slammed into the wall, killing every one on board and two more that were in its path.

Soon panic swept over the floor as the surviving senators tried desperately to flee the chamber, but their attempts were ultimately futile, as one massive explosion engulfed the entire chamber. Killing every single person that were still inside and sending a massive fire ball through the ceiling, as more and more explosions began to erupt through out the old senate building.

Meanwhile in the areas surrounding the doomed building, the citizens of Imperial center were treated to a sight that they would not soon forget. As the mushroom shaped building, now consumed in smoke and flame collapsed into the ground and sending a large pillar of smoke into the air which could be seen for miles around. But as hundreds of emergency vehicles began to rush to the site where the Senate building had once stood, the citizens of Imperial Center were completely unaware that just miles away, the true master mind behind the attack was watching his sinister handy work.

_'I guess that takes care of the problem within the senate.' _The Sith Lord thought to himself, as he turned away from the destruction and began to make preparations to capitalize on the "great tragedy" that has struck the Empire.

This war was going to continue no matter what and nothing was going to stand in the Emperor's way in making the Empire the greatest civilization that ever existed. Even if billions had to die and planets were destroyed from the inside out, nothing was going to stop Palpatine from reaching his ultimate goal of shaping the galaxy in his image.

The image of that of a Sith.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Well what did you guys think? I know some of you had been asking when Mara and Luke would show up again and I hope you guys like what I had. But there will be more chapters focusing on them in the future so stay tuned and please leave a review. _


	29. A Tale of Hearts

_**A/N:**__ First things first... Today (15/02/14) marks one year since I completed "HALO: The Terran-Republic Affair." While the 27__th__ of this month will also mark one whole year since this one was first published and I am happy that there are those of you who followed me from the very start. High fives for all of you. _

_Now in this chapter I am bringing another element of the CBMI, which was first mentioned months ago but never got thye face time I wanted them to get. But that is all I am giving you, you are just going to have to read the chapter to see what else I have in here. _

_To "Narc626": No it is not, I just did that to make things interesting. _

_To "Cooler": No you thought wrong. _

_To "BrutusSilentium" : -takes your trophy- thank you :) _

_To "Dark Lord of Ori" : You try writing a story that is still in progress after a year it was started, see how easy it is._

_And to the one "guest" who asked... -Gets a bull horn- : FOR THE LAST F #%&*G TIME, THE FLOOD NOR MASTER CHIEF WILL NOT... I SAY AGAIN... **NOT ** BE IN THE STORY! if you have a problem with that then don't read mine or better yet, write your own fic the way want it to be! That's what I did anyway and if you ain't down with that... I got two words for ya! SUCK IT!_

_Now that my Monster Mean Bean fueled rant it over with, on to the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( A Tale of Hearts... )**_

"My fellow citizens of the Galactic Empire, two hours ago our city was disturbed by the most horrific of crimes. As the old Senate Building was bombed and destroyed by individuals that only seek to bring about the destructing of our glorious civilization." The Emperor Palapatine began to say, as he stood behind a podium and began to address the population of his empire.

It was just hours ago that the entire Imperial Senate was wiped out by a series of bombings that had completely destroyed the old Senate Building in which they had assembled. The reason for this assembly, which was supported by the Emperor himself, was to vote on a new motion st seek a permanent cease fire with the CIS and Terran governments. But what was supposed to be a historic day for the Empire turned into one of tragedy, as the Imperial Senate now rested under thousands of tonnes of rubble.

Now the Emperor was in the process of informing his people about this horrific attack on the capital, and he could not have been any happier. For the bombings were not committed by an enemy of the Empire, but were an act that was of the Emperor's own design. Palpatine had no true desire to end this war until both the Confederacy and the Terrans were defeated, nor did he ever care for having "his" senate dictate to him what was best for the survival of the Empire. Palaptine was not about to let his puppet senate put an end to what he saw was his destiny, which was the complete and total subjugation of the galaxy. With the aid of his chief Intelligence officer and a number of individuals that were under her direct command, the Sith was able to basically kill two birds with one laser bolt.

But of course the Emperor saw no reason to let his "subjects" know the truth. As a matter a fact, he saw no reason not tocapitalize on his own treachery either.

"On a day that was supposed to be one that would benefit all the peoples of all the waring parties, the Imperial Senate, the very same senate that had helped me sweep away the failing Republic and bring to the galaxy its greatest civilization, had been brutally murdered by individuals who had been corrupted by the lies of our enemies! On a day that would seen an end to this noble yet costly conflict, our enemies attempted to weaken our resolve to fight by attack those who were the true voices of the people! But in this cowardly attack, all our enemies did was strengthen our resolve to defeat them and continue fighting until we are victorious and our enemies come under our enlightenment!

"We shall avenge the brutal murder of the voice of the people and we shall punish those who are responsible for this act of terror! The Empire and its people shall be victorious!" and with that closing declaration, Palpatine ended his speech. A small but sinister smile forming on his pale and wrinkled face, as the Sith lord made is way from the podium and prepared to set up the senate's replacement.

The Emperor's speech was broadcast throughout Imperial Center's government controlled holonet with much fan fare, as news about the "terrorist attack" on the senate building began ti spread. This attack came as a surprise to many of Imperial Center's citizens, as they had been lead to believe that the star system they were in was one of the most secured sectors in the galaxy. Many in the upper class of society were enraged that such an attack had occurred in the city and galvanized their support any and all measures taken by the Imperial government to avenge his horrific attack.

But while the city's elite condemned the bombings, those who lived in the "protected zones" of the city were less than sympathetic for the sudden lost of the Imperial senate.

"Why couldn't the Emperor be one of the dead?" an disgruntled Twi'lek male asked out loud, as he stood with a group of non humans around a made shift fire.

"Because he was probably the one who set the bomb." a Ithorian replied in his native tongue. "The Senate was meeting to end the war and Palpatine wanted to send a message."

"And what would that be?" the Twi'lek asked, sounding a bit aggressive.

"That he is the absolute power and anyone who gets in his way will be destroyed."

"I heard that!" another Twi'lek agreed, as he too placed his hands close to the open flame for warmth. "With luck the Terrans will march all the way to Coruscant and bombard this planet to rubble!"

"And take the Emperor out in the process!"

"Shh! Look out! Patrol passing." the Ithorian alerted his friends, as he heard the familiar hum of a Imperial patrol vehicle approaching their location. Sure enough a modified speeder commonly used by the security forces on Imperial Center, flew over the huddled group with its spot light briefly flashing upon them, before it moved off to patrol another part of the protected zone. This huddled group may have only represented just a fraction of the alien spices that were forced to live in these so called "Protected Zones", but their personal sentiments towards the Imperial government were shared by everyone who were forced to live in these hidden and often forgotten sectors of the city.

These Zones were nothing more than massive interment camps for all the non human spices that lived in the capital and it was a fact that were not lost on those who were unfortunate enough to call these areas home. But despite their horrid living conditions, the citizens of the protected zones had one thing that the Emperor could not take away from them. Hope.

Despite the best efforts of the Imperial authorities to enforce a media black out in these zones, the truth behind the recent defeats the Empire had sustained had slowly managed to reach these populations. Merchants who would often smuggle items into these areas would often carry news about the war with them, about the insurrection movement that was sweeping the galaxy and were causing major problems for the Systems Moffs. But most of all, they were told about the massive defeats that the Empire had taken since this new conflict began and how entire planets had been liberated within a matter of days in some cases.

True some of these stories may have been embellished by these smugglers, but it did not change the fact that populations within these protected zones were given a much needed boost in their moral. All of them hoping that soon, the combined fleets of the Terran UNSC and Confederacy Navy would soon come and deliver them from their current situation. But as the weather quickly began to change again over head, they were all completely unaware that at that very moment, elements of the UNSC were currently in the process of striking at the very heart of the Imperial war machine.

Or at least they were until their plan literally blew up in their faces.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Abandoned housing complex, two kilometers away.)_

An heavy cloud hung over commander Suri Yozhov and her team, as the CBMI agents replayed the day's events over and over again in their minds. Months of covert operations and establishing contacts within the Imperial senate had gone down the drain, as the recent bombing of the old senate building had made their efforts all for naught. For months Yozhov and her fellow Central Spike agents had attempted to seek out certain members of the Imperial senate, whose governments were not shy about switching sides and supporting the new Rebel Alliance. But with the loss of the entire senate, there was really no other way for the CBMI to communicate with the "renegade" governments that were represented by the senate.

Now as leader of this Central Spike team, Yozhov was left with the unenviable task of determining just what would be her team's next course of action. Due to the fact that Central Spike teams usually operated with no direct instructions from their superiors, it was usually up to each team's leader to decide what course of action they would take next. Not an easy thing to do since the commander had her last operation literally go up in smoke.

"Well it looks like the Emperor has finally gone over the deep end." Jamie said, as he and the other members of Central Spike sat near a table and spoke about the day's events. A small portable lantern being the only source of illumination in the apartment.

"Like he did not go over the deep end when he started this war?" another agent by the name of Simmons, replied. As he took another sip of his coffee ration and spoke to the assembled group. "Mad or not, that Palpatine fellow just eliminated the one thing that was holding him back from absolute power and the war gave him the opportunity to do so."

"Meanwhile all our hard work just well... went up in smoke." another team member, Kimberly, replied, as she sat with her head down and looked over her wrist mounted mini computer. Just one of the few items CS teams were allowed to carry on them. "We are going to start from scratch all over again now."

"That is if we are going to start all over that is." Simmons replied. "Remember that the commander has the authority to scrap the mission and pull us off this rock."

It was true, even though it was meant for CS teams to operate for months or even years behind enemy lines, each team had the ability to scrap their mission. Provided that they would have to be the ones to have pull themselves out and make their way back to the UNSC, as well as defend their decision to abandon said mission to their superiors. It was a thought that gave the Central Spike leader no great comfort, as she knew all too well that the CBMI leadership would have her head if she were to abort the mission. Especially at a time when the UNSC needed as much intelligence on the Empire as they could.

But as the native of Earth looked on at the squaller that was the Invisec, she saw something that caught her attention. Across the street from her team's location, Suri saw three Speeders that looked like cargo vans suddenly pull up and a large group of Imperial solders emerge from them. For a moment Suri thought that her team had been discovered and that they would have a fire fight on their hand. But those fears were quickly put to rest, as the assembled troopers went to the building across from her location.

As she looked on Suri saw the Imperial solders break down the front door and storm inside. The sounds of women and children screaming suddenly filled the air, as the rest of Yozhov's team soon joined their leader to see just what the commotion was about. Within minutes the troopers had emerged from the dilapidated with a number of small children in tow, many of them trying in vain to break away from the solders grip as they were lead towards the waiting vehicles. While a small group of individuals, possibly their parents, were also brought out at gun point and forced to watch their children be taken away.

"What the hell is going on?" Jamie whispered, as he looked on at what was taking place.

"Why are they taking those children?" Simmons added, as he too was curious as of what was taking place. "Wait, look down there."

"What?"

"That woman down there dressed in the officers uniform. Who is she?"

"If I had to guess, she is the leader of that group." Suri replied, as she took a closer look at the Imperial leader. Another "gadget" that were being utilized by CBMI agents in the field was a specialized eye piece that at first glance they looked like standard contact lenses, but in reality here was nothing standard about them. For they housed thousands of microscopic nanobots that not only enhanced the vision of the wearer, but it also allowed them to access numerous files in an instant. All the while not impairing the vision of the user. The lens itself was standard issue for all CBMI field agents and Central Spike were no different.

Looking directly at the woman in the Imperial uniform, the lens allowed Suri to zoom in on her would be target and no sooner did the CBMI agent got a clear look at the woman, a file automatically opened up with an image of said woman next to it. "Well well Ysanne, what are you up to?"

"Excuse me?" Jamie asked, as he and the rest of the team looked at their leader with curious expressions forming on their faces.

"That woman, she is the head of Imperial Intelligence. Ysanne Isard." Yozhov stated, as she continued to monitor the situation.

"So what is the head of the I.I. doing in Invisec?" Kimberly asked, surprised that such a high ranking official

"Considering her reputation for cruelty, cant be anything good." Jamie replied, as his lens began to display all known information in regards to the female Intelligence head. "Man that bitch is a piece of work!"

"Still does not explain just why she is taking those children away." Kimberly stated, as the group saw the small convoy pull away and fly out of the Invisec. Leaving a small group of solders to deal with the now sobbing aliens who were left behind. Then to the absolute horror of the CBMI agents, said solders suddenly brought up their weapons and opened fire on the unarmed civilians. Killing them instantly in a hail of red energy bolts.

"Well what ever it is she is up to, I seriously doubt it warranted that!" Suri stated, as the imperial solders began to march away from the site of their cold blooded handy work. "Gather everything, we're moving out of Invisec."

"Ma'am?" Simmons said curiously, "Are we scrapping our mission?"

"No." Suri replied firmly. "We're just moving out of Invisec."

"Moving out?" Jamie added, as he and the rest of the team stared at their leader with perplexed expressions forming on their faces.

"Yes, we are." the CBMI field commander replied, "We have a new objective."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Four months had passed since the assassination of the Imperial senate and the galaxy was still feeling the effects of this sudden change of the political landscape within the Empire. As well as the Emperor's pledge to avenge the lives that were lost in the terrorist attack on the old Senate building.

In response to the loss of the senate, the Emperor created the Imperial Ruling Council. An group of Imperial advisers that had "hastily" assembled by the Emperor himself to oversee the daily affairs of the Empire and would fill the void left be the former senate. Many questioned the credentials of the new governing body, while many more questioned just how the Emperor was able to assemble such a group so quickly after the senate was destroyed. It was not long before the rumors started, of how the apparent bombings were carried out not by the Rebel Alliance, but by forces that were under the direct command of the Emperor himself.

What ever the case may have been once thing was certain, what ever chance at peace the Empire had died with the Senate. As the Emperor and his new governing body began to seek more and more concessions to feed the ever hungry Imperial war machine. A machine that was starting to show signs of wear and tear, as the war began to grind into its tenth month.

With the outer rim firmly in UNSC/Confederacy control, several major Imperial star systems soon found themselves on the front lines of this conflict. As the Imperial fleet soon found themselves engaging the enemies of the Empire in their own territory. So far the bulk allied forces came from the Confederacy of Independent systems, seeing that the CIS fleet still numbered in the millions at the end of the Clone Wars. But even though the majority of their fleet were still made up of vessels used in the last intergalactic conflict _(Lucrehulk-class Battleship, Providence-class Destroyer/Carrier), _they were still proving to be more than a match for the Empire's "mordern" fleet. Thanks in part to the numerous upgrades that were provided by both the UNSC and private corporations that had invested heavily in new technologies for these vessels.

But don't think that just because the Confederacy had the largest allied fleet, the UNSC and the Rebel Alliance were not pulling their weight for the war effort. What they lacked in numbers, they more than made up for it in flexibility and strategy, as they too launched dozens of hit and run missions deep within Imperial space. In an attempt to disrupt the Empire's war machine and it's ability to launch a successful counter offensive. Not to mention that the UNSC had managed to conduct landings of their own on a couple Imperial held worlds.

The war was now in full swing with no signs of letting up, as the holonets were awash with reports that were coming from the front lines. Many worlds on both sides tuned in to their news providers to learn about what was happening, but while those on the Terran/Confederacy side of the lines were told about the recent gains and losses sustained by their forces, the propaganda machine within the Empire continued to paint the war as a glorious crusade. A crusade to not only rid the Empire and the galaxy of both the Terrans and Confederacy, but to avenge all those "innocents" that had been killed by their treachery.

Even if their ultimate goal of victory, came at a price that many worlds within the Empire could not afford to pay. A price that had already left many governments and planets in ruin.

But for the worlds that fell under the dominion of the Terran government and their UNSC, the war was still very far away for those who lived on these planets. Life carried on and on the planet of Naboo it was no different, even though the Kingdom had been caught in the conflict earlier in the year. If one were to walk the streets of Theed or any other major city on Naboo, they would not have guessed that the entire planet was in a state of war. Only the presence of uniformed UNSC and RNDF personnel ruin the illusion that everything was well.

But as the people of Naboo went about their daily lives, they were completely unaware that a casualty of that fateful battle was currently in the process of not only rebuilding her life. But also her mental train of thought, as she was forced to deal with the fact that all she had learned while training under the Emperor, was wrong.

In the eight months Mara had been living with the Jedi at their academy, the former assassin was given a view into an Order that she had one time thought of as villainous. For a long time she was thought to believe that the Jedi were the enemies of the Empire and stood against the new Order that the Emperor was pushing. In some ways it was true, the Jedi did oppose the Emperor and his new order and in a way it did make them the enemies of Empire.

But these were not the faceless cowards that Palpatine had painted them to be for so long. These were actual living creatures that even though they did not show it, Mara could feel the sadness that lingered in the back of each of the senor Jedi minds. Of course the former Hand member did not let any of her host know that she was force sensitive, but she did have a nagging suspicion that the Jedi knew more about her than she originally thought. But if their was one positive thing that came out of her current situation, was the fact that for the very first time in her life, Mara could actually attempt to reach out and form bonds with others. Or in other words, friendships.

This was something that was normally frowned upon when she was in training, as the Emperor had said that the only bonds one should make, should be ones that could benefit them while on mission. As a matter a fact, Mara began to notice that there were a number of things wrong with what the Emperor had thought her over the years and it was not long before she began to question a number of his teachings.

Just why was the Emperor so insistent that all those who did not share his vision of the new order be eliminated? Even more so, why force this new Order on those who did not wish to be apart of it? Were all those "enemies" that the Emperor ordered her to kill, really a threat at all?

All these questions and more still haunted Mara, as she made he way from her room, to the academy's cafeteria to get herself some breakfast. It was a new day after all and Mara had planned to do much more than stay in her room and sulk over her past actions. But as the fiery red head passed one of the training room, something in the corner of her eye caught her attention.

For within the somewhat spacious interior of said room, Mara saw the last person she expected to see sparring with a training droid. "Luke!" Mara called out loudly, as she entered the room.

The young Jedi for his part lost his concentration for a moment, long enough for the droid to get the upper hand and proceed to soundly trip him with its sparring staff. Mara smiled a bit as she saw the blond go down and land hard on his back.

"Oh... Mara, I didn't see you there." the Jedi in training replied, all be it a bit awkwardly. As he slowly began to pick himself up from the padded floor and greeted his friend. "What's up?"

"Nothing." Mara replied politely, "I was just on my way to get some breakfast when I head you being defeated by that droid."

"Hey!" Luke exclaimed, his pride taking a hit by the red head's comment. "I would have beaten it if you had not distracted me!"

"Perhaps." Marra commented, as she walked up to the droid and examined it. "but you were leaving your right flank exposed to attack. You are lucky that it did not break your ribs."

"I would have beaten it before it could even hit me." the young Skywalker replied, starting to get a bit annoyed by Mara's snarky remarks. A fact that made the red head smile even more, as she had gotten into the habit of teasing Luke every chance she got. A habit that she had taken up after spending time with some of the other Jedi in the academy.

"But yet you still ended up on the floor and fortunately for you, it is padded." Mara quipped, as she took the training droid's staff and looked it over. "You know, I have been sparring with some of the other students and they have showed me a few things. But so far they have only had me sparring with droids."

"So I guess you want me spar with you?" Luke asked curiously, as he looked over his curvaceous tormentor. "Are you sure you want to do that? I have been doing this for quite a while."

"Really? I couldn't tell." Mara replied, her snarky attitude showing itself once again.

"Fine, if that's what you want." the blue eyed blond said, as he activated his sparring staff. The two ends extending out and locking into place, as the second generation Jedi got into a fighting stance. Seeing that her opponent had accepted her challenge, Mara got into her own stance and waited for Luke to make the first move. Normally the Jedi would train with light sabers, seeing that it was their primary weapon of choice. But now at days new trainees had the option to learn to use other weapons such as UNSC issue hand guns _(M6G)_, to other hand held weapons such as the _M1"Lance" _both Mara and Luke were using.

Now they were about to test each others skill with the Terran designed weapons, as the duo waited for one another to make the first move. Suddenly Luke shot upwards and brought his lance down to land the first strike, but Mara was quick to respond and rolled out of the way just moments before it could connect. But no sooner had the Jedi in training landed on the padded floor, his sparring partner spun around in an attempt to knock him over. But Luke was quick to respond and was able block Mara's attack, before leaping back to gain some distance between himself and his surprisingly skilled opponent.

"Not bad." Luke said with a smile, as he watched Mara from across the room.

"Not bad at all." Mara agreed, "But you were a bit sloppy with your attack and I was able to easily defect it."

"Well I wanted to go easy on some one as cute as you." Luke teased, "But if you want me to be rough..." he trailed off, as he once again got ready to strike.

Mara was ready to meet Luke's attack when she suddenly realized, _'Wait a minute... did HE just call me cute?'_ but the former Hand member did not have time to deal with the opponent's statement. As she was forced to leap back to dodge the attack and regain her balance. But as she did so, he mind was still trying to digest the fact that someone had called her "cute"

Sure Mara had notice many senior officials in the Empire, admire her figure when she was a dancer in the Imperial Palace and more than a few had tried to press their luck with the assassin. But for some reason the fact that this up start Jedi apprentice had called her "cute", shocked Mara to no great extent. Unfortunately for Mara Luke's words had actually manage to throw her concentration off a bit, as the Jedi was able to literally sweep Mara off her feet with his lance. Causing Mara to land hard on her back with a loud thud, knocking the wind of her lungs in the process.

"Game.. set... match..." The young Skywalker said triumphantly, as he stood over his downed opponent with his lance pointed directly at her face. "Do you surrender?"

"You... distracted me." Mara gasped, as her lungs were now trying to retrieve the air they had lost in the sudden fall.

"Well... you distracted me first." Skywalker replied smugly, as she stood over his fallen sparring partner. "Do you surrender?"

"I could do that and allow myself to feed your overinflated ego." Mara responded, as she looked up at her would be assailant. "Or I could just teach you a harsh lesson the hard way."

"Really...?" the blue eyed blond asked curiously. "And what lesson would that be?"

A small but evil smile began to creep across Mara's lips as she continued to looked up at Luke, who himself was starting to feel a bit unnerved by her facial expression. Suddenly the young Jedi in training felt the sensation of both his legs being knock out from under him, followed by the loud thud that signaled his had struck the padded floor hard. He struck the floor hard.

"You were overconfident when you should have had your guard up." Mara said confidently, as she stood over her fallen opponent. "Just because you opponent may be down, does not automatically mean that they are defeated. Just be glad this is not a real life situation, or we would not be having this conversation."

"Uh... yea..." Luke groaned back, as he struggled to regain his breath. "So... I guess that is the end of our sparring session?"

"For now, anyway." red head replied. "But I suggest that the next time I challenge you to another session, make sure not to waste my time." and with that statement, Mara deactivated her Lance and exited the training room. Leaving a battered, bruised and winded Skywalker on the padded floor.

The only thing the young man could do at that point was stay motionless on the floor as he thought to himself, _'Dad and Uncle Daniel always told me that when it came to women, we never win... guess I now know what they were talking about. Uhhh! Why are the beautiful ones always the ones to leave a guy in pain?' _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Unknown Location, Imperial Center... )_

"Do you see anything, Jamie?" Yozhov asked curiously, as she and the rest of her team hid in the shadows within a building that was known to be home to a number of senior Imperial officers.

"Nothing yet." the young native of the New Brazilia colony replied, as he peered into the building's hanger. "She has not arrived yet."

"Obviously this woman has no life outside of I.I." Kimberly joked, as she too hid behind a parked utility speeder. "I wonder if she even knows that she has an apartment?"

"After what I have seen in the last few months, I would not be too surprised that she forgot that she did." Jamie replied, as he continued to search of the group's target. His nano augmented contact lenses aiding him in his duty as the group's lookout. "I will tell you one thing, I can not wait to see the look on the bitch's face when we get out hands on her."

"You and me both." Simmons replied, as he looked over the blaster pistol that he appropriated during a minor run in with Imperial security forces. "But for now let's just see if she even arrives tonight."

"Shhh! Hold on, I got something!" Jamie suddenly exclaimed, as he and the rest of the group suddenly fell silent and placed their hands over their concealed weapons. All of them tensing up, as the possibility for an unwanted firefight with Imperial solders, began to surface in the minds of Yozhov and her team. But fortunately for them, this was not the case.

For no sooner had the group hidden themselves, a rather long speeder escorted by solders that were riding om speeder bikes, suddenly flew into the hanger bay and came to a stop in front the pedestrian entrance. No sooner had the small procession had come to a stop, a woman in her late thirties and dressed in an red Imperial uniform suddenly got out of the limousine like vehicle and made her way into the building. A serious yet neutral expression could have been seen on her face, as the woman disappeared behind a pair of sliding doors. While the limo and its escorts took back off and made their way out of the bay.

"Well what do you know... she remembered that she does have an apartment." Kimberly said quietly, as she and the rest of the Central Spike team cautiously made their way out of the shadows.

"Now let us go and pay old Ice Heart a visit." Suri declared, as she and her team suddenly pressed a small button on their wrist mounted devices. Suddenly all four members vanished into thin air, as millions of nanobots covered their bodies and worked in unison to activate an effective cloaking field around each person.

Moments later the entrance into the building opened up, only to close again after a few seconds. If one were to see the door, they would have only thought that it was only a minor glitch in the system. Never could they have imagine that what they had just witnessed was an CBMI operation that would lead to the biggest intelligence coup since _Operation Wind Talker. _

The CBMI was about to pay a visit to an woman whose heart many said was made out of ice. A woman by the name of Ysanne Isard.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Que the cheesy dramatic music! Looks like Isard is about to get some late night visitors, but what did she do to have Central Spike wait for her and what do children have to do with it? I guess you will have to wait to find out. _

_Now I know that I fast forwarded it a bit and I know that many of you may not have liked that move, but for the sake of the story, I thought it was needed. But the war is not over just yet and the Empire still has a few surprises. _

_But here is the kicker, I want to know what you think should be Ysanne's ultimate fate in the story? Should she die or should she live?_

_Note I will only take votes that are sent to me via private messaging. Do not vote in your reviews, I will not count them. _

_Until I update again... laterz :) _


	30. Broken Iceheart

_**A/N: **__Here is the next installment and before I go any further I must warn you that if you are faint of heart or a Ysanne "Iceheart" Isard fan, do not read this chapter! You will not like it. _

_Anyway I want to tank everyone one who responded to my request to decide what should be the fate of Ysanne Isard and I must tell you it was... a tie! A 50/50 for life and death. But I want to thank HonorGuardEliete for giving me the idea for the chapter. So don't send me all your hate mail!_

_To "mrcfhrrs": I did say in a earlier chapter that the UNSC did try contact the Sangheili, but they had yet to receive anything from them. _

_To "_HeroOfInotia_" : No, no and most of all... no. _

_and to everyone else, thanks for the reviews because they have been a big help. _

_Oh! and thanks for the medal of pure diamond _HeroOfInotia, _ now on to the story... _

_**WARNING! BECOMES EXTREME COMING DOWN TO THE END WITH CONTENT THAT MAY SHOCK OR EVEN PISS OFF ALOT OF YOU! WARNING! **_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Broken Iceheart... ) **_

If there was one thing that could have been said about the Director of Imperial Intelligence, it was that Ysanne Isard was quite possibly one of the Emperor's more fanatic supporters. Born into the wealthy and very influential Isard family on Imperial Center,_( then known as Coruscant), _Ysanne's family flourished under Palpatine's rule. More so than they ever did during the days of the Galactic Republic.

As a young child Ysanne idolized her father, who was at the time the head of Imperial Intelligence and he had even allowed his daughter to accompany him on trips to numerous Imperial facilities. It was his influence on her that made the young Isard want to follow in her father's footsteps to join Imperial Intelligence and under his direct tutelage, Ysanne was trained to be one of his top field agents. But as time passed it became very clear to see that experience was not the only thing that she got from her father, as Isard began to show herself to be both quite ambitious, if not ruthless. A combination that made her both very successful as a field agent, as well as extremely dangerous to those who stood in her way.

It was a fact that many persons, her father included, soon found out the hard way. As many of them met their untimely demise due to Ysanne's cunning and treacherous demeano. Soon takinf control of the intelligence body when she had her own father executed for crimes he did not commit. As far as Ysanne was concerned, her only loyalties were to the Emperor and the new order that he represented, and anyone who opposed his absolute rule, did not even deserve to coexist with him in the realm of the living. With all her would be rivals and enemies now either dead or "missing", Ysanne was now free to pursue her life's goal, to serve the Empire and continue to please its enlightened ruler and for a while she had managed to do so with a ruthlessness that earned her the ominous name, Iceheart.

But as the Empire entered this new conflict with both the Terran Government and their CIS allies, Ysanne soon found herself on the receiving on the Emperor's growing frustration over the Empire's situation. As the war that was supposed to the Empire's finest hour, was quickly becoming a series of humiliating setbacks and defeats for the Galaxy's greatest civilization. As head of Imperial Intelligence Ysanne was responsible for providing the Emperor and the military, information that could be used against the Empire's enemies. Unfortunately for Isard it was a task that was easier said than done, as none of the assets that were at her disposal, were able to gain any vital information on the Terrans and their UNSC.

Sure many of Isard's operatives had managed to infiltrate many worlds that were within the Terran protected areas of space and they were able to stir up some discontent with the populace against the Terran Government. But it was still not enough to cause the UNSC any form of discomfort and in some cases, these so called "freedom fighters" had been completely wiped out when they tried to launch uprisings against their Terran friendly governments. Coupled with the fact that both the UNSC and CIS had managed to gain so much ground against the Empire in almost a year since hostilities began, it was very clear to see that Imperial Intelligence more than had their work cut out for them. It were as if the both the Terran and Confederacy Intelligence agencies were always one step ahead of Isard's group.

A fact that had caused the Emperor to punish the female officer harshly, as the burn marks hidden beneath her crimson colored uniform were a constant reminder to Isard that there were consequences for failure. As well as motivation for her to not to fail her Emperor again and within the last few months, Ysanne had created a program that was so secret, not even the Emperor himself knew about it. A dangerous thing to do since it was not wise to keep secrets from the Emperor,.

But Ysanne was convinced that once her goal had been reached and her "black" program was a success, the Emperor would reward her greatly for her service towards the Empire. But for now the only thoughts the director of Imperial Intelligence had at the moment, was of getting some much needed rest. Even the most devoted and loyal supporters of the Emperor needed to rest after all and Ysanne was no different. Fortunately she had enough foresight to keep a place for herself within one of the more upscale districts of Imperial Center and for tonight anyway, she would be using it to get her standard six hours of much needed sleep.

Exiting the elevator that served as the only entrance and exit to the level where her suite was located, Ysanne made her way down the hallway before she came to a rather lavish pair of doors that were guarded by two Imperial Troopers. Both of which proceed to salute the senior officer, as she took a moment to return the gesture before the doors opened and she entered her room. But no sooner had the doors closed behind the Imperial officer, the two would be guards suddenly grabbed their throats and made gagging sounds. As if something or some one was strangling them, but their suffering did not last very long. As the two of them suddenly went silent and their arms fell lifelessly to their sides. Yet some how they still remained upright and to anyone who could have seen them, it would have looked as if nothing was wrong. Not noticing that they were being held up by a thin wire that were wrapped around their necks and pinned to the wall behind them.

Meanwhile in the rather luxurious interior that was Ysanne's penthouse, the Intelligence head had quickly gotten out of her officer's attire and had slipped into a lavender colored nightie that hugged every major feature of her curvacious build. If one were to see her like this, they would have thought that Ysanne was the most beautiful creature in the Empire, but they would have never guessed that her clear beauty concealed a creature that was absolutely ruthless.

Taking a moment to pour herself a glass of Corellian wine, Ysanne took a moment to reflect on her life and where it had lead her to become. Her father would have been so proud of his only daughter, if she had not been the one who had him both disgraced and executed that is. In a few months, Ysanne would succeed where all her would be counterparts had failed at accomplishing. She would become the Emperor's top associate and quite possibly, his chosen successor. All she had to do was complete her newest secret program and deploy them against the UNSC and their allies. The Emperor would be would be so pleased by he work that he would quickly forget about the fact that she had basically gone behind his back, to create this pet project of her's.

And if he did not see the genius of the plan and did not give her the credit that was due, well... there was a reason why Ysanne decided to keep this secret from Palpatine.

In any case, it had been a very long couple of days indeed for the Intelligence director and now her body was telling her it was time for rest. Taking one last swig of her wine, Ysanne placed her ornate wine glass on her kitchen counter and made her way into her bedroom. Not even noticing that her pent house balcony door had slowly begun to open for itself.

Inside the surprisingly lavish sleeping quarters, Ysanne made her way towards the large bed that sat in the center of the chamber. Taking her time, the Imperial officer eased herself between the silk like sheets of her bed and with a sharp verbal command, the lights went off. Allowing the Imperial official to slowly drift off to sleep and grant her some much needed rest. But that euphoric feeling her body settling in for the night was short lived, as a loud crash jolted Isard from her short lived slumber and alerted her to the possibility that someone had managed to break into her apartment.

Not wanting to take any chances, the Intelligence head got up from her bed and proceeded to retrieve the blaster pistol that she kept close by. As head of the I. I., Ysanne knew that her position made her a target for anyone who wanted to cripple the Empire. As a result the Imperial official got into the habit of keeping armed weapons close by, just in case some foolish group decided to try their luck and think they could get their hands on such an important figure in the Empire. Ysanne was, in her mind anyway, was going to make sure that her would be attackers would be made to regret their decision to target her.

Still clad in her form fitting nightie, Isard cautiously made her way out of her sleeping chambers with her blaster pistol armed and ready. Her red and blue eyes slowly scanning her suite in an attempt to locate those who had woken her up, as she slowly moved around her private residence. Soon her eyes came across a broken wine bottle on the floor, the same bottle that she herself had taking a drink from just a hour earlier. Sighing heavily Ysanne lowered her weapon and examined the mess that she was responsible for but as she did so, the officer could have sworn that she had placed it back in the fridge before she went to bed.

But just as the woman was about to ponder this more, she suddenly felt a sharp pain shoot up from behind her neck. Causing her to gasp out loud and place her hand on the spot that pained her.

Suddenly the world around the Intelligence began to spin, as she soon found it difficult to stand on her own. Leaning heavily on the counter in an attempt to keep her balance, Ysanne tried to make her way to her room's holoprojector to call for help. But her attempt to find some form of salvation was short lived, as Ysanne found herself landing hard on the carpeted surface of her pent house suite. That was the last thing Ysanne could register in her mind as the world around her suddenly went black, just as four figures suddenly materialized around her.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

A pounding headache greeted Isard as she slowly regained consciousness, her mind was still clouded as she began to open her eyes, in an attempt to see the world around her. At first Ysanne thought that her unwanted morning grogginess was a result of a less than stellar night's sleep. But no sooner had her eyes fully opened, did Ysanne realized that she was no longer in her apartment, despite the fact that she was still wearing her her rather risque sleeping attire.

It was also at this point that the Imperial commander realized that she was now seated in a hard chair with wrists firmly tied behind her back. A similar story could have been said for her ankles, which were also tightly bound together to a point here she could feel what ever it was holding her, cutting into her skin. It was very clear to Ysanne that who ever had kidnapped her, knew very well what they were doing and that they, who ever "they" were, wanted to make sure that she could not escape.

"Well what do ya know? Sleeping beauty finally woke up!" A boisterous voice exclaimed loudly, a hint of amusement could be clearly heard as he spoke. Ysanne winced a bit at the sound, as her head throbbed even more.

"It is about time!" another voice replied, as Ysanne could hear the footsteps of people approaching her. Soon her vision began to clear up and when it did, Ysanne was met with the sight of four persons standing before her.

"Who... who are you?" the Imperial commander asked as she looked up at her would be tormentors, her voice sounding more angry than afraid. "I demand to know just who are my captors!"

One of the figures in front of her came forward and replied. "And just who are you to make demands? Last time I checked you were the one in the chair and at our mercy."

"You still did not answer my question." Ysanne replied, "Just who the hell are you?"

"Well since you are so insistent on knowing who we are, then I seen no reason why we should not entertain you." the woman replied with a accent that Ysanne was not familiar with. "My name... is not important, nor are the names of my team mates here. All you need to know right now is that you are our prisoner and that you will answer any and all questions my team have for you. If you cooperate, then all should be fine."

"And if id decide not to cooperate?" the Imperial asked her captors defiantly, showing no signs of fear even though she knew that she was at their mercy.

"Believe me …. it is in your best interest that you do." the woman replied, as she got a chair of her own and sat down directly in front of the Imperial. Ysanne for her part was at a complete lost for words at this point, never once did she ever imagine that she would become a prisoner to anyone. But it did not take long for the intelligence officer to figure out just who were her captors were, as there was only one group in the galaxy who would be bold enough to even consider kidnapping a high ranking member of the Empire and on Imperial Center no less.

"Terrans..." Isard sneered, "Only you would be so foolish to do something so stupid!"

"Stupid?" Suri asked curiously, as the rest of her team listened closely to the exchange between the two Intelligence officers.

"You kidnapped me, the head of the Empire's Intelligence." Ysanne stated, a wicked smile forming on her face as she spoke. "Sooner or later they are going to notice I am gone and when they check the security logs they are going to see you taking me out of the building. It's only a mater of time before they find us and when they do... you will be begging me to kill you."

"Oh well then if that is the case then we should free you at once and get off the planet before they do!" Yozhov replied rather dramatically, causing the rest of her team to chuckle just loud enough for Ysanne to hear them. Suri then moved a bit closer to her captive and said in a low , almost dangerous tone, "Listen here sweetie, we all knew that death came with this assignment and we are all comfortable with that fact, so don't think for a minute we don't just how serious our action are. Believe me, we are all ready to die."

"How noble." Isard replied with a snarky tone in her voice. "If that is the case then I should really try my best to keep all of you alive and-" (SLAP!)

"Listen here, suka!" Suri exclaimed in Russian, just moments after she slapped Ysanne hard on the side of he face, an action that almost caused her to fall out of her chair. "We don't have time to listen to you snarky attitude! We know that your group is up to something and it involves you kidnapping children from these so called protected zones."

Slowly turning her head to face Suri, Ysanne replied, "And you think I would just tell you what my plans are for those... children?"

"Not really, no." the Russian native replied, "But I wanted to give you a chance to come clean with what you know. So I ask again, tell us what you plan for those children."

Ysanne for her part just stared at her interrogator, her ice cold gaze peering up at Suri and showing no signs of complying with the Central Spike leader's request. Then Suri did something that Ysanne did not expect. A huge grin formed on the young woman's face as she replied, "You know what? I was hoping you would not want to help us!"

"You... what?" a puzzled expression suddenly formed on Isard's face. "Have you gone completely mad?"

"To some people, I have." Suri replied cheerfully. "Since you don't what to help us willingly, I get to do this to you!"

"Do... what?" the still puzzled woman questioned, as she looked at the almost child like smile on Suri's face. Suddenly Suri got up and kicked Ysanne in the chest with such force, it caused her to fall back on the ground. The air inside of Ysanne's lugs violently knocked out of her, as she soon found herself staring upwards at the ceiling. Just as quickly, Jamie and Simmons rushed over to their captive and held her head in place, as Kimberly retrieve a small disk like device from her robes and moved over the helpless woman.

Ysanne began to fight up as much as she could, an unfamiliar sense of fear starting to overwhelm the Intelligence head, as she tried desperately to fight off her attackers. But her efforts were all in vain as Kimberly held the strange device over Ysanne's now frightened face, just what did these Terrans had planned for her?

Unfortunately for Ysanne she would get her answer soon enough as to her horror, four tentacle like attachments suddenly appeared from the device and slowly made their way towards her face. Her red and blue eyes could only look on helplessly as the metallic tentacles began to enter both her nasal cavities, as well as spaces between her eyes and the sockets that held them. A sharp gasp escaped her lips, as the Intelligence officer could feel the device slowly inch deeper and deeper into her head and soon, they reached the cavity that held her brain. All the while Suri just looked on with a neutral expression, as the CBMI exclusive device continued to bore deep into their captive's head.

"Well, I guess you are wondering just what we are using to bore inside your head?" the Russian native said with a rather odd tone in her voice. As she slowly walked up to the now motionless Ysanne Issard. "You see a little while ago, some of our scientist came up with a special device to aid us with our interrogation practices. A device that literally drills into the mind of a subject and proceeds to read, retrieve and translate the neural activity of someones mind. As you are now experiencing right now."

Ysanne for her part did not even bother to respond in any way or form, as her body had become motionless . The only thing she could register at that point was the fact that there were four alien objects embedded inside her head and there was nothing she could do to stop it. Only the slight movements of her now widen eyes and the slight moan, would let Suri's team know that she was still alive and still very much aware of her surroundings.

"Don't ask me how it manages to do so, it just does." Yozhov stated, as she was now standing over the device's latest victim. "Now... over the last few months my team have noticed that you have been coming into the protected zones to take large amounts of children away and killing their families. Since you showed no interest in telling us why you are doing it, we might as well use our 'Mind Drill' on you! Kim, are you ready to start?"

"Yes ma'am." Kimberly replied, as the pressed the top of the suspended device and soon, a cone of light appeared above Isard. Soon, images began to appear and the team began to look closely at what the device was retrieving from the mind of the Imperial intelligence head and what they saw, horrified the group of seasoned operatives.

They saw alien children, many of them looking as if they could not have been no more that five years of age, being forcibly held down on what looked like surgical tables. There was no audio for the holographic images, but Suri and her team could clearly see that they were screaming as hard as they could, as surgeons in masks and medical droids moved in on them. They saw bodies that were horrifically mutilated being thrown into dumpsters, hundreds of them, thousands. Said dumpsters were then taken away with their contents to be disposed of at another location. But what was most disturbing of all, were the images of what looked like coffins with children in them, being loaded into transports, before being sent to another location off world.

"By Allah..." Jamie gasped out, as the images continued to play before him. "this is..."

"Is... isn't it glorious...?" Ysanne manged to squeak out, some how managing to fight the pain she was experiencing.

"What the hell are you doing to them?!" Suri asked angrily, as she glared down at her captive.

"I... did something that would final find a use for these... creatures that infest Imperial Center and... and the Empire.!" Ysanne spat out, her blue eye meeting Yozhov's stare. "If... they are going to continue to procreate... might as... might as well... put them to good use to serve the Empire."

"And what about those bodies your people were throwing away?"

"What... what about them?" Ysanne repiled, her lips forming a wicked smile as she spoke. "There are many more where those things came from."+

"There! That's everything!" Kimberly declared, as she noticed that a small icon on the "Mind Drill" had suddenly turned green. "We got everything."

"Very good." Simmons replied, "But what do we do to this bitch?"

"I say we killer her!" Jamie declared, "The Universe would not weep for the death of such an unholy creature."

"Then... then go right ahead!" Ysanne declared defiantly, despite the fact that Mind Drill was still embedded in her head. "You kill me and... and I promise you there will be no place for you to hide! But I shall be celebrated for many years to come as... as a hero of the new order!"

"Christ, this bitch is off her rocker." Kimberly muttered, as she looked at their clearly delusional prisoner. "What do we do with her?"

For a moment Suri took into account what she had seen and what she had heard, as she also took into account just whose life she was passing judgment on. It was very clear to see that Ysanne Isard had lived up to her reputation of being an absolutely cold blooded and heartless individual, who showed not compassion for any of the alien species that lived on Imperial Center. Thanks to her innocent children had been murdered and this woman showed absolutely no remorse for what she had done. Normally Suri would order her team's tech expert, (Kimberly) to erase Ysanne's memory of her encounter with the CBMI. But something within the Russian clicked when she looked at the Intelligence officer and after a few minutes, Suri realized that when it came to Ysanne "Iceheart" Isard, death was just to good for her.

Getting a wicked smile of her own, Yozov leaned down towards Ysanne and said, "Believe me Suka... there is nothing more I would like to do than ridding the galaxy of a monster such as yourself. But then I remembered something my instructors told me when I first became a agent..."

"And... what is... that...?"

"There are far worst fates than death." Suri said with a smile, a smile that made Ysanne's blood run cold. It was at that very moment that Ysanne Isard, a woman was as feared within the Empire as she was ruthless, realized that the war was about to end for her.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Unknown Location, Alien Protected Zones) _

"Well well well... look what we got here!" a rather large large Twi'lek male exclaimed, as he and a group men entered one of the many vacant and dilapidated buildings that made up Invisec. This group was just one of the many gangs that patrolled the Alien Protected Zones, using intimidation and violence against the sector's population to gain power.

"What did you find, boss?" another Twi'lek asked somewhat eagerly, as he popped from behind the larger male.

"Entertainment." the Twi'lek replied as he pointed to something in the corner. Sure enough their in the room was the familiar form of a woman dressed in a very risque red nightie. She was huddled up with her arms hugging her long and shapely legs, while her head was covered long black hair with white high lights.

Suddenly she began to stir and when she looked up and saw the assembled group of aliens standing in front of her, a shriek escaped her lips. "Who... who are you?" the woman said with a child like tone in her voice."

"A human woman!" another male spoke up, as the rest of the group began to leer at the woman. "Never had one of those before!"

"Never saw one so good looking either." the first male from before replied, as he and his men began to move in on there unsuspecting victim.

"You... you keep away from me!" the woman said out loud, "My brother is coming back soon and you would not want to be here when he comes back!"

"Well then... I guess he would not mind if we played with his sister until he comes back!" the large Twi'lek said suggestively, as he and his men quickly grabbed on to the helpless woman and dragged her into a back room.

"No.. stop... please stop... you're hurting me! NOOO!" the woman formally known as Ysanne Isard screamed out, as the gang of Twi'leks got ready to enjoy their new found entertainment.

Her helpless screams and sobs could be heard echoing out of the building, as the sun slowly began to rise over the Alien Protected Zone of Imperial Center. A zone that were to serve as Ysanne's new found personal hell.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__I did warn you! Did I or did I not warn you? Once again I thank HonorGuardEliete for giving me this idea and I have to admit... I even managed to scare myself a bit! _

_Now I must point out that while I was writing this, I have been working on another crossover while I was writing this chapter. So for those who have me as a Author Alert, don't be surprise if you see another story from me in the near future. _

_Until I update again... this is the Nightstalker signing out! _

_Laterz... _


	31. The Chiss and I

_**A/N: **__Okay let's get this out of the way first... I know that a lot of you were upset over my last chapter because of the way it ended. Many of you pointed out that it was way extreme and one guy even said that he would stop reading this fic because of it. _

_I will admit that I may had been extreme coming to the end and I am sorry if I offended anyone, but I assure you it was not intentional. _

_To Ravenmore45, I am truly sorry that such a ting did happen to your friend and I hope she got justice. _

_To Zomvee, I could have. But then again I though that having Iceheart run into someone that was more brutal than her, would have been better. _

_And to anyone else who still think that was her punishment, I want to ask you one thing. Where in that chapter did I say that it was? Their are far more worst fate than death, BUT... this is not what you think it is. All shall be explained in future chapters, so you will just have to keep reading to see what I really had done to her. _

_FYI... I had done a chapter a little while ago that had it happen and none of you really said anything about it. (Read Operation Watch Tower pt.4) _

_Now that my little rant is over with, the next chapter begins... NOW!_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ The Chiss and I... ]**_

_( U.N.S.C. Administrated Planet, New Gardenia) _

There was not much that could have been said for the planet of New Gardenia, other than the fact that it was located deep within Terran controlled space and it was only one of a handful of TUG colonies that were administrated by the military. Claimed by the UNSC after the short lived Terran-Republic war, the uninhabited world was sized in an attempt to prevent it from becoming a haven for pirates and other criminal elements. Seeing that New Gardenia's location placed it close to a number of major shipping lanes and that the worlds which had sided with the Terran Government, could not afford any threats to their trade routes so soon after they had left the Republic.

As the years passed and the Terrans began to slowly build up the Worth colonies, attempts were made to have colonist settle on the planet and build it up into a new colony. But despite the best efforts of the government, not as much persons had they had hoped, took up the offer to settle on the planet. As a result, New Gardenia remained largely undeveloped of a number of years. With the only major population center located on the northern continent, known as Goose Green.

But oddly enough Gardenia's underdevelopment coupled with its low civilian population _(2,005,000), _made it perfect for a role that was it was never originally intended for. New Gardenia was going to play host to massive prisoner of war camps, which would be situated on the many islands that dotted the southern hemisphere .It would be on these islands that many Imperial solders, naval personnel and high ranking officials, would find themselves spending the remainder of the war. But just how long that would be were anyone's guess, as the war slowly began to reach the one year mark and more and more individuals began to arrive on the colony.

Obviously with literally thousands of high ranking officials now at the mercy of the UNSC, the opportunity to gather information from these persons was just to great to pass up. It was no surprise then that the Central Bureau of Military Intelligence decided to set up an office on New Gardenia to interrogate these individuals, with luck their work could lead to a speedy end to the conflict. Even if some of their interrogation tactics were questionable, if not down right inhumane.

But oddly enough, some of the most valuable and credible information gained by this CBMI office, came from an individual who was not only the highest ranking Imperial officer being held by the UNSC, but was also more that willing to divulge any and all information.

But what was really strange about the whole affair, was that the individual in question had only one request in exchange for the Empire's secrets, the UNSC would provide this person access with works of art from highly noted artist from the Terran Union. Both past and present.

It may have been one of the oddest deal ever brokered by the intelligence body, but this person had proved to be very credible since he became a guest of the UNSC. But just why he had chosen to help the UNSC, was only known to a hand full of persons in the CBMI. Today one of those said persons was currently on her way to meet with this prisoner of war, as she had agreed to meet with this person at a predetermined time to inform him on a certain matters.

"Pilot, how long until we arrive at the prison complex?" the Mirialan intelligence officer asked the pilot of the Condor transport she was on.

"We're ten minutes out, ma'am." the Twi'lek pilot replied, as he and his copilot guided the aircraft towards its destination.

"Thank you." Colonel Offee replied, as she settled in to her seat. Four days of travel on a CBMI Stealth Frigate had drained the colonel a bit, as in recent months her division had been flooded with reports from agents located all over the galaxy. Reports of new rebellion movements erupting on worlds that had traditionally been loyal to the Empire, as well as possible defections by high ranking Imperial officials, all this became the norm within the walls of the Hive. There were even rumors that certain members of of the Imperial military were planing to not only defect from Imperial Center, but form their own separate faction on the remote outer reaches of the Empire.

Obviously the intelligence agencies of both the UNSC and the CIS, had yet to confirm if this were true. But they both still had a duty to their governments to follow up on this lead and if it were true, then it would be their jobs to figure out just how they could deal with/exploit this sudden split within the Empire. But for now, the Mirialain colonel had to focus on her meeting with the United Nations Space Command's greatest source of information on the Empire.

Within a few minutes the image of an lush tropical island suddenly came into view, as the Condor began to lower its altitude. A first one would think that this island would have been the perfect spot for a luxury hotel or a resort, as the crystal blue waters and white sands gave the land mass an enticing look to it. But that picturesque scene was quickly shattered by the presence of a dozen tower like structures which stood just meters off the sandy beaches, while heavily armed Army and CDF personnel stood watch on the concrete and steel structures. You see this island though picturesque,was just one of the dozen or so island that were now home to almost half a million Imperial prisoners of war/detainees.

This particular islands just happened to be home to just over fifteen thousand high ranking officials that were not fortunate enough to escape the Terran military. But in the case of this one particular detainee, he willingly allowed himself to be taken prisoner once his fleet had been defeated and ever since his arrival on New Gardenia, he had become a bit of a model prisoner. Oddly enough despite the fact that he was basically an informant for the UNSC, he still had the respect of the other prisoners that shared the island with him. Mainly because he used his services to improve the living conditions for his men.

Taking a few moments to come to a hover, the Condor carrying Barriss slowly began to maneuver itself over the landing pad that were connected to one of the structures. In a matter of seconds the Condor's landing gear had deployed and all three had touched down on the concrete surface the aircraft's thrust vectoring engines began to power down. As the Colonial Defense Force registered transport's side doors slid open and allow the CBMI officer to disembark from the craft.

"Welcome to Tower seven." the commanding officer for the island/prison said with a salute, as he greeted the Mirialian colonel. "I'm guessing you are here to meet with our favorite guest at our facility?"

"Indeed so, Commander Handro." Barriss replied, "Does he know that I am here?"

"We sent a message drone informing him of your arrival, as soon as your aircraft left New Rhodes." the UNSC Army colonel informed her. "He should be at your usual meeting place."

"Very good." Colonel Offee replied, as both her and Handro began to make their way inside the tower like facility.

About ten minutes later Barriss, along with several heavily armed solders departed Tower Seven on a hovercraft. It's destination, an island that was home to a prisoner who was all to happy with helping his would be enemies.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Situated within a secluded bay, was a rather modest shack which stood just meters away from the shore line. The walls of the structure were made of a mixture of mortar and stone, while dried coconut tree leaves made up the structure's roof covering. Their were no glass in the windows of the hut, as crude wooden shudders could be clearly seen on these openings, as a single wooden door covered the only entrance into the modest hut. But despite its primitive look, the hut was still well built and if one were to see it with the bay as a backdrop, they would have thought it to be a ideal spot for a vacation getaway.

Little would they realize that the hut was on an island that held Imperial prisoners of war, or that the hut itself was actually built by one of the island's residents for one purpose alone.

Within the structure a lone figure stood in front of a rather large painting, just one of the many such painting that the UNSC had provided him with over the last year or so. This particular one was done by an individual known as Van Gogh, a Terran artist that lived on the the Terran home world almost eight hundred years ago. This particular painting was known as _"The Starry Night" _and from what the Chiss had learned, this particular piece was done by Van Gogh while he was a resident in a sanitarium. Not exactly a place where one would expect to influence such a work.

But to the Chiss and former Grand Admiral, it was representation of the Terran mind set. Even in a place of such despair, Van Gogh was still able to see the beauty in the world around him. Even if his world was limited to the room he was assigned to at the facility, yet the former Grand Admiral could see that this Terran artist had placed great passion into his work. It was the same story this painting, as well as every other painting he had gotten over the last few months. Obviously these were not the original artworks the UNSC had provided him with, but it did not change the message that the Chiss had got from them.

These Terrans were passionate in what ever they chose to do and were capable of great things, even in the face of adversity. Now the Empire was embroiled in a war with these people, the only thing the Chiss could think of now was just how big of a mistake the Emperor had made by starting this conflict with the Terrans. As well as reenforcing his commitment in aiding the Terrans as best as he could to end this conflict before the real threat arrived.

"Am I interrupting you?" a voice suddenly spoke up, alerting him to the fact that he was no longer alone in his hut. Turing around Thrawn could see the familiar sight of Colonel Barriss Offee of the Terran CBMI, the person who he had been sharing his information with for the past year.

"No you are not, colonel."Thrawn replied, as he walked over to a crude wooden table that had two chairs next to it. "If anything I would say you are early."

"You may want to blame my pilot for that." the Mirialan officer replied, as she walked into the hut and took a seat at the table. She then took out a small device from her uniform, placed it on the table and suddenly, the holographic image of a beautiful woman dressed in Imperial attire appeared in front of the duo. Almost immediately a deep scowl began to form on the Chiss' face.

"Her..." he growled out.

"I am guessing that you are familiar with Ysanne Isard." the CBMI colonel asked curiously.

"I am afraid all too well." Thrawn replied, "I know of at least several attempts by her to discredit my name while when I first joined the Imperial Navy."

"Indeed so." Barriss replied, " and from what my counterparts in the CIS have told me, you were not the only one she had targeted."

"Some how I am not surprised that I wasn't." the Chiss commented. "Out of all the persons I have ever had the misfortune of coming across, Ysanne was the one who bothered me the most. Nothing good ever came from that woman."

"And apparently that is still the case."Colonel Offee began to say. "A few weeks ago one of my teams in the field were able to capture Isard and pump her for information."

"What?" Thrawn gasped in disbelief as he was floored by the news that Ysanne Isard, quite possibly one of the most sadistic and ruthless individuals in the Emperor's inner circle, had been taken down by a Terran Special forces team.

"Judging by your expression, you are surprised by the exploits of my people in the field?" the CBMI colonel asked the stunned Chiss, enjoying the fact that she had been able to make him speechless.

"Just how... were they able to do such a thing?"

"I am not a liberty to inform you the details of just how they carried out the operation." Barriss began to explain, "But I can say that their operation was a success and were able to gain a lot of valuable information from her. Information that you may find interesting."

Soon the holographic image before the two changed from that of Ysanne Isard, to several head shots of individuals that the Chiss were familiar with. "So she were keeping files on them too?" Thrawn commented, as he looked on at the images.

"Do you know them?"

"Not personally, no." Thrawn replied. "But I have had worked closely with them all in the past."

"You were their commander?" the colonel asked.

"They were under my command during a number of operations, during the Empire's push into Wild Space." The Chiss explained. "As Grand Admiral, I had been assigned many officers to work under my command."

"But I am guessing not all of them were willing to accept an Alien superior?"

"Quite so." Thrawn replied, "but these seven were by far my most loyal of commanders and had actually requested to work with me on further campaigns in the expanse regions. It does not surprise me one bit that Isard would start to keep a close eye on them, then again she kept files on everyone that she thought could be a threat to the Emperor."

"Well maybe this time, he apparent paranoia may have been founded." Barriss declared, "Because according to Imperial Intelligence, these seven individuals have begun to marshal their forces in secret location outside og Imperial space."

"Are your sure that these reports are nothing more than embellished stories that were created by Ysanne?" The Chiss asked. "She is capable of of many things."

"That was our first thought when we first learned of this possible plot." Offee began to explain. "But in recent months, our contacts in the Rebel Alliance have said that they have noticed a number of black listed ships leaving Imperial anchorages and heading into wild space. Curiously enough, said anchorages fell under the direct command of one or more of these commanders."

"So what are you implying is that they may be a splinter cell of sorts in the Empire?" Thrawn asked curiously, as he soon found himself coming to grips with the idea that the Empire could possibly be on the verge of a coup. "Why are you even telling me this?"

"Because if this is true, then we need someone who could quite possibly get them on our side." the Mirialan woman explained. "You did say that that the only reason you decided to help us, is so that the galaxy could be ready to face the Vong."

"That may be true, but I am still uncertain if they would be willing to join sides with the Terrans and the CIS." Thrawn explained. "I may not have known them personally, but I can honestly tell you right now that they all did not care too much about your government or its allies. From the discussions I have had with them, they were still very much loyal towards the Empire, although..."

"Yes?" Barriss asked curiously.

"In our past engagements, you had told me that certain planets had been victims of the Empire's newest policies, in regards to the war." Thrwan stated. "If anything these men are more likely interested in fighting the Empire to take control of it for themselves, rather than side with you. I am sorry, but I do not think that I may be any help to you on this matter."

"Very well then, moving on." Colonel Offee replied, as she switched gears and changed the subject.

Over the next couple hours the head of the CBMI's Andromeda branch and the former Grand Admiral went over a few other things that Barriss had decided to share. But eventually her time with the Chisss had expired and it was time for her to return to Tower 7, but as the Mirialan colonel began to exit the small shack, Thrawn said "You never did tell me just what you team did to Isard after they were done interrogating her. What did they do?"

A somber yet stern look suddenly formed on Barriss' face, as she turned to face the Chiss and replied "When they were done, the mission commander concluded that she was both far too dangerous an individual to set free."

"So they killed her?" Thrwan asked curiously, is blue face showing no signs of emotion as he asked about the ultimate fate of the woman commonly known a _Iceheart._

"In a way, they did." Barris replied, her expression staying the same as she spoke. "But that is all I am obligated to tell you. Until our next meeting." and with that, the Mirialan officer left to meet up with the hovercraft which was waiting for her on the beach.

Leaving a perplexed Thrawn behind to wonder just what she had meant by the statement. Just what did she mean by 'In a way, they did?'. Thrawn could not explain it but for some reason Barriss' words sent uneasy shivers up his spine, just what did the Terrans do to the woman who could have easily passed for Emperor, when it came to cunning and brutality?

Thrawn knew that if the opportunity ever did presented itself, he would not hesitate to kill that woman if he had the chance. Ysanne was just as much of a threat to the Empire, as were its enemies and he knew that many in the military would not morn her loss. But still he could not help but to think just what the Terrans could have done to the Intelligence head, but if his assumptions about these people were correct, then Iceheart would certainly meet a fate that was suited for a person of her own caliber.

Meanwhile back on board the UNSC Army hovercraft Colonel Offee took her seat and sighed heavily, as the vessels made its way off the beach and back onto the water. Once again her meeting with the former grand admiral had proved to be fruitful and the CBMI official had an idea on just what direction he team should take in the future.

But as the amphibious craft moved across the waves, the Mirialian was broken out of her quiet meditation by the sound of her personal communicator going off. Sighing a bit, Barriss pressed the small button that was on her wrist mounted device and when she did, she was met with five words...

_'Operation Bad Wolf is a go'_

"So it begins." Barrisss said quietly to herself, as the UNSC would soon be conduction another landing on an Imperial world. But unlike the other operations in the past Bad Wolf would be conducted without the knowledge of the Confederacy. As for the first time since Operation Good Neighbor, it would be the CBMI that would be calling the shots for this operation.

An operation that would include standard UNSC Army Ranger infantry, Marine corp tank divisions and most notably, Spartans.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. Assault Ship, Shores of Tripoli) _

The hanger decks of the Falklands-class assault ship were alive with activity, as the vessel's crew and compliment of over six thousand Marines were getting ready to take part in the UNSC's latest operation against the Galactic Empire. Their designated target this time was a small moon orbiting a gas giant, which served as a resupply depot for the Imperial fleet. This was not something that was alien to the vessel's crew, as the Shores of Tripoli had conducted similar operations in the past which had resulted in the capture of a number of key Imperial facilities.

Within the hanger decks itself dozens of Osprey drops ships were lined up on a row, as hundreds of marines boarded them and prepared themselves for the flight down towards the moon's surface. While on the other side of the flight deck, heavily armed Jackals and Coyotes were being driven on much larger Hawk-class drop ships for use by the marines on the ground.

But while this display of organized chaos was taking place, no one seemed to noticed that their were four heavily modified Ospreys present in the hanger bays. Nor did they notice that these particular craft were did not carry the markings of the UNSC Marine corp on the side of them. Instead the image of a ancient Greek helmet with two spears crossed behind it on a shield, adorned each craft.

These drop ships were in fact apart of the UNSC's much celebrated/infamous Spartan corp and today, elements from this highly regarded military unit would be taking part in this operation.

Sitting within one of these ships a member of Trinity platoon _(One of the Spartan units taking part in the operation) _was busily going over the helmet for his Mark VI Power Armor. When he was convinced that everything was in order, he placed said helmet on his head and readied his standard issue __MHL-130-S ___assault rifle. While holstered on his back, was a not so standard aluminum base ball bat which had the words ___"Louisville Slugger" ___emblazoned on it in bold black letters. An unusual "weapon" for a Spartan V to be using, then again Spartan 5's were unusual individuals to begin with, as they were the latest development in the renewed Spartan program. _

_ Now he, along with the rest of Trinity and Ghost platoons ___(50 members each), ___would be taking part in this particular landing. But while the Marines and Army Ranger units would be going in to capture facilities that were located near the moon's only space port, Trinity and Ghost's targets were far more important to the Allied war effort. _

_ The sudden sound of the flight deck's claxon alerted everyone that the area should be evacuated as soon as possible, as it was time for the Falklands-class assault carrier to launch it's payload of Marines and Spartans. As this was going on, the automatic braces within the Osprey came down and secured everyone that sat within it. As the last of the Tripoli's crew exited the flight deck and the doors of the landing craft closed shut. _

_ "Lord father I prey to you to say , I don't ask for tomorrow, I ask only for today." the Spartan said to himself quietly, as he could feel the drop ship suddenly lurch and begin to move. Even though he was a veteran of many operations in this conflict and many others in the past, the Spartan V always said that little prayer before he went into battle. _

_ Meanwhile in space hundreds of UNSC warships and transports orbited their target like sharks surrounding a bleeding whale. As thousands of drop ships and barges began to make their way towards the moon's surface. Officially this was an operation that was was meant to disrupt the Imperial navy's supply line. But only a hand full of individuals knew its real purpose._

_ To deny the Empire a weapon that was for more dangerous than any nova bomb. A weapon that had not only saved humanity during their greatest crisis, but also destroyed its masterminds in the end. _

__**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **__

_ _**A/N:**____ Another chapter down, but there are many more to do before the story is done so stay tuned and please leave a review. __

__And to 'theotherpianist' I strongly advise you rewrite your first chapter of your story. Elements of your "time line" is copied almost word for word from my previous story. Sorry to call you out like tha\is, but it had to be said. __


	32. Bad Wolf

_**A/N: **__Nightstalker here with the next installment of this story and I want to thank everyone who have already given me positive feedback/criticism. _

_100 Awesome points go to both 'Cyrannus' and 'Interested Brit' for noticing my Doctor Who 'Easter Egg'. _

_While 100 more go to 'Interested Brit' again for getting my _ _other two 'Easter Eggs' (answer to your question, I know about that conflict and I though it would be interesting to drop those names in my fic.) _

_Now that is over with, on to the story... ALLONS-Y!_

_**WARNING! EXTREME SCENE TO COME! WARNING! **_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Bad Wolf )**_

It had become a bit of a familiar sight for the Imperial navy, as once again a large formation of Terran warships and assault craft suddenly appeared above another Imperial administrated moon. This particular moon, codenamed _"Bad Wolf" _by the UNSC, was the location of yet another Imperial navy supply base and garrison. Just one of many that the Empire had at its disposal, as well as the latest victim to fall to the Terran war machine.

The meager fleet of Imperial frigates and supply ships were quickly dispatched by the Battle Cruisers and heavy Destroyers of the UNSC fleet, while the Terran's fighters made quick work of the Imperial squadrons that attempted to push back the assault. In short the space battle only lasted about thirty five minutes, as the surprise invasion had caught the Imperial commanders completely off guard. Then again, this particular supply depot was not located no where near any major shipping routes and as a result, the Imperial command saw no reason as to send vessels to protect a moon that had no real strategic value what so ever.

Or at least that would have been their mindset, if they even knew that the facility even existed.

You see, the moon and its facilities were actually created under the order of a one Ysanne Isard. Head of Imperial Intelligence and mastermind of many black projects, which were under her jurisdiction. In reality the supply depot and garrison on Bad Wolf,_(The Imperials did not even bother to give it a name)_ ,were nothing more than a front for Intelligence bureau of the Imperial military. As the I.I. _(and by extension, Ysanne) _used the Moon's remote location to conduct many programs, far away from the prying eyes of both the Empire's enemies and even the Emperor himself.

But thanks to the diligent work of the Central Bureau of Military Intelligence, the UNSC learned of the moon's location and it was not long before invasion plans were drawn up take the outpost. Partly to deny the Empire use of another possible supply facility but also, to solve the mystery of just why Ysanne Isard had decided to keep the moon's existence a secret in the first place.

Taking part in the assault were a quarter of a million UNSC Army Rangers and another three hundred thousand marines Their job would be to take depot itself and neutralize the estimated sixty thousand troopers that were said to be stationed on the moon itself. It may have been only a front, but the UNSC still saw the value of a military base which officially did not exist. But the real prize was located miles away on the other side of the moon.

For in this location, was a massive underground facility that which was under the direct authority of Ysanne Israd. For this target the UNSC decided to use one of their more legendary and formidable fighting unit, a unit that had proven to be super effective against the Empire since their arrival in the Andromeda galaxy.

In one of the four drop ships that were assigned the the corp, Lt. Hugo _"Hunter" _Hartnell sat quietly as he mentally prepared himself for the mission ahead. Like many who joined the Spartan Program Hugo had originally trained as an ODST, before he was approached with an offer to join the legendary corp. His decision to join the Spartan corp came about due to the fact he had grown up hearing about the exploits of the Spartans in both the Milky way and the Andromeda galaxies.

Stories about these super human solders being deployed to eliminate Covenant loyalist and rescuing civilians from hostile forces, ignited the imagination of the Reach native and after almost five years of continuous surgeries which augmented his body and intense training regiments, Hugo had become a _Spartan V._ The latest incarnation of the Spartan line.

From there Hugo and the rest of his platoon were deployed on numerous missions across both the Milky way and Andromeda galaxies. But when war broke out with the Empire, Trinity Platoon was moved out of their barracks on Harvest and stationed on the colony of Mesa, as apart of the UNSC's effort to secure the Worth Colonies. But as the war began to drag on and the UNSC began to gain ground on the Empire Trinity Platoon, as well as two other units, were now being deployed on operations against the Empire. As was the case today, as Trinity and another platoon, would be taking part in the Bad Wolf operation.

With the battle in space pretty much over before it even started, the operation's commanders wasted no time in starting landing their forces on the moon's surface. But just because the Imperial forces no longer had control of the space around them, did not mean that they would not put up a fight, a fact that soon became evident when several Ion cannons on the surface opened up on the fleet in orbit. Crippling two cruisers and an assault ship in the process.

The landing craft taking part in the operation soon found themselves in some difficulty as well, as murderous and coordinated ground fire began to takes its toll. A number of Ospreys and Hawk transports were hit and were now heading to the ground nose first , while others suddenly became large balls of smoke and flame. Lighting up the night sky and illuminating the thick forest canopy below. But that all soon changed when fighter bombers from the UNSC fleet suddenly shot over the landing force and began to unleash their payload of Air-to-surface missiles on the Imperial forces that were defending the facility.

But despite the losses that had been sustained, most of the landing force had survived their treacherous flight to the surface. Within minutes Imperial Storm Troopers and other units that were associated with Imperial Intelligence, soon found themselves facing off with an enemy many of them had been thought to believe were inferior. But while the UNSC began the process of capturing yet another Imperial outpost, other elements of the UNSC Spartan corp were about to take part in in an operation that would shake them to their very core.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Sixty Kilometers away...)**_

"Clear!" a deep voice called out over Hugo's com system, as he and the rest of Trinity Platoon made their way through the thick forest foliage. Just minutes before the Ospreys that were carrying his unit had dropped Trinity off just ten miles away from their target, this was done because they did not want to alert the Imperials of their presence and as a result, Trinity would have to make their way on foot to their objective.

"Copy, moving out!" Hugo replied, as he and the rest of his unit moved from their positions and made their way across the forest floor. Their Mark VII power armor being bathed in the light that was coming from the gas giant the moon orbited, giving the group a almost supernatural. Even demonic look to them.

The Mark VII power armor itself was, much like the Spartan V's, the latest variation of the MJOLNIR armor, which had been use since their introduction almost a century ago. Thanks to advancements in the field of both Metallurgy and nano-robotics, the Mark VII was not only able to take punishment that would cripple an older design but was also able to repair not only itself, but its user as well. A similar system was currently in use with ODST and STARU units with their armor, but those were only able to repair minimal damage done to their armor and only their armor.

Another feature which made the Mark VII so advanced, as the ability of its wearer to link the suit's optics with their weapon's targeting systems. Or in other words, the Spartan did not need to bring his weapon up to his face, in order to effectively aim at their target. All that information was automatically fed to their helmet.

It was a feature that Hugo and the rest of Trinity were using to their advantage, as they could both easily move from cover to cover and not betray their locations when scanning the area.

Finally after an hour of walking, Trinity platoon came upon a cliff face with a small clearing that centered around a rather large cave. A cave that oddly enough, had several walkers which were vaguely camouflaged with tree branches and other items. As well as a regiment worth of Imperial troopers, their was no doubt in anyone's mind that this was indeed the entrance to the Imperial base.

"Mako, Zack, move up and prime your Hammers." Trinity's leader ordered, as the Spartans in question moved up and armed their _HEMR-90 _missile launchers. The HEMR-90, like many weapon systems that were currently in use by the UNSC, had come about after years of research on Forerunner/Promethean weaponry. One such weapon that was studied was called the Z-390 High Explosive Munitions Rifle. A weapon that had proved to be devastating against UNSC and even Covenant forces in the past.

Hundreds of these weapons were located and sized by the CBMI during Operation Reclaimer and the intelligence body did not waste time in taking them apart to learn how they worked. Eventually they were able to find out just how they did and it was not long before the contracts went out to make a weapon system based on what they had found. Birmingham Small Arms out of New Coventry won the contract for their design and soon, the HEMR-90 became apart of the UNSC's armory. Now two of them were going to be used to announce the Spartan's arrival.

Meanwhile near the cave entrance, commander Lex Vinda of the 301th Imperial regiment was quietly checking his blaster rife for what could have been the hundredth time that night. It was not too long ago that the native of Coruscant and his regiment, were alerted to the Terran invasion and truth be told, he felt kinda giddy.

Ever since he was a small child Lex had grown up believing in the propaganda that was fed to the Empire's _(human) _population. Of how the Terrans and their Jedi allies were the true enemies of the galaxy and that it was the duty of the Empire to rid the galaxy of their presence. He thought that with this new war, the Empire and the galaxy at large would finally be rid of these troublesome creatures.

But with the war almost a year old and the Empire going on the defensive, Lex still believed that the war could be won.

"So how long do you think before we can move out?" one of the other storm troopers there, asked Lex. As he climbed out of one one of the walkers and walked up to his colleague.

"I don't know, but I hope it's soon!" Lex said firmly as he continued to check his weapon. "We've been here for hours and we don't even know why. Right now those Terrans are probably helping themselves to OUR supplies, and we are here guarding some... cave!"

"Have you been sneaking at the Jawa Juice again?" the other Trooper joked, an action that got him a glare from the younger man.

"We are being invaded and all you can do is make stupid jokes?"

"Calm down, will ya?" the older solder replied. "Look, I am certain that there is a logical reason why the commander had us moved out here. Besides... I doubt that the Terrans even kno-"

Suddenly a large explosion enveloped the two Storm Troopers in a ball of smoke and flame, killing both Lex and his friend almost instantly. Moments later another set of explosions ripped apart the walkers that were present, as the hard light rounds from the Spartan's Hammer launchers found their targets. Rendering all Imperial AT STs burning funeral fires for their now dead crews.

But the Storm Troopers that were still alive were able to rally themselves quickly and proceeded to fire their weapons into the direction from where the "missiles" came from. But just as they were beginning to strip the forest bare, dozens of dark green blurs shot out from the tree line and quickly closed the gap between themselves and the Imperial Troopers. Many of which did not even had time to react, as they were all dealt a painful and gruesome death. Their bodies viciously ripped apart by sharpened objects that sliced through their white armor with ease.

Soon more and more of these hulking green demons appeared from the forest and began to make quick work of the Troopers that were still in the fight, while others flanked the enemy force and prevented many of them from either fleeing back into the cave or into the woods. It was all over within a matter of minutes as the Imperial regiment had either been captured, or were not in the process of bleeding out on the grassy soil. It was very clear to see that the 301 was no more.

"What were the Empire thinking, giving this cheap armor to their troops." Hunter commented with an amused tone in his voice, as he picked up a Storm Trooper helmet that had its upper left side smashed in. a result of the Spartan smashing his aluminum base ball bat into the side of it during the battle.

"If I had to guess, with their wallets!" another Spartan by the name of Paul replied, as he too studied the horrific scene that laid before the two. "Did you have to use that bat bat of yours? Why do you even have that anyway?"

"Most people ask 'why', I ask 'why not?'" Hugo replied with a snarky tone in his voice.

"While others ask "why at all?'" Trinity's medic replied as he studied the effects of Hugo's use of his base ball bat on the Imperial Troopers.

Within a few minutes both Hunter and Paul "_Doc" _McGann had rejoined the rest of Trinity Platoon in front of the massive cave entrance. While Ghost Platoon secured the POWs near the tree line, as well as set up a defensive perimeter around the cliff face. The plan now was for the two Spartan Platoons to split up.

_Ghost Platoon_ would remain outside and continue to guard the entrance to the cave, as well as keep an eye on their prisoners until a Marine division rendezvoused with them at this location. While _Trinity Platoon _would push forward into the cave and investigate the reports of their being an underground military facility, which was used by the Imperial Intelligence agency.

"Are you getting anything?" the leader of Trinity, Commander Tatsu Kino, asked his team's tech expert. As he was currently using a hand held device to scan the layout of the darkened cave.

"Yes I do." the Spartan replied, as she showed his findings to his commander. "Those to stalagmites there, don't match up with the natural formation of the cave."

"Meaning?"

"That they have no business being there, unless they were placed their for a reason."

"Like to hide the entrance to a secret enemy base that officially, doe not exist?" the commander asked knowingly, as he knew just what the answer would be. A nod from the tech expert soon confirmed that his assumption was right. "Get Sarah out and have her do her magic, I want to know just what we will be facing in there."

"Yes sir!" the Spartan replied, as he got up and made his way towards one of the fake stalagmites. Just as he had said, the stalagmites were in fact camouflaged computer access ports. Taking a moment to find what he was looking for, the Spartan took out a small data crystal and said, "Time to go to work, Sarah." Before he placed it into the data port.

No sooner that the crystal had been secured into place, the Artificial Intelligence that had been contained in its cybernetic interior sprang to life and began to infect the entire system for the underground facility. All the while the Tech expert, studied and relayed the information that he was receiving.

"Looks like they are waiting for us." Langly, the Spartan , replied. "But from the looks of things there is just a token force in there. I am reading just under seven hundred life signs, moving about in the upper levels, while there is... whoa!"

"What? What is it?" Tatsu asked curiously.

"I am also reading several thousand more in the lower levels of the facility, but..."

"Yes?"

"The readings sir." Specialist Tomas Baker said, sounding a bit confused by what he was seeing. "The all have low vital signs."

"Low? As in the same types of readings you would get from someone who was in a cryo-tube, or something of the sort?" the Spartan leader asked, as he could remember some details from his platoon's briefing prior to the operation. A nod from the tech confirmed that his educated guess was correct. "Then what are we waiting on? Open the doors and let us in. It's time we let them know that their guest have arrived."

"Yes sir! Sarah, you know what to do." Tom replied, as the AI which was assigned to the tech expert, began to work her magic of sorts and hack all the facility's systems. Suddenly, the rock walls before the group began to rumble and part ways, to reveal a massive space with dozens of shipping containers with Imperial markings. As well as hundreds of now stunned Imperial Storm Troopers

, who were not staring directly at the Spartan platoon.

"Lock and load, we're going in!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**WARNING! ETREME SCENE STARTS NOW! WARNING!**_

_( Imperial Center) _

Her desperate and tormented screams could be heard echoing through out the building, as her assailants continued to subject the helpless woman to horrors that could not even be placed into words. Her world had now been limited to these four walls and the table she was now strapped down on, as she was completely helpless to stop what was being done. Her mind was now completely blank, as the only thing as it could think to do at that point was case her to scream uncontrollably.

Yet as this was going on, she could hear the voice of a woman continuously filling her head with accusing words that filled her with an overwhelming sense of dread.

_'How does it feel to be a victim of your own design?'_ the voice said to her. _'How does it feel to be subjected to the same kind of pain and sense of hopelessness, that you have caused so many to suffer?'_

_'You are a monster of the worst kind! You showed no compassion or mercy for any one of your victims, yet now you cry out for it. How does it feel to know that there will be no hope for salvation for you?'_

The helpless woman could not even think to answer back the voice, as the only thing that he mind could have thought doing at that moment, was to scream at the top of her lungs. As Ysanne's nightmare continued to play out around her.

Meanwhile in an adjacent room, two individuals stood behind a two way mirror and looked on in complete shock and confusion. Even though was strapped down, Isard was still violently thrashing about and screaming as if she were in real pain.

"She has been like this ever since your men found her in her apartment." one of said individuals said with a neutral tone, as he continued to watch the now deranged female try in vain to fight off the phantoms.

"Indeed, I know." the other man there replied, as he took a moment to straighten out his uniform. "When my men went to her loft, we found two of her guards dead and she was screaming as if she were being attacked. But when my men were finally able to enter her room, we found the Intelligence head as you see her now."

"And you said that she was all alone when you found her?"

"Correct." Imperial officer Voch answered. "There was no signs of forced entry or that anyone else had entered her apartment. Yet when my men tried to help her..."

"I know I read the report." doctor Sandi Laup of the Imperial medical corp finished, " How were you even able to sedate her long enough for your team to get her to me?"

"The real question is what what in the name of the Emperor happened to her?"

"Well after some rather difficult attempts to scan our guest, I found something you may find interesting."

"Really?" the officer asked curiously. The doctor nodded as a three dimensional hologrphic image which represented Ysanne's brain, suddenly appeared before them. "What am I looking at exactly?"

"This here is a diagram of Ysanne Isard's brain." the doctor explained. "This particular scan was taken a few months ago during her annual physical."

"Why are you showing me this?"

"Because this is what her brain looks like right now." the older male replied, as another image appeared showing a human brain that literally had large voids within it. "Someone or some... thing, managed to completely rewrite her brain's make up."

"Wait? They 'rewrote' her brain?" the Intelligence officer asked curiously. "Is that even possible?"

"In theory it is, but I think it is safe to say that it is possible. As you can see the results for yourself." the doctor replied, as he motioned to the still screaming Ysanne. "If I had to guess, who ever did it wanted to make her suffer before she died."

"Die?" Voch asked out loud. "She's going to..."

"I'm afraid so." Doctor Luap replied somberly. "When they did what they did, they made sure that her brain would received the same pain signal she would get, as if someone were really attacking her. I would try to give her medication for the pain, but it would do little to help her."

"How long do you think she has?"

"If I had to guess, two... maybe three days or less." the doctor replied. "The exhaustion will kill her, while her mental state will ensure that her death will be a painful one."

"I am very certain that there are many people who would like to know about her unfortunate and painful demise."the Intelligence officer stated, as he knew that Ysanne had made more than a few enemies within the Imperial government. "But I think it is in the best interest for both yourself and the Empire that you rule her death as a drug induced mental breakdown. She has been under a lot of stress after all, with the war and everything."

"Excuse me?"

"This is a matter of Imperial security." Voch said firmly. "There is only one faction in the Universe that I know of that has possible access to that sort of technology and unfortunately not only are we at war with them, they have announced their presence on Imperial Center. You must understand that if word got out that the Terrans had their people operating within the capital of the Empire..."

"Then it would reflect badly on your carer in Imperial Intelligence. Seeing that you are now in command." Luap replied, knowing very well that Voch was more interested in covering his ass, rather that protecting the Empire.

"Like I said before... it IS in your best interest that that you use the information that I gave you." the new head of Imperial Intelligence replied, as he began to make his way out of the darkened room.

"I must ask, what do you want me to do with our guest?" the doctor asked curiously, as he motioned towards the the terminally ill woman.

"You did say that she had two to three days left, let her live them out. She would do the same for me." and with that statement, Voch left with the doors closing behind him. Leaving Luap with the unenviable task of baring witness to the unfortunate demise of Ysanne Isard. A woman who was now a prisoner in her own mind.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( 'Bad Wolf' )_

Another burst of hard light rounds from Hugo's assault rifle signaled the end of another Storm Trooper's military service with the Empire, as Trinity Platoon continued their slow advance into the Imperial research facility. The facility in itself was a massive structure to say the very least, as it extended over thirty stories beneath the surface and had corridors that were large enough to comfortably hold three M-72 Utilities side by side.

But what really made the base look so magnificent was the fact that the facility was practically empty, even though it could have easily hold tens of thousands of personnel. But despite being largely empty, there were still enough Storm Troopers within the base to pose a strong resistance to anyone who tried to breach it. Unfortunately for the defenders, they were only armed to defend the base against a conventional threat and Trinity Platoon was anything but conventional.

So far Hugo and the rest of Trinity had left a trail of atomized Troopers in their wake, as their Forerunner inspired weaponry did as they were designed to do with great effect. But as the group made their way into the lower levels of the facility the fighting got even more viscous, as if the Storm Troopers did not want the UNSC super solders to discover just what the former head of Imperial Intelligence was hiding.

"Clear!" Hugo called out over his com link, as the Spartan V had taken point and was using his weapon to scan the immediate area.

"Copy that, Trinity move forward." Tatsu ordered, as the entire platoon advanced. " Tom, you know what to do."

Sure enough the Platoon's resident tech expert moved up and began the process of hacking a near by interface.

"Finally. I can speak!" the AI said with a British accent. "I wish all Imperial terminals would let me speak!"

"Gald to hear your voice, Sarah. But can you please tell us what you can see in the final two levels?" Tom asked his artificial companion.

"Okay, give me a minute!" Sarah replied cheerfully, as she proceeded to once again hack the security systems.

"Oh my..." the artificial intelligence said in awe, as she quickly returned to the terminal.

"What is it?"

"They're... They're... you have to see this now!" The AI replied frantically.

"What's going on?" Tatsu asked his tech expert, as he could hear the exchange between Tom and Sarah.

"I don't know, she normally doesn't at this way."

"Well what ever it is, we have to investigate it. Have her open the doors to the final level."

"I'm right here and I can hear you! You could just asked me instead of asking Tom." Sarah protested a bit.

"Just open the doors." The Native of Japan said with a flat tone in his voice, a hint of annoyance building within him. "Please?"

With a audible huff, Sarah did as she was told and proceeded to open the two massive doors that lead into the final two levels of the base. But nothing could prepare the Spartans for what they were now baring witness to.

For as the doors finally slid open Tatsu, Tom and the rest of Trinity Platoon were met with a sight that eerily similar to one they had all seen.

Rows upon rows of surgical tables lined either side of the massive room, as hundreds of robotic arms hung lifelessly above them. Numerous droids with surgical attachments on there arms stood lifelessly over each table, as if they were getting ready to perform surgery at a moments notice. Most disturbing, a number of the stainless steel tables were in fact stained with blood, only the scans done by Mcgann confirmed that the stains were biological in nature and that they came from numerous alien species.

A sense of overwhelming dread soon fell upon the men and women of Trinity Platoon, as they they had all seen similar devices both on Reach and Midguard, but this was on a scale that was much bigger than when the UNSC had.

It was at that moment did Tatsu realized just why his team was sent in to infiltrate the Imperial base and it was a revelation that would most certainly send shock waves through out the UNSC.

"My God... The Imperials are making Spartan..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Dun Dun DUN!_

_-holds up a cutlass- I did warn you! Did I or did I not warn you?_

_I bet a number of you did not see that coming not did you? The Empire is attempting to make Spartan like warriors of their own and by the looks of things, they are doing it on a much larger scale. But just what has become of this project and will we see the product of this? _

_I guess you will have to wait until the next chapter to find out -grins evilly- _

_As always please leave a review and tell me what you think. My hope now it to start drawing the story to a close and maybe start a new project. _

_Until next time... GERONIMO! _


	33. An Unfortunate Discovery

_**A/N:**__ The next chapter is here and on 420 of all days! If you don't know why 420 is a big deal then you are better off not knowing. _

_Anyway I got a lot of reviews in my last chapter and I am surprised that many of you had nothing to say about what I actually had done to Ysanne Isard. Oh well I guess you guys, (especially Shadownter) had nothing to say. _

_To "Kaleb-yamato" : write your own story if you want to see that. Okay? _

_To "cord42": Apology accepted. I am cold and a bit evil, but not sadistic enough to do that. _

_To "Guest": 100 Awesome points awarded to you :) _

_To "Interested Brit": I was going for that. _

_And to everyone else, thanks for the positive feed back. It has been a help. Now that is over with, on to the story. _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( An Unfortunate Discovery...)**_

In the year 2590 AD, the young and still very fragile civilian government of the Terran Union was rocked by a scandal which sent shock waves throughout the civilization that was humanity. It was a scandal that would forever changed the lives of many families across the surviving human colonies left after the war, as well as forever changed the way how the human government managed its military assets.

Labeled as on of the greatest failures of security during peace time, information concerning the ORION and Spartan programs first became public when unknown individuals sent data crystals to the dozens of private media groups which were starting up at the time. Each crystal containing everything in regards to the program that created the "super solders" that held the line against both the insurrectionist movement and later, the Covenant.

At first many did not seem to mind the fact that these "Spartans" were apart of a covert bio engineering program. They were heroes after all and one of them was even known as the savior of both humanity and all life in the Milky Way Galaxy, but that nostalgic sentiment was quickly cast aside when it was learned just where these "volunteers" for these programs came from. Most notable, those who were "chosen for the _SPARTIN II and SPARTAN III _ Programs.

The public response to this shocking revelation was unlike nothing humanity had seen before, as millions of people began to protest all over the galaxy and demand that an investigation be launched into these reports. Unfortunately for the programs overseers, the Office of Naval Intelligence _(O.N.I.), _the new civilian government were also outraged by their questionable recruitment practices and soon launched an investigation into the Intelligence organization.

It was all over for ONI within a matter of months, as the initial scandal brought up more and more evidence that the Intelligence body had gained too much power over the years and as a result, acted as if they did not have to answer to anyone. In the end a number of ONI's top officials were either jailed, executed or in the case of a few individuals, decided to 'escape" their ultimate fate by their own hand.

In short the Spartan Scandal had destroyed the Office of Naval Intelligence and it almost did the same to the Spartan program. It was an event that would always be remembered by humanity, in both the Milky Way and Andromeda galaxies. Unfortunately for the Terran government not all individuals were horrified by what had been done to create these super solders and when the Galactic Empire was formed, there was one individual who was wiling to cross that moral line to give the Empire the edge that it needed.

Now her secret program was no longer just that, as elements of the UNSC's Spartan corp were now baring witness to Ysanne Isard's misguided madness. Here in this massive underground structure that was millions of light years away from the Milky Way galaxy, were equipment and medical tools that were eerily similar to those which were used to create humanity's heroes. But what really disturbed the UNSC Spartans, was the fact that it looked as if the Empire was trying to literally mass produce their version of the Spartan program.

"My God..." Hunter said in awe, as he looked on at the nightmarish sight that laid before him. Even though the rifleman had no regrets about is decision to become a Spartan, there were times he would have nightmares about the surgeries he had. "This is..."

"Unbelievable..." McGann finished, as he took out his data pad and used it to scan the area. The device's screen displaying information that only the medic would understand. "These devices are almost similar to the ones that are used by... well... us."

"What I want to know is just how they were able to get this sort of tech in the first place!" Hugo said out loud, as he and the rest of the platoon began to walk amongst the bloodied surgical tables.

"I am more concerned on what had become of the... conscripts the Imps used these machines on!" Tatsu replied, knowing very well that with so much blood around them, these machines were well used. "Sarah, you said that you detected some weak vital signs. Where are they located?"

"There are two more levels beneath this one, sir." the Artificial Intelligence stated, as she began to display the information on his polarized visor display. "There is a elevator thirty meters to your left. That should take you to the levels in question."

"Got it!" the Spartan commander replied, before he turned to his group and said. "Mitchel, contact Ghost Platoon's commander and have him relay a message to the Charlie Wilson. Tell them we have located target area and are proceeding to investigate possible hostiles in the lower levels."

"Hostiles sir?" the radio operator asked curiously.

"We don't know how long the Empire has been doing this. As far as we know their could be thousands of those solders asleep down there, we must act as if there is a whole army waiting for us."

"And if there is?"

"Lets just hope it doesn't come to that." Tatsu replied. The radio officer just nodded as he went off to carry out his commander's orders, as the Spartan V commander went off to gather the rest of this men for their decent into the mysterious lower levels.

With Trinity Platoon assembled, Tatsu thought that it would be best if his team were to split into two groups. Team one wound remain their current level and continue to investigate the surgical tools and machinery that were being used by the Imperials, while Tatsu himself would lead the second group to investigate just what or who was being kept in the final two levels of the base.

With his assault rifle in hand and his Louisville Slugger in holstered on his back, Hugo would be heading into the lower levels with his commanding officer, along with McGann. Whil the remaining twenty-five Trinity members would stay behind to study the Imperial machinery. Inwardly Tatsu hoped that his assumptions about this place would be wrong and that the Empire was unsuccessful in creating their own super solders. Had the Empire been trying to create super solders? If so, just how far into the process were they?

But as the group got ready to make their decent, they were completely unaware that another UNSC unit were about to stumble across something that would add on to the mystery of Bad Wolf.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Sector 17-A Naval Resupply Base )**_

"Danger close!" a deep yelled out, as a UNSC Army _M-111_ _"Saxon" _armored assault vehicle moved into position and opened up with its 102mm Rotary cannon. It's target, an Imperial AT-ST that had managed to bog down a platoon of UNSC solders, who were apart of the force which was tasked with taking the Imperial supply base. It had been two hours since elements of the UNSC Army's 45th _'Thunderbird' _division had touched down on the moon's surface and despite being told that the enemy force was negligible at best, they were quick to realize that the Imperials were more than ready for a fight.

So far Thunderbird had taken heavy casualties thanks to the murderous fire coming from the Imperial storm troopers. Apparently some of their commanders had the foresight to order their men to use the very same turbo blasters that hat taken out a number of landing craft, to be turned against the Army units that had managed to touch down. With devastating results.

So far nine of the division's main battle tanks had been knocked out of the fight, while seven more burned uncontrollably as a result of taking multiple direct hits. It was a fact that shocked the division's commander, as his unit were veterans of numerous missions such as this one in the past, but never had they taken so much casualties. Just why the Imperial were so determined to keep them out of a few warehouses?

Fortunately for Thunderbird, they were equipped a vehicle which were needed at the moment. The M-111 "Saxon", much like the other vehicles in the UNSC's inventory, had come about in an attempt to augment both the Army's and Marine corps' ability to fight on the ground. At thirty feet in length, nine feet six inches in width and nine feet in height, the Saxon was designed with the intent to carry either solders or marines into battle and if needed, carry them out as well.

Unlike the Jackals and Coyotes that were used, the Saxon was what could have been called an Infantry Fighting Vehicle. It's main job was to quickly rush into battle and deploy its passengers, while also providing close fire support for the men it was designed to protect. But what really set the vehicle aside from anything else, was the fact it could be armed with any weapon system depending on the mission it was sent on.

In this case the Saxons that were taking part in this mission were armed with 102mm Rotary cannons, which were modified to be mounted on the vehicles. They were the very same cannons that were once used on the now retired GA-TL1 "Longsword" fighters.

Now Thunderbird was about to let loose with these fighting vehicles, as four Saxons used their high rate of speed to their advantage and flanked the enemy positions. The Imperial gun crews were too slow to respond to this maneuver, their efforts to counter this tactic soon proved to be futile as four streams of super heated Tungsten rounds ripped into them. Granting each trooper and officer there a quick, violent death. It was a scene which played out numerous time that night, as the nimble Saxons moved about the battle with a speed that surprised both the enemy and the men who operated them. It was very clear to see that the Saxon was going to be very popular with the UNSC, very fast.

The battle for the Imperial base was now rolling into its third hour and in that time, the UNSC Army Rangers units lost seven hundred men in the fighting. While another fifteen hundred had been wounded and were now waiting to be evacuated to the hospital ships that were apart of the Fleet. In the end though the objective had been achieved and the base itself was now ripe for the UNSC to take. While the surviving Storm Troopers and their commanders were now being processed after they had surrendered.

As the Imperials were being lead away , an Saxon with two Coyote gun trucks escorting it, suddenly pulled up along side four Dragon MBTs which had been apart of the battle and were now parked along side one of the destroyed Imperial gun mounts. Their crews currently on the outside of each vehicle and were in the process of making minor repairs on each tank.

No sooner had the small convoy of vehicles come to a halt, the rear doors of the Infantry Fighting Vehicle opened, a man in his late sixties and dressed in standard UNSC Army issue body armor came out and began to survey the scene before him. He wore a pair of dark sunglasses round his eyes and a in his right hand, he had a rather large mug of hot coffee. But the feature that stood out the most about the individual was the fact that he had three bronze stars on his helmet and upon seeing this individual, the four tank crews snapped to attention.

The person in question was _Brig. General Jordan Nostrand_, commander of the 45th Thunderbird Division.

"At ease." the General replied, as she walked up towards the assembled tank commanders. "What seems to be the problem? Your tanks are not moving forward."

"I am afraid that the Imperials got lucky with our group." Lt. Jon Aswa, a Twi'lek tank commander began to explain. "Some Imps got a lucky shot at my tank and knocked out the cooling system for the main gun during the latter stages of the battle. Right now we're trying to get it back on line."

"Well that explains why you stopped, but what about the rest of you lot?" Nostrand said sternly, sounding less than pleased at the fact that four of his tanks had stopped advancing.

"We moved in to cover Jon's tank,sir." another tank commander replied. "Protocol states that if a tank is knocked out of action, the closet vehicle shall move in and provide cover until it is confirmed that the crew is either dead or alive and that their vehicle is still operable after taking a hit, sir."

"Very good answer!" the General replied briskly, "But what about you other two?"

"The EOD guys told us to hang back until they made sure that the are was clear of mines." Jon replied.

"Are they done?"

"Not yet sir. So far they haven't found anything."

"Then why the hell are you still here?" the General barked. "A lot of good men and women died trying to take this base. Those Imperial were fighting like mad men to prevent us from getting here and you don't fight like that fro some toilet paper and pens! If they were willing to fight to the death, then what ever it is inside there must really be important!"

"Sir, you better come see this!" one of Nostrand's escorting solders called out, as he stood over the body of one of the dead Storm Troopers. Upon investigation the general saw said Trooper on the ground with three large bullets holes in his white armor. But what really got the officer's attention was the fact that it sported a symbol that e had seen a few times before when he first arrived in Andromeda.

"The Black Fist." Nostrand said out loud, as he looked over the dead trooper.

"The Black Fist, sir?" Jon asked curiously, perplexed by his commander's words.

"The Black Fist is a unit that operates directly under Imperial Intelligence." Nostrand stated. "They are basically responsible for the protection of all I.I. facilities and high ranking Intelligence officials. If they are here then you done know that I.I has something going on this moon."

"So chances are that this Supply base..."

"Could be nothing more than a front for something else," The General finished. "all the more reason for us to take that base now and not give the a chance to destroy what ever they could be hiding inside there!"

"But EOD..."

"What about them? If it makes you feel better I will join you in the advance, so stop stalling and roll solder! We're moving out!" With that statement the aged general and his security team made their way back into their assigned vehicles, where Nostrand began to bark out orders to the men under his command.

Despite not yet receiving any conformation that is was safe to advance from the Explosive Ordinance Disposal unit _(EOD), _General Nostrand did not want what ever was in those buildings, to be lost. The General had already been a veteran of several major engagements during this conflict and in that time, he had noticed that the Imperial would rather destroy anything of value before his men could capture and secure it. Nostrand was not about to let that happen again, especially since there was evidence pointing to the fact that Imperial Intelligence was involved.

With his two supporting gun trucks leading the way, Nostrand's small but formidable convoy pushed forward and began to close the gap between them and the supply facility. Behind them three M-920 main battle tanks of Thunderbird Division followed suit with just under a dozen other vehicles carrying solders. About half way to their target all three Dragons taking part in the charge opened up with their dual MAC cannons, punching large holes in the nearest building towards them and eliminating a pair of AT-STs that were attempting to stall the charge, the battle may have been largely over, but there were still a number of Imperials that still refused to give up.

A fact that was brought home when one of the General's escorting Coyotes fell victim to a Imperial anti-armor missile launcher. The seven ton vehicle literally flipping upwards into the air in a massive fire ball that killed everyone that was on the wheeled vehicle. But the dead crew was quickly avenged when the remaining gun truck and one of the Dragons homed in to the launcher's location and opened up with a combination of heavy machine gun fire and 120mm Tungsten rounds. Quickly decimating the Imperial positions and sending the few survivors who remained, running as fast as they could into the surrounding forest.

The small yet formidable force continued to push forward and advanced on the base, as the remaining Imperial troopers tried in vain to put a stop to the Terran onslaught. In all Nostrand's charge lasted for only two minutes, as the general's IFV soon took lead and headed strait towards the closet building, which just happened to be directly ahead of them.

Moments later a number of Imperial personnel within the structure got the shock of their lives, as the west wall of their building suddenly exploded inwards. Seconds later the image of a UNSC Army Saxon suddenly came into view, as it burst through the smoke and proceeded to open up with it's mounted heavy machine gun.

Soon the remaining gun truck, along with two other Saxons joined the lead vehicle and proceeded to engage the Imperial Storm Troopers. Their solders quickly exiting each vehicle and began the process of securing the building before the Imperials could destroying anything that could have been of value. From his position behind his Saxon Nostrand continued to bark out orders to his men, all the while the aged general opened fire with a his personal side arm. He may have been a senior officer, but Nostrand was not the type to lead his men from the rear.

It was a scene which played out three more times that night, as the UNSC army cleared each building of enemy forces and within a matter of hours, the flag of the Terran Union government was flying proudly over the supply base. While dozens of Imperial Trooper were being lead away with their hands on their heads and their weapons left behind in a pile.

It was in this some what victorious atmosphere that Nostrand and his security detail found themselves in, as the group began the process of collecting and gathering as much Intelligence as they could.

"Sir! I think you may want to see this!" a young solder suddenly called out, as the Army Ranger unit began to inspect a number of large metallic containers. Most of the containers there had the standard markings that were common on all Imperial freight, but there were a few that were completely devoid of any markings of any kind. Even stranger, the forty plus foot long container had a locking system which looked as if it were over engineered and needed the hand print of some to even open them.

Upon seeing the Ranger's discovery, General Nostrand knew in his mind that his hunch had been correct and that what ever the Imperials were hiding, were in this and many other containers like it there. Within a matter of minutes the general had an EOD team inspect the container to ensure that it had not been rigged with any devices which would cause it to explode or cause any any form of harm for his men.

Sure enough the Explosive Ordinance Disposal team discovered that the Imperial had rigged such a device to go off, but theyhad failed to arm it and the EODs were able to safely eliminate the would be threat. No sooner had experts done their job, Nostrand had two engineers come in with saws to cut open the doors, a process which took almost half an hour to complete, as the general did not want to damage what ever was inside.

But finally they were able to cut the container's doors off it hinges and with the aid of a Jackal and come chains, Nostrand's men were able to gain access to the interior. But nothing could prepare the battle hardened general or his men, for what they were about to discover.

Inside the container were a total of what looked liked twelve cryo tubes which were stacked inside the small inside the interior. Three pairs of these chambers were lined on each side of the container, each one measuring up to eight feet in length and were all hooked up to computer consoles which looked as if they were monitoring what ever it were inside of the tubes.

Walking cautiously into the container, Nostrand made his way over to one of the cryo tubes. A thin layer of frost covering the metallic casing, as an pale blue light could be scene glowing through it's small view port. Carefully wiping off some of the frost with his glove covered hand, the general peered into the light to see just what was being kept inside these tubes. His wrinkled eyes suddenly went wide in disbelief.

"People!" the general exclaimed, "Their are people inside them!"

"There's another one inside here as well, sir." a member of the General's security detail called out, as his eyes caught sight of a Twi'lek female that could not have been no more than fifteen years of age.

"What the hell are these Imps up to?" Nostrand mumbled to himself, as his mind attempted to explain just what was going on. "Get me Admiral Cruz and inform him on what we found! Those CBMI spooks are going to have a field day with this!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Meanwhile, back with Trinity Platoon...) _

It were a sight which Tatsu and his men would not soon forget, as he and the rest of his team entered into the final two levels of the Imperial base. Laying before them were literally thousands of cyrogenic tubes which were lined up and stacked on cylinder like structures that went all the way to the roof, while large robotic arms dangled lifelessly above and round them. While not to far away, were devices which were eerily similar to the one the Spartans used to put on and remove their armor. But the thing that was really disturbing, was the fact that a few of these machine held what looked like bulky variants to the white armor which were commonly used by Imperial Storm Troopers.

"Unbelievable..." Hunter said in awe, as he looked on what could have been a nightmarish sight for anyone to see. It looked as if not only the Empire had been developing their variant to the Spartan Program for years, but they had also managed to develop their own power armor for them as well.

"Indeed." Paul 'Doc' McGann gasped out in agreement, as we went over to one of the near by computer consoles. "Looks like the Imps have been very busy with this project."

"Doc, can you tell if these... things, have anyone in them?" Commander Tatsu asked his platoon's medic, seeing that much of this equipment looked similar to the ones used by the UNSC to monitor those who were in cryogenic stasis.

Taking a moment to look over the readings which were being displayed on each console, the native of New Kensington studied them closely and used his medical knowledge to determine just what were the status of the tubes. Unfortunately for the medical doctor, the readings on the computers told him a dark truth.

"They are all occupied, but I am afraid that many of them are not in the best of health right now." McGann explained, as he continued to study the readings. "I am afraid that even though the occupants are alive, I am seeing that many of them have little to no neural activity."

"So what are saying, is that they are all brain dead?" the Spartan force commander asked, the disbelief and shock could be heard in his voice as he spoke.

"I am afraid so." the Doctor said somberly, as he continued to to look at the readings. Suddenly his eyes caught sight of something on the display. On what looked like a diagram of the cryogenic storage 'pillars' one of the tubes started to glow red , as if the tube were in some kind of danger. But upon closer inspection, McGann saw that the readings from that particular tube had become erratic. Someone had woken up.

"Oh crap!" the Doctor exclaimed, "Is Sarah still in the system?"

"Yes I am!" a familiar female voice answered. "I have been since you guys jacked me in."

"Sarah, I need you to get that tube down here to us, ASAP!" the doctor ordered. "someone could be dying!"

"I'm on it!" the Artificial Intelligence said quickly, as one of the massive robotic arms whirled to life and proceeded to retrieve the endangered tube. The entire process took only seconds to complete, as the arm simply grabbed on to the cryotube with ease and quickly brought it down to McGann and the waiting Spartans.

Not even bothering to unlock the device, the super solders used their legendary strength to literally rip off the metallic cover off the chamber, as McGann got his data pad out to scan his latest patient. But no sooner had the doors been taken off, a half naked and screaming Twi'lek female that could not have been no more that 13 years of age, suddenly burst out of the chamber with dozens of wires still attached to her red skin. Quickly McGann and two other Spartans tried to hold the woman down, so as to prevent her from harming herself but just as the held on to her, the Twi'lek suddenly held on to one of said Spartans and sent him flying into the wall. A feat that would be impossible to accomplish by any mortal creature.

Then to follow up on her attack, the Twi'lek then punched the second Spartan in the face which caused his polarized visor to shatter and send him flying back. But not before she were able to grab his M-6K "Magnum" in the process and open fire on McGann. But as she were about to finish off the doctor, her reign of terror was quickly brought to an end when a silver aluminum bat struck the Twi'lek child in the back of the head. Knocking the troubled girl out cold and quite possible saving the life of Trinity's medic.

"And now you know why I like my bat." Hugo said with a smug tone in his voice, as he stood over the downed doctor with his bat in hand.

"Uh... yea..." Paul replied, as he was luck that his armor was able to prevent him from being killed.

"What the hell was that?" Tatsu asked the medic, as he looked over the inert form of the unconscious Twi'lek teen. Taking a moment to get up and catch his breath, McGann retrieved his data pad and began to scan his would be assailant. What he found, shocked the doctor.

"My god... she's been augmented." McGann gasped out.

"What?"

"She's been augmented." the doctor began to explain, "It looks like the Empire was very much far along with their project."

"But I thought you said that they were all brain dead?" The leader of Trinity Platoon asked curiously.

"Not all of them and obviously this one was not. But I would have to get her back on board the Tripoli to understand why she suddenly became active."

"But what do we do with the rest of them?" Hunter asked out loud, as he gestured to the hundreds of tubes that were still in storage. "Well we just cant keep them down here."

"Indeed," McGann commented, "Some of them were showing some neural activity, but it hard to tell if they are well... stable enough to wake up. I really doubt we want a repeat of what our friend just did."

There was a moment of thunderous silence as Tatsu went over the events of the last twelve hours. What started as a simple mission to capture a secret Imperial base, had ended up uncovering an Imperial program that mirrored the infamous Spartan-II programs. Programs which destroyed many lives in the process.

It were as if the Empire had taken a page out of Humanity's darkest secrets, but had decided to do so on a much larger scale. Just how many lives did the Empire destroy in their misguided pursuit for their super solder program? More importantly, how many had died because of the possible surgical procedures that were forced upon them?

"Sarah, the Twi'lek that attacked us, did she show signs of neural activity before she woke up?" Trinity's commanding officer asked the resident AI.

"Yes sir, but I doubt that they would wake up anytime soon. Apparently the system automatically began to pump some kind of sedative into the chambers. I guess they don't want any more of them to wake up and for good reason." the AI replied.

"What are the chances of those that are 'brain dead' ever waking up?"

"I am afraid that they never will." Sarah said with a somber tone in her voice. "The only thing that is keeping them alive, are the machines they are connected to."

"That is what I was afraid of." Tatsu muttered, as he turned to McGann and said. "You heard the lady and I bet you know what I am about to say?"

"I understand, sir. Though I wish there was more we could have done for them." the doctor replied.

"Good, get the tubes with neural activity down here at once and prep them to be moved to the surface. Sarah, inform Ghost Platoon that we have found and that we will need some birds to evacuate them at once." Tatsu ordered, as he began to make his way back to the upper levels. There was much that still needed to be done, this place was on that housed horrors that would scar anyone who knew the truth and it may have been to late for many of the Empire's would be 'conscripts'. But at least their suffering would finally come to an end.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( 2 Hours Later... )_

The sun had just barely begun to creep across the moon's surface as a _Bison-class _assault barge, flanked by four Osprey drop ships, touched down near the Spartan's location. There to meet them were the men and women of the two Spartan Platoons that had been sent in just hours earlier, but they were not alone.

For as the Marines on board the Bison opened up the clam shaped doors of the landing barge, they could see three dozen or so cryogenic chambers which had been lined up be the Spartans themselves. One by one both Ghost and Trinity Platoons began to load the chambers onto the Bison for transport, while the four Ospreys took up sentry duties around the much larger transport. Their chin mounted chain guns scanning the area for any would be threat that could pop up.

Fortunately nothing did and the two Platoons were able to load up the Bison with not only the cryotubes with their occupants still inside, but other pieces of equipment that the CBMI would have a field day examining. Including several pieces of the advanced armor that had been discovered, the brass would certainly have a fit when they saw them. Finally the last two cryotubes were safely stored within the Bison's cargo bay and as soon as the doors had closed, the massive transport rumbled to life and began to lift itself off the surface for the short trip back to the fleet.

But just as the Bison and it's escorts had cleared the area, two MAC rounds from the destroyer UNSC Charlie Wilson, slammed into the location of the Imperial base. The kinetic energy from the dual ten ton rounds,_(Designed specifically for use in orbital bombardment) _ completely decimated the underground base, as well as the six plus plus life signs that were being kept alive by the base's machinery. There was nothing that could have been really done for the poor souls that were still inside the base, death would be their only release from this inhumane captivity.

In the end Operation 'Bad Wolf' had been an undeniable success, as the UNSC had once again managed to secure another Imperial base. But it was one that left more questions than answers.

Just how long the Empire had been developing this program of theirs?

Just how were they able conscripts had used to develop this program to where it was when it was discovered by the CBMI?

But there was one question that some would not like to know the answer to... just how many of these super solders, had been deployed so far?

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Well there you go and I hoped it satisfied your craving for updated from me. Anyway I want to point out that I will be starting to wrap this story up soon, so that I can pursue other projects in the future. Also I want to point out that MeleeSmasher has been in contact with me and he is still working on his next chapter, so hopefully he will update soon. _

_Until next time this is UH-60 signing off, and Happy Easter/420!_


	34. Curse of an Empire

_**A/N: **__Nightstalker here with another chapter to my kinda epic fic. I know it been almost a month since I last updated, but real life took priority and I encountered a major case of writer's block._

_Anyway a number of you pointed out that Han and Chewie have been MIA for almost a year in my fic and I take full blame for that. But obviously how the story turned out, you can see why I did not have them for so long. _

_To _Figglewiggle24_ : You are just Fantastic for noticing my Easter Eggs, you just are! And you know what... SO AM I!_

_To Thrawn92: Pass the joint man, cool. And I will see what I can do in the future._

_And to everyone else, thanks for your support. Now on to the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Curse of an Empire...)**_

Sitting within a darkened room, Barriss Offee sat comfortably within her personal arm chair. With her on this particular occasion were several high ranking members of the CBMI's Andromeda office, all of which fell under the Mirialan's command. Today the group along with their commanding officer, were assembled to bare witness to the latest operation which was being conducted by the covert agency and it was one which was being conducted with the full blessing of the Terran Union Government.

Sitting before the assembled group was a rather large holographic projector, which was the only source of illumination within the room. At present the projector was showing images of a recently concluded meeting between high ranking officials of the Rebel Alliance and a dozen or so individuals who represented governments which recently had broken away from the Galactic Empire. The meeting in question was being held at an undisclosed location within the CIS and its purpose were to discuss possible locations to set up new Rebel bases of operations.

But the CBMI's focus for today was not on the meeting itself or the agreement that had been reached, but rather it was on one particular official from the Corellian system. His name was Kalo Hassen and along with a few others, was one of the key masterminds behind what many were calling a historic event. Thanks to Hassen an his group, a number of break away worlds would now play host to elements of the Rebel Alliance, as well as allow them to open bases which they could use to strike at the very heart of the Empire.

Now with the conference over the delegates were heading back to their respective worlds to discuss what had been achieved. As the final representative from the Alliance left, Hassen came out of the building with his pesonal team of body guards. While in the street, the diplomat's assigned limo/speeder pulled up to receive it's special passenger.

From their seats the CBMI saw the aged Corellian make his way towards his vehicle, while members of his security detail entered another speeder which had pulled up behind it. But just as Hassen entered the limo and closed the door, the luxury speeder suddenly erupted in a massive fireball that consumed everything in a fifty foot radius around it. As those who were not caught in the blast were sent scrambling for safety, as the vehicle burned out of control.

"Target neutralized." a female officer said with an emotionless tone in her voice, as the group continued to watch the car burn.

"Chalk another one up for Imperial Intelligence." a male officer stated. "Looks like the Empire was able to strike back at both the C.I.S. and the Alliance."

"Well at least what is what the story is going to be when your department is finished planting the evidence, linking Imperial Intelligence to that attack" Col. Offee replied, as the holographic images faded away and the lights in the room came on. "and those charges your team used will ensure that no biological residue would be found. The last thing we need is some coroner discovering that the deceased was never human to begin with. Good job, everyone."

For the next few minutes the assembled team of CBMI officers and their commander went over some final details to close the operation. Ever since the Terran Government was alerted about the existence of the Vong threat, the CBMI had been hard at work trying to get as much information about this alien race which seemed to come out of no where. Not an easy task considering that the CBMI still had the task of monitoring an interstellar war which was becoming more and more vicious every single day.

The CBMI's assassination of Kalo Hassen was an act which was apart of a much larger operation codenamed, _"Jawbreaker". _You see, the aged and kindly diplomat from the Corellia was not what as he appeared to be and after confirming his true identity, the CBMI decided that it would be in the best interest of the Galaxy to take him out and making it look as if the Empire had been responsible for the incident. No one needed to know that the Terran government was behind this apparent tragedy, especially Hassen's true masters.

But with the death of the Vong agent, focus soon turned back towards the war and the Empire. But this time Offee would be the sole individual out of the group to deal with the matter, seeing that she was the only one there with high enough clearance. As the group dispersed and the officers went back to their assigned departments, Barriss took one of the bunker's many elevators and made her way to the surface.

From their the CBMI head for Andromeda boarded a Osprey transport which was waiting for her on a nearby landing pad. Her destination for that particular evening was an UNSC Super Carrier which had just returned from an operation within Imperial space, apparently an platoon of Spartans had stumbled upon something which the Empire had been working on in secret when the invasion had occurred. Of course this discovery was the whole reason for the UNSC invasion in the first place, as the CBMI were already aware of the existence of the secret Imperial base.

But what really surprised the Intelligence head, was the the fact that both the Spartan teams and the UNSC Army Rangers were able to send back dozens of examples of the Empire's newest "super weapon."

No sooner had Barriss taken her seat on board the Drop ship, the Osprey suddenly rumbled to life and began to ascend upwards. Soon the craft and converted from vertical to horizontal flight and shot up into the sky, as it was now en route to a vessel which now carried the Empire's darkest secret. As well as the UNSC's greatest fear.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. _ _Vikramaditya. Wellington Anchorage, Worth System. )_

"Welcome aboard the Vikramaditya, colonel." Admiral Edward Cruz greeted the CBMI officer, as he met the intelligence official within one of the super carrier's massive hanger bays. "With all due respect ma'am \, but I thought General Escandor would be joining us?"

"The General is currently in meeting with his counterparts in the Confederacy." the Mirialan officer explained. "But that does not change the fact that I want to see just what your men discovered on Bad Wolf. Where are they?"

"Over here." the admiral replied, as the two senior officers made their way to two Bison-class landing barges which were currently sitting within the carrier's massive hanger bays.

"You said in your report that some solders found some cryogenic chambers at an supply base they took?" Barriss asked the admiral, as the duo made their way into the closest landing barge.

Cruz nodded as he replied. "That was the work of General Nostrand. His men went in thinking they were taking a supply base."

"But obviously, that was not the case." Barriss commented, as the two officers made their way into the waiting barge.

"Correct." Cruz replied, as he gave a small salute to the two ODSTs which were guarding the vessel's entrance. An action which was returned sharply before the two Shock Troopers moved aside to allow the flag officer and the CBMI Head to enter.

Soon both Cruz and Barriss were met with the sight of dozens upon dozens of Imperial made cryogenic chambers, which were placed upright and were hooked up the Bison's power supply. "As you can see, I took the privilege of having them set up once they were on board." The admiral explained. "I though it would have been best if these... things were contained."

"Also makes it easier to jettison them into space in case they woke up?" Offee asked, knowing very well that was the Admiral's real intention for leaving them in the Barges.

"I have two Spartans on board that were badly injured when one of them did." Cruz replied, showing no signs of regret in his decision to keep the chambers on the transport. "My main concern is the safety of the men and women under my command."

"I understand your concerns, Admiral. But right now my main concern is what was given to me in your report." the CBMI head said firmly. "You said that the occupants of these chambers were heavily augmented?"

"That report actually came from Trinity Platoon's medic." Cruz explained. "And from what Trinity's AI were able to gain from their computer systems, those imps were far along in the process of converting these... conscripts, into super soldiers."

"And I am afraid much more was being done to them." a voice piped up from behind one of the standing chambers, as the two officers were alerted to the presence of a third individual on board the Bison.

"Ah, Doctor this is Colonel Offee of CBMI Andromeda division." Cruz introduced the Spartan medical officer to the CBMI head. "Colonel, this is Lt. Paul McGann. He was the one who discovered one other attribute of the Empire's program."

"Yes indeed." McGann said as he gave a quick salute to the two senior officers. "I am afraid that the Imperials were not only trying to augment their physical abilities."

"Like I was telling the Admiral here, I read the report." Barriss stated, "Are you certain that I.I. were attempting to brain wash these individuals, while they were being augmented?"

McGann nodded, as he brought up his tacpad and began to show the two officers pictures he had taken of the Twi'lek girl, which had attacked him back on Bad Wolf. "As you can see, I found these implants imbedded near the location of her brain stem. Further scans showed signs of massive internal trauma done to her brain structure in her head tails. Specifically to the areas responsible memory."

"In other words, the Empire were trying to rewrite the memories of their conscripts so as to create soldiers which were absolutely loyal to the Emperor and the Empire?" Admiral Cruz asked curiously, as he looked on at the diagram before him.

"Or in this case, Ysanne Issard." Barriss muttered to her self. Catching both the Admiral and Spartan off guard.

"Who?" Cruz asked curiously, while the doctor mirrored the admiral's facial expression.

"I am sorry, but I can not discuss any more than what I already have." The Intelligence head said in an attempt to change the subject. "Admiral, Doctor, I do not think I need to remind you just how important it is that no one learns about what you have seen and discussed."

"As it is a matter of Terran security. I know the drill, colonel." Cruz replied. "This is not the first time the CBMI have given me this speech."

"The same applies to yous well, Doctor." the Mirialan officer said to the medically trained Spartan V.

"With all due respect, I request that I remain with the chambers until we fully know what we are truly dealing with." Paul requested. "If you bring up my file, you will see that I have degrees in both xeno-biology and nano-engineering. Which makes me qualified to study these individuals."

There was a brief moment of silence before Offee replied "Very well. I will send a message to your platoon's commander stating that the CBMI has requested your services, just don't make me regret my decision. See you on the ground in twenty." and with that, Colonel Offee and the admiral made their off the landing barge. Leaving the Spartan alone to to begin the process of cracking the secrets of the Empire's apparent Super Solder Program.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Theed, Naboo. )_

If one were to tell Han Solo one year ago that he would be actively fighting the Galactic Empire, the Corellian smuggler would have more than likely punched them in the face. At the time Han could have cared less about the Empire or its current war with the Terrans and the CIS, all he cared about was just how much money he could make on his next illicit cargo run. But that all soon changed when he saw that the Empire had destroyed the Smuggler's Moon of Nar Shaddaa, while returning from a rather curious cargo run for a CIS based company.

In the months that followed the moon destruction, Han learned that the reason for the moon's destruction had come about because the heads of the Hutt Cartel were meeting secretly to discuss a possible alliance with the Terran government. It was no secret that the Empire did not think highly of the criminal organization and would do anything to rid themselves of the Cartel and gain more control over the Hutt space.

Understandably Han was even more surprised by the fact that the Hutts were considering allying themselves with the Terrans, seeing that the Cartel and the Terran's UNSC were not exactly all that friendly to begin with. But what ever the case had been the fact was that the Empire had murdered millions of innocent people, just to eliminate a hand full of individuals. Sure Nar Shaddaa was home to less than honorable people, but Han knew that there were still a lot of good people there who were just trying to make a living for themselves. People who had nothing to do with the war and wanted nothing to do with it.

But the destruction the Smuggler's Moon had an rather unexpected effect on the criminal underworld of the galaxy, as thousands of smugglers, hired guns and even criminal organizations, began to rally together and openly oppose the Empire. If they had gone after and eliminated the Hutt Cartel leadership, then it would only be a matter of time before the Empire would come after them. But for Han his motives were more about revenge, rather than survival.

Fortunately for Han a friend by the name of Lando Calrissian, had some dealings with the Rebel movement and as a result, the Corellian began to run cargo for the Rebel Alliance. As well as provide transport for their troops as well.

Today Han now found himself on the UNSC protected world of Naboo, as they and the Rebel Alliance had begun to gather their forces on the planet. Something was up but just what Han did not know, all he could do for now was wait for command to give him his next set of orders.

Since he had some down time on his hands, the Alliance Smuggler thought it would be a good time to head into Theed and sample just what the city had to offer. It was not every day that Han had the opportunity visit a major population center that either did not suffer with high levels of crime or pollution. While his co-pilot and friend 'Chewie', stayed behind on the Millennium Falcon to do some much needed upgrades to its engines and weapon systems. The Wookie would not trust anyone else to repair his ship.

Soon the Corellian came upon the main restaurant district of the city and he had plans to sample one of the Terran delicacies which had been adopted by the Naboo people. His eyes soon looked on an business place called _"Adoflo"_, Han had heard some Naboo solders talk about this place and in their words, _"They made the best pizzas in the city!" _

Han had no idea what a pizza was but if there were people who said it was the best, then who was he not to see if it were true? But just as the Corellian was about to enter the establishment, the glass door suddenly swung open, nailing the man in the face and causing him to fall flat on his back. Moments later a young woman dressed in a white top with light brown colored genes and with a large pizza box in her hands, came out of the restaurant and promptly tripped over the inert form of Han. Her box of freshly baked pizza flying out her arms and landing on the ground completely ruined.

"Leia, are you alright?" a female voice said frantically, as three other women dressed in the same attire, came out of the pizzeria and saw their friend in a rather compromising position on top a rather handsome individual.

Groaning a bit Leia Skywalker slowly began to regain consciousness only to realize that she was resting on top some one. Needless to say, the young woman was quick to get back on her feet and regain her composure. "Oh, I'm so sorry!" Leia said apologetically, as she attempted to help the stranger up. Unfortunately for her though, said stranger was not so kind as to return her concerns.

"Hey watch where you're going lady!" Han yelled at the young woman, as he did no bother to take her offer for help and got back on his feet on his own. "You nearly damn well killed me!"

"I said I was sorry!" the brown eyed beauty replied, feeling insulted by the man's tone in his voice.

"Well, sorry isn't usually good enough where I'm from!" Han shot back.

"And where would that be, sum Womp Rat infested swamp!" one of Leia's academy friends spoke up, as she and another girl moved in to support their friend.

"Why yes, the same place your mother evidently got your father to conceive you." The smuggler shot back, catching the woman by surprise and causing her to sputter a bit. It was at this point Leia stepped back in to defuse the situation and said, "Look, it was my fault. I was not watching where I was going and I fell over him."

"Your friend is smart, you should listen to her." Han replied, all be it with an arrogant tone in his voice. A fact that bugged the student a bit but chose to ignore.

"Your right, but it still does not explain his rude attitude." Duro student replied, as she glared at Solo one last time.

"You should really keep that look on your face, it a vast improvement on what you really look like." Han replied with a smile, once again causing the woman to sputter. Apparently she was not use to some who she thought of being "below" her, being able to insult her in such fashion. But just before the Duro could give a response to the smuggler's insult, blaster fire suddenly erupted from the Terran inspired eatery. Moments later the same Duro female fell on the ground with a rather large wound on her back. She was not breathing.

Suddenly a dozen heavily armed and masked individuals stormed the restaurant, forcing anyone who was in their way into the establishment. Among those taken were both Leia and Han, who did not realize just what was going on until it was too late.

"Alright, listen up!" one of the hostage takers shouted put, as he was now standing on the counter and brandishing a sizable blaster pistol. "You are now all the prisoners of the True Naboo Army! This establishment is a representation of the unlawful occupation of our planet by these so called... UNSC. They have taken over our planet and under guise that our so called government requested it for our protection! These are lies and yet you are encouraging this ruse by eating this trash the Terrans gave us!"

"Who the hell are you to tell us what is the truth!" a firm female voice said defiantly, interrupting the leader of this supposed army. "I have heard about your so called army, your nothing more than a group of anarchist that support the Empire! The same Empire that tried to invade this planet over a year ago!"

Taking a moment to search for the owner of said voice, the "army" leader saw a young woman with brown hair and dressed in a Royal academy uniform, standing near a table with frightened shop goers. "Yes, the same Empire that was trying to liberate OUR world and bring us under the enlightened rule of the Emperor himself. Then again I guess someone who obviously goes to that school of lies will believe what our so called queen tell them."

"You know for some one who obviously thinks they are acting in the best interest of the planet, you clearly lack any basic common sense of your own!" another voice joined in, alerting the True Army to the presence of another individual who also did not share their views.

"And who the hell are you? You don't look like some one to believe the lies of the Terrans."

"I don't know about the Terrans, but from what I can see your world is better off with them, than with the Empire!" Han stated, as he stared down the would be freedom fighter. "and I quite agree with the princess here, you are nothing but a group of thugs."

By this point two thing were happening, the leader of the True Naboo army was getting very much annoyed by the tone of these two individuals. While Leia was wondering just why this guff individual had called her 'Princess', as well as surprised that he was now supporting her.

"Take a look everyone!" the leader said out loud,"Take a look at what ignorance can get you" and with that, he aimed his blaster at them. But before he could make examples of the student and the smuggler, the army leader soon found himself sporting a fresh blaster wound to his forehead. He only had enough time to look upwards before he fell to the floor, dead.

The remaining 'soldiers' were quick to respond to their leader's death and got ready to fire their weapons, but Han was too quick with his own and managed to down three of them. Suddenly one tried to rush Han from behind, but Leia saw this and managed to grab the masked individual as he passed her. Using his own momentum against him, Leia managed to send the would be attacker into a near by table. Needless to say, Han was quite impressed.

With their numbers being thinned out and no one to lead them, the surviving members attempted to flee the restaurant with the money they had originally came for. Apparently their cause to liberate Naboo from the "Imperialist" UNSC required financial aid from an establishment which represented the friendship between the Terrans and the Naboo Throne. They were obviously not above leaving their comrades behind for the security forces to deal with.

Within a matter of minutes the restaurant was swarming with members of the Royal Police force and medical teams. Thanks to the efforts of Han and Leia, a number of anarchist were either now in custody or in the case of the leader, being carted out in a body bag. Sadly they were not the only individual being removed in this manner, as Leia and the rest of the school mates were now learning. As they were now huddled around an ambulance which was being loaded up with the body of one of their class mates.

"I'm... sorry about you friend." Han spoke up, as he was now along side the Skywalker female.

"There was nothing any of us could have really done, now was there?" Leia replied, as the ambulance began to pull away and head for the city morgue. "Randa may not have been perfect, but she did not deserve to die. Not like this."

There was a moment of awkward silence before Han said, "Look, this may not be the best time to say this, but I want to thank you for helping me back there."

"Thank you, and you're welcome." Leia replied, as she turned to face the smuggler. "One of my uncles thought me to defend myself. I just never thought I would ever need to use it... until now."

"Funny how things work these days." Han commented, just has his personal communicator began to alert him to an incoming call. "Well... I guess I must be going now."

"Wait... I did not catch your name."

"My name is Han Solo." the Corellian replied. "And guess your name is Leia?"

"Yes... Leia Skywalker."

It was at that exact moment Han could feel a sinking sensation in his gut. "Um... are you by chance related to...?"

"Yes, my father is Anakin Skywalker and my mother is his wife."

"Oh... okay then." Han replied, absolutely floored by the fact that all this time he was speaking to the child of the galaxy's more famous/infamous_ (depending on who you asked) _couple. Fortunately his communicator's alerts saved the smuggle from a very awkward moment. "Well... I best be getting back to my... to my ship."

"Very well then. It was nice meeting you." Leia said with a bit of a smile, before she and her frieends began to make their way back to their school. Leaving a still stunned Han to collect himself enough to answer his incoming call.

"Lando?" Han said curiously, as the image of his friend soon appeared on the hand held holo-projector.

"I am sorry to disturb you Han, but another job just came up and you will definitely love the pay out if you do this." the native of Socorro replied.

"Let me guess, the Alliance wants me to smuggle more of their operatives into Imperial space?"

"Not quite." Lando replied, "This comes from the Terrans."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( Deluce Island, sixty miles off the coast of New Plymouth.) **_

"How are you feeling today, Stacy?" McGann asked his patient for today, as the medically trained Spartan sat with an Twi'lek girl.

It had been three months since the UNSC had discovered the Empire's attempt to create a super soldier program of their own and ever since then, the UNSC had been busy trying to understand just how far the Empire had reached in their project. What they had founds both shocked and disturbed the UNSC commanders.

From the scans which were taken from the surviving conscripts, the augmentations done to the mainly Twi'lek and Togrutan survivors were on par with what the UNSC did to create their own. They were not as fine tuned as the procedures used on UNSC personnel who volunteered for the program, but they were eerily similar when it came to the results. As it turned out, the empire or rather Ysanne Issard, had begun to develop their "Spartan" program from scratch and from what the Spartan team had found on Bad Wolf, Imperial Intelligence was not above letting hundreds die for what they saw as an answer to the UNSC Spartan Corp.

But what really disturbed the UNSC brass, was the fact it looked as if the I.I. were attempting to literally rewrite the brain of each of their subjects. A process which saw large sections of each conscripts brain being being removed and replaced with cybernetic components which basically took over the roles of the missing brain matter. As a result each person which received these "enhancements" had no memory of who they were, where they came from or just how they ended up on Bad Wolf. It was quite possibly the only humane thing that the Empire did for them, as the UNSC doubted that these individuals could have handled the truth behind their situation.

Now a member of the CBMI research team was interviewing one of the Twi'leks who had named _'Stacy'. _Who just like many now housed at Deluce, had the same procedures done to her, large scars head tails were evidence to the Empire's inhumane medical practices which were done to her.

"I feel better today than yesterday"Stacy replied, as she sat at the table and stared at the doctor. Much like she had done for the last few months. "I just wish that these scars would stop itching so much!"

"Well I am afraid that is a sign that your body is healing." Paul replied with a smile. "With luck all of your injuries should be healed soon and you all will be able to move out of this hospital ."

"That would be nice." Stacy replied hopefully, before her expression became somber and asked "Are you sure that their were no other survivors?"

There was a brief pause from the doctor, before he replied, "I am afraid that our search teams were not able to find anyone else from the crash site."

When the decision was made to open the cryotubes and awaken their occupants, the CBMI thought it was best that they believe that they were the sole survivors of a vessel that had crashed on a isolated moon. The numerous scars about their bodies were a result of said accident, an accident which killed "Stacy's" parents. It may have been all a lie, but it was a necessary evil which was needed to protect them as individuals. A sad expression began to form on Stacy's face, as tears began to well up in her eyes. "Then... that means I am all alone now..."

"No... no you are not." the Spartan doctor replied. "There are plans for you to move in with a family, once your treatment has ended. They will give you a home until you are able to to move out on your own. I know it is not the family you may want, but maybe they can be the one you need."

A small smile soon began to creep across the face of the young Twi'lek, before she replied. "That... sounds nice. Do you know who my... new family are?"

"Well... I did read their file and they sound like a very nice couple." McGann replied with a reassuring smile. "They are called the Stepsons."

Meanwhile as this was going on, Barriss Offee was watching the meeting between the two behind a one way class. It was the CBMI head's idea to have the Imperial conscripts live with families in the Worth System, in an attempt to rebuild their lives. These were individuals who had gone through so much and were subjected to horrors that no living creature should ever go through.

The Empire and this war they started, had effectively robbed these people of their lives and almost their freedom, they would never even know just who their real families were. But at least now they would have a chance at normal life and live their lives as best as they could. It may take a while for them to rebuild their lives from scratch, but at least they would have a chance to do so.

It was with that thought that the Mirialan officer left the small room and began to make her way back to the surface to take a Condor back to Ragno. There was still a lot of work to do and this war was not going to end because a few Twi'leks and Togrutans found a new home.

It will only end when the Empire was no longer deemed as a threat, and that was a task which was easier said than done.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Okay I will admit it is not a very long chapter but I hoped it satisfied. Anyway I want to point out that "Terran-Republic Affair now has over 500 faves, I kinda proud of that. _

_As always leave a review and tell me what you think, until then Nightstalker out!_


	35. A Meeting of Minds

_**A/N: **__I have something to say before I start. An a author I have a right to defend my work from critics and I generally do take criticism. But if your biggest complaint is that the story is "inconsistent", then I seriously doubt you can call yourself a fan fiction writer or fan. The motto of the site is "Unleash Your Imagination", which we do all the time when we write. Sure we try to be accurate and try to make are stories entertaining, but we also try not to over simplify our work so as to make it watered down and sound as if we are writing for people who may not understand what fandom we are writing about. _

_If your biggest complaint is that you can not follow the story, then I seriously doubt that you can ever enjoy this site for what it is. If you feel you can do better then put your money where your mouth is and do just that, instead of insulting the author for having a creative mind when you may actually don't have one. _

_Now that is over with, on to the story. _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [**_

_**[ A Meeting of Minds... ]**_

It was not too long ago that the Galactic Empire had a reason to celebrate, as the Emperor himself had announced that elements of the Imperial Navy had launched a massive offensive into the Terran controlled regions of the galaxy. In the almost three hour long speech which Emperor Palpatine gave after the initial attack was announced, he stated that this noble crusade the Empire was embarking on was to finally end the threat which the Terrans posed to the security and peace of the Galaxy's greatest civilization.

It were the Terrans and their Confederacy puppets who were behind the growing rebel movement within the Empire. They had brain washed these individuals into believing that the Empire was evil and must be destroyed, at a time when it was just about to enter it's golden age of development. Because of the provocative actions by these groups, the Empire felt that it had a duty to rid themselves of the threat by striking at the very heart of the problem. The Terran Colonies.

Soon the state operated media houses of the Empire, began to feed population the propaganda which was handed to them by the Imperial government. To which they did a very good job of painting the Empire's latest military operation, being that of a noble and honorable campaign to save the galaxy and liberate it from the Terran influence. They said that with the might of the Imperial military behind them, victory would be theirs and it would be all over within a month.

But with the war slowly dragging in to its eighteenth month, the victory which was promised had yet to materialize. In that time, the Empire had lost large swaths of its territories to either the UNSC, or the Confederacy. The first to go were the outer rim territories when Twi'lek Prime _(Ryloth) _fell, effectively cutting off these regions from the Empire and allowing UNSC/CIS forces to over run all Imperial units with ease. Firmly establishing themselves in the region and from there, it was all down hill.

For the Empire, their glorious campaign had now turned into a slow and coordinated retreat. As Imperial forces were being forced back by an enemy which fought in ways they had never seen before. Lightning quick strikes against bases, coupled with well place ambushes and traps, had taken a heavy toll on Imperial forces, crippling their ability to fight effectively.

It was a fact which the new Head of Imperial Intelligence, Sadde Voch, was all to familiar with. As he sat in the seat which was once occupied by the late Ysanne Isard and began to go through the reports which were once her responsibility. Ever since it was announced that Ysanne had suffered a apparent mental break down and died of an over dose of medication _(The was the cover story which was given), _Voch began to go over what his predecessor had gathered since the war began. Unfortunately for the Imperial Center native, Ysanne tended to keep more files of certain Imperial officials, rather than on individuals who the Empire saw as a threat.

It was very clear to see that Isard's mental state was bordering on shear paranoia, prior to her untimely demise. As she saw anyone attempting to be close to the Emperor not only a threat to the Empire, but a threat to her relationship with the Emperor. Maybe those Terran agents did some good after all by doing what they did to Ice Heart, it would explain why Voch decided not to pursue them once he became the Director of Imperial Intelligence. They did get him this job after all.

But as Sadde began to settle into his new roll within the II and began to read the reports which were coming in, Voch soon found himself coming to a conclusion which was already being shared by numerous Imperial military officers. The Empire was going to lose the war.

The Terrans and their allies had been on the attack since the fall of Twi'lek Prime, using the Corellian Run corridor to launch successive attacks on numerous Imperial held worlds and with the Corellian System switching sides just weeks after the destruction of the Imperial Senate, the Imperial navy had lost a key ship building facility. Obviously the Empire was unwilling to give up these key worlds and had launched numerous counter offensives to take them back, but that was where things would go from bad to worse.

The Imperial Navy, the mightiest military force the galaxy had ever seen, would send literally millions of ships to take back these planets. As well as attempt to attack the Worth colonies head on so as to bring the enemy forces to their knees but out of these massive fleets, only a hand full of vessels would return with most of their crews either dead or dying. But it were the stories which the survivors carried, really peaked the interest of the Intelligence head.

The stories were all the same, as the crews would report that the Terrans were fielding massive vessels which were almost skeletal in design and wielded an unimaginable amount of firepower. Able to take out a Star Destroyer in one shot, many of the survivors said both in awe and horror. Entire fleets would be wiped out within a matter of minutes by these vessels, which seemed to be invulnerable to the Imperial assault. At first it was thought that these crews were trying to coverup the fact that they were bested by a group which the Empire had deemed inferior. But then came a picture that rattled the military command to its very core.

One of the returning cruisers had some how managed to get footage of these fabled Terran ships and what they saw, sent shock waves. In the images were two of these skeletal ships, both of them firing what looked like a powerful particle beam weapon at a single Star Destroyer, with predictable results and from what was reported, there were more of them.

If these Terrans possessed such powerful vessels in their fleet, then it was only a matter of time before they and their allies would begin to march straight towards Imperial Center and demand that the Empire surrender. So far the UNSC had managed to isolate a number of worlds from the Empire and essentially force them to surrender or face possible starvation due to no supplies. It may have been a dirty ploy on the part of the Terrans , but it was a very effective one. Who was to say that they would not do the same to weaken the capital before their eventual invasion?

It was a sentiment which was shared by a number of high ranking individuals within the Imperial and even though they still believed in the "values" which the Empire was originally founded on, they were not so confident that the Emperor was the right person to lead this civilization, if it were to survive. It was not long before a plan to deal with this situation began to form with the intelligence officer's head on how to deal with the Emperor and thanks to the paranoia of his predecessor, Voch knew just who he could call upon to help him in his plan.

The war may have been lost, but Voch saw no reason just why the Empire should be as well. All he needed to do was make some calls to certain fleet commanders and have them meet with him in a secure location off world to discuss what needed to be done. But that of course was the easy part.

The hard part would be trying to prevent the Emperor and his loyal inner circle, from discovering that their biggest threat did not come the Terran government and their allies. But from the men who commanded the military of the galaxy's greatest civilization. .

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( New Plymouth, Worth ) _

Another day had begun within the capital city of the Worth Colonies, as the people once again found themselves living in a city which was operating under war time conditions. The holonets were all buzzing about recent battles which had taken place between the UNSC and the Empire, while unknown groups within the city had begun to post literally thousands of posters either celebrating the actions of the UNSC. Or criticizing the powers that be for allowing the conflict to continue, even after the Empire has sued for peace almost two years ago.

All over the city, the colonial council had placed up signs which designated marked evacuation routes out of the metropolitan area. The same routes which were mapped out when the Republic had originally declared war on the TUG almost thirty years ago, while armed UNSC Army and CDF personnel patrolled the major transportation hubs which dotted the city. Their had been attacks by pro Imperial groups on a number of Terran protected worlds and the colonial government was not about to take any chances.

It was in this heightened state of alertness, which the supreme commander of the Rebel Alliance fleet soon found himself in. As the Mon Calamari's vessel had not too long arrived within the Terran star system and after docking at the space elevator in orbit, he was riding in a UNSC supplied limousine, en route to meet with his counter parts and other officials at Glinn's Field. An artificial island which was located 1.25 miles off the coast of the city and housed the aviation wing of the Worth Colonial Defense Force.

Ever since his home world of Dac had been enslaved by the Empire, Admiral Gial Ackbar had held a strong disliking against the Imperial government and had lead the Alliance fleet to victory at a number of battles against the Imperial Navu. But his contributions to the Alliance went beyond space battles as he was also credited with turning the Rebel's rat tag group of vessels, into an effective fighting force with standardized training and modernization. He had even managed to broker a deal with the CIS to provide the Alliance with a number of second hand vessels, all of which were needed to build up the Alliance fleet.

Today though the Mon Calamari was in the Terran colonies to meet with his counterparts in both the UNSC and the CIS, as they were there to discuss just what would be the next move in this conflict. So far they had successfully managed to isolate large numbers of Imperial units and cut off their supply lines. Effectively knocking them out of the war with little blood shed, but the Empire still had a lot of fight in them left and as the war continued to drag on, the casualty numbers became higher and higher. This war needed to end quickly and the Imperial government, neutralized.

Within a matter of minutes the small convoy of local police and CDF vehicles turned on to the bridge which linked Angelika with the main land and soon, Glinn's Field soon came into view. Stopping for a moment at the entrance so that the base security could do a quick check of the vehicles, the convoy then made it's way to a hanger which was located on the far side of the island.

Soon the convey made it to the location were the meeting would be held and judging by the presence of heavily armed soldiers and vehicles, there was no doubt in Ackbar's mind that his new allies were not taking any chances. Suddenly the massive doors of the hanger building opened up just wide enough to allow Ackbar's convoy to enter and when it did, the Mon Calamari was met with the most interesting of sights.

For in the exact center of the spacious interior of the hanger, a round table with five seats had been assembled. While a number of portable flood lights were strategically around them so as to illuminate that general area. Soon the three car convoy came to a stop and the admiral with his security detail exited their vehicles. Moments later more vehicles entered the structure and came to a sudden stop just meters from where the Admiral was.

"Looks like everyone has arrived." Ackbar commented, as he made his way towards the rather large conference table. Almost immediately the Admiral recognized some of the faces there.

"I'm sorry about our current accommodations, but considering what we are about to discuss, it should not matter." General Esacondor announced, as he and everyone else there took their seats. Just as their vehicles started up and exited the hanger at a high rate of speed, the loud thuds of the doors closing signaled that there location was now sealed and secure.

"Lets get the introductions out of the way first, for those who are not familiar with those here" the supreme commander of the UNSC's Andromeda forces announced as they got seated. " I am General David Escandor of the UNSC Army and supreme commander of the UNSC forces in this Galaxy. To my left is Ambassador Padme Skywalker and she will be representing the governments of the __League of Non-Aligned States." __

_"Gentlemen." The former queen said with a slight bow of her own. _

_ "Next to me is my counterpart within the Confederacy, Grand Admiral Thal Vedo." _

_ "And I am familiar with the exploits of you, Admiral Ackbar." the Duro commented, "Your exploits on Dac was big news in the Confederacy." _

_ "And to my left is..." _

_ "Jedi master Anakin Skywalker of the Exiled Jedi order." the Mon Calamari finished, as he reached over and shook the Jedi's hand." _

_ "You two know each other?" the general asked curiously. Anakin nodded before he replied, "The Order has have some dealings with the Rebel movements for many years." _

_ "Indeed so," Gial added. "Over the years, the Jedi have provided valuable information to the Alliance and has aided us on numerous occasions___. ___ But I'm curious, why are the Jedi joining us today?" _

_ "All shall be explained soon enough." Escandor began, as the entire hanger went dark. Suddenly a massive 3d holoprojection image appeared over the assembled group. Highlighted sections of the hologram showing the areas of space which were either under the control of the Galactic Empire, or the combined forces of the UNSC and the Confederacy. _

_ "As we all know ever since the capture of Ryloth, both of our forces have been on the offensive and the Empire have been forced to fall back to secondary positions within the galactic core." The general stated, as the holo-projected image began to show icons which represented Imperial units, being pushed back into the Galactic Core. With elements of both the UNSC and CIS following them close behind. "As a result, we have been able to gain access to a number of key Imperial facilities which supplied the Empire's war machine with raw materials." _

_ "But the outer rim territories only supplies forty percent of the Empire's input." Admiral Vedo added, as once again the hologram changed. This time showing the industrialized regions of the galaxy, a large potion of which now under the control of the allied forces. But the hologram showed large industrialized star systems which were still under the dominion of the Empire. "As you can see, the Empire still have a lot of resources at their disposal and attempting to take them would only prove to be too costly an endeavor." _

_ "Not to mention if we are going to rebuild the New Republic , many of those star systems will be needed." Ambassador Amidala added, as the image began to highlight several star systems which housed major ship building facilities for the Empire. _

_ "Which means destroying them out right is out of the question, especially if they could be used in future operations against imperial forces." Escandor spoke up again, just as the image above them began to focus more on the Galactic core. Suddenly the image began to "zoom in" one particular planet which resided within the core, a planet which some in the room were very much familiar with. "But our main goal at the moment is to remove the Emperor from power and neutralize his Imperial government. Our best option for ending this war as early as possible, would be to strike at and capture Imperial center." _

_ "But I am afraid that is a task which is easier said than done." Gial Ackbar replied, a small frown forming on his face as he spoke. "Imperial Center is heavily protected by dozens of orbital defense platforms and still have millions of ships at their disposal. A direct assault on their capital would be suicide." _

_ "Which is why my superiors have decided to host this meeting." Escandor announced, "Because our next move, would be the capture of Imperial center." _

_ A thunderous silence fell over the assembled group, as the general's announcement that their next objective would be to capture the Imperial Capital, surprise and shocked everyone. Everyone that is, except Master Skywalker, who just had a neutral expression on his face. _

_ "You can't be serious." Thal asked with a confuse tone in his voice, as he was caught completely off guard by his counterpart's statement. "Even with our combined fleets, the Empire still will out number us almost 4 to 1. Not to mention that their ships yards still pump out vessels at a rate of sixty Star Destroyers a month." _

_ "I am well aware of that fact, but my superiors have ordered me to share with you, information which must not leave this hanger." Escandor said firmly, "Are you are all aware of, the Empire have attempted to launch numerous counter offensives into our territory, but they all failed." _

_ "Yes... because of your UNSC's use of nuclear based weaponry." Ackbar stated, as the Alliance was aware of the Empire's attempts to attack the Worth system. _

_ "Well I am afraid that is not completely true." the UNSC General stated, as the holoprojectors began to change the image above them. Suddenly the image of a large, spherical vessel which was flanked by eight skeletal ships, soon filled the hanger. Almost immediately a sense of absolute shock and disbelief fell over Ackbar and Vedo, for they now found themselves staring at one of the UNSC's more classified projects. _

_ "The Death Star?" Admiral Ackbar exclaimed, as his attention was soon drawn to the spherical vessel in the center of the formation. "Our intelligence said it was destroyed." _

_ "And they are correct." Escandor replied, "However, what you are seeing is the result of one of my government's biggest intelligence coups." _

_ "Yet you are only now revealing this to us because..." Vedo trailed off with a accusing tone in his voice. A fact which was quickly picked up upon by the general, but chose to ignore. _

_ "My government has only now decided to share this with you, because of the nature of what we plan to do. Escandor began. "It is called the ___Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base, ___or MOAB for short. Although I'm not at liberty to discuss just how we were able to procure the designs for it, I can tell you for the for the last year, the MOAB and her escorts have been basically protection our flanks. Freeing up a number of our vessels to engage enemy forces at the front." _

_ Suddenly the image zoomed out to once again show the galaxy, as Escandor continued to speak. "Now at this phase of the war, my superiors want to use them, or rather the MOAB's escorts, to eliminate all Imperial assets in and around the Galactic core. Cutting a large swath through Imperial space for our vessels to charge in and launch landing operations on Imperial Center." As he spoke, blue arrows appeared which represented the Forerunner vessels. They then began to move into move into Imperial space and "hit" the Imperial icons which were highlighted. To which the Imperials vanished and the arrows continued to move on until they reached the Imperial capital. "The hope is that these vessels will cripple the Empire long enough for us to capture Imperial center and force their leaders to surrender." _

_ "But even if these vessels are able to punch a big enough hole in the Imperial lines, there is still the matter of taking Imperial center itself." Ackbar stated. _

_ "We know and that is where I come in." Master Skywalker spoke up, gaining the attention of everyone there. "Prior to this invasion, I will be leading a team of other Jedi to Imperial Center. Once there we will attempt to do as much damage as we can, before the invasion force arrives." _

_ "Are you sure that is a good idea?" The Mon Calamari asked the Jedi leader. Knowing very well what could be the out come if Skywalker and his team were discovered. _

_Anakin for his part just sighed heavily before he replied, "The Jedi have been in hiding for too long. Palapatine thinks that with us gone he can do what ever he likes and the unfortunate truth that he is right. The Jedi have been in hiding for too long and it's time that he let the Emperor know that we are done running."_

_ "But just how do you plan to even get planet side?" The Duro officer asked curiously, slightly amazed that the Jedi would undertake such a dangerous mission._

_ "Let my people worr___y ___about that.." Escandor stated, as the focus was soon drawn back on to him. "But for now let us get down to business and we have a lot to discuss if we are going to end this war."_

__**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **__

__( Baroda Imperial Anchorage, Baroda System. ) __

_There was not that much which could have been said about the Empire's facility within the Baroda system, other than the fact that it was largely under developed when compared to the ones which existed within the core of the Empire. Located in a relatively isolated area of the Empire, the Baroda Anchorage was originally established with the idea that it would be used as a repair facility for the Imperial navy. But as the years passed and the Empire began to expand into the unknown regions of space, Baroda was basically surpassed by other facilities which were being constructed in those areas of space. As a result, only two ___Type II Orbital Repair yards ___and one ___J-Type* ___space station, made up the anchorage. _

_ Even with the out break of war and the heavy losses the Empire had recently taken with the loss of the major ship yards of Corellia, there was still little to no attempts to build up the remote naval facility. The only real change that happened was the establishment of a ___X-7 Factory station, ___which was being used to make star fighters and other weapons for the fleet. Yet it would be the Baroda system which would play host to a secret meeting between several major commanders of the Imperial navy. But the Empire's current conflict with the Terran government and its allies were not on the agenda ,for if this meeting were successful today, then the Empire would still be in one piece tomorrow and for the foreseeable future. _

_ Within the modest conference room located on the J-Type station, were the commanders of the Empire's more notable fleets. Admiral Kyso Leythem of the 15__th__ Deep Core Reserve fleet was present at the meeting, as so was Grand Moff Weblin of the Black Sword Command and commander of the Imperial Black Fleet . There were also representatives from the Imperial Outer Rim Territories Patrol Fleet ___(What was left of them anyway) ___and the Third Ado Superiority Fleet, they may have come from different back rounds, but they all had two things in common. _

_ They all had absolute loyalty from the men who served under their command and more notably, they all had issues with the way the current Imperial leadership were handling the war. _

_ Suddenly the doors leading into the conference room slid open and in came a man who was dressed in the uniform of a high ranking officer within Imperial Intelligence. Almost immediately everyone there tensed up as the presence of this individual caused many to worry, but as if he could sense what the assembled group of officers were sensing, the man smiled as he stood in front of the gathering and said..._

_"Greetings to everyone who answered my call to meet here today. My name is Sadde Voch and I want to thank you for coming. I have assemble all of you here today because as we are all aware, there is a matter of great importance to the survival of the Empire." _

_ "Did the Emperor have you call us here to discuss some kind of new counter offensive?" Admiral Leythem asked out loud, so that everyone there could hear him._

_ "Actually... the Emperor does not even know that I called this assembly." Voch replied calmly, causing many there to look at the Intelligence officer with an wary eye. They all knew just what the punishment was for doing something behind the Emperor's back, as they knew of a number of high ranking officials who had been visited by the Emperor's "associates" in the past. Voch saw the looks he were getting from the fleet commanders and continued by saying. "I know what you are all thinking right now and believe me if the hammer does come down then it would be on me. But I do believe that despite our devotion to the Empire, we all share the notion that the current government on Imperial Center is failing in its duty towards us and the New Order the Emperor proclaimed, all those years ago." _

_ "I think I know where you are going with this." Webin declared with a hint of disbelief in his voice. "You are not considering..." _

_ "I hate to be the one to break this to you, but the Empire had already lost the war." Voch said firmly, as he began to present his case. "Despite what you have been hearing on the holonets, the Empire is starting to take more casualties, than it can replace. But the Emperor still insist on launching more and more counter offensives against the the Terrans, but they are proving to be more costly to us, than the enemy. But before I go any further, I think you may all want to see this." and with that, the lights within the room dimmed, as the holographic image of a strange vessel appeared in front of the now stunned room." _

_ "This image was taken from one of the few vessels which took part in the last attempt to attack the Worth system and survived" Voch stated. "From what we have learned, these vessels have been responsible for those losses." _

_ "Vessels?" another admiral gasped out. "There are more of them?" _

_ "Seven more to be exact." the intelligence officer said grimly. "and they are all extremely powerful. We even have reason to believe that these vessels were the ones used against Tarkin and his task force when they first attempted to assault the Worth system." _

_ A thunderous silence fell over the assembled group, as the revelation that the UNSC had these extremely powerful war ships, sent unwanted shivers up everyone's spine. If the Terrans had these ships at their disposal, then it would only be a matter of time before they would use it to blast their way into the Galactic Core and all the way to Imperial Center. All the while the Emperor would continue to to run the Empire into the ground. _

_ "So what needs to be done?" Kyso asked the intelligence officer. As the reality that the Empire was not on the verge of self destruction, began to sink in._

_ "Prepare." Voch replied. "I have been getting reports that the Terrans and their allies are getting ready to launch a full blown invasion of the core and when that happens, there will be no stopping them. But we collectively represent ten percent of the Empire's overall military force. My advice that we start moving our assets to predetermined locations and wait. When the time is right, we shall come out of hiding and seize power on Imperial Center. We will be the ones to sue for peace with the Terrans and with the Emperor out of the way, they would more of a reason to trust us and honor our request for an end to hostilities." _

_ "So basically you are suggesting is that we launch a coup against our own government and surrender ourselves to an enemy that may or may not honor our request?" a third admiral asked. "Do you have any idea what you are asking us to do? Or what will happen if we fail?" _

_ "But he is right." the Grand Moff spoke up. "I have witnessed just how far the Empire has fallen since this conflict broke out and the government on Imperial Center no longer represents the people of the galaxy. This has to end or there will be no Empire left to govern." _

_ Once again the room was filled with silence as the gravity of the situation began to weigh on their shoulders. What they were being asked to do was nothing short of high treason and if they were to be found out, their reward would be a swift death for sure. But they also realized that Voch's words were true. They all knew that the Empire would not win and with the way the Emperor had been running things, the Empire was going to lose badly. _

_ "Then I guessed it is settled then." Voch declared. "What we do from today is not against the Empire or what it stands for. What we do from now on shall ensure that it will continue on in some way and form. We are not traitors nor are we the enemy, but we shall be the new founding fathers of a new Empire that will once again shine across the Galaxy for centuries to come." _

_ A collective "HEAR HEAR!" came from the assembled group of system Moffs and Imperial officers, as they began to formulate their plan to save the Empire from ruin. They were not sure if they were truly doing the right thing, nor did they decide just who would be the one to lead them one the Emperor had been removed. But one thing was certain..._

_ The Emperor had created more enemies. _

__**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **__

_ _**A/N: **____Sorry if I gave your hopes up, but I promise that everyone's favorite smuggler will be back in the next chapter. __

_ _Sorry that I did not answer anyone's questions this time around, but I will in the future. Until next time... Nightstalker signing out...__


	36. Attack Attack Attack

_**A/N: **__ Heeeeeyyyyyy... bet your were not expecting an update from me today huh? Anyway like I promised, here is the next chapter and let me say this one time, it was not easy to come up with. But I do hope you like it :) _

_To "Opaque-Cavalire": Maybe... but would it be any more interesting?_

_To "Unknown4804": Yea... that was my bad. I was editing while I was doing the Author Notes. _

_To "MeleeSmasher": Come on man... update your story already cause I have things in here people will need a back story to. _

_To everyone else, thanks for the positive/constructive reviews. Now on to the fic._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Attack... Attack... Attack... ] **_

_( Onderon, Japarel Star System. )_

Despite being on the receiving end of the allied onslaught, the Galactic Empire still had enough ships and men to throw at the combined fleets of the UNSC, Confederacy Navy and Rebel Alliance. This was never more evident around the temperate world of Onderon, where the Empire had begun to gather their forces in an attempt to defend the Core worlds of the galaxy, as well as the Empire.

Ever since being forced to abandon all attempts to retake the outer rim, the Imperial military had instead decided to focus their forces along strategic points of the inner rim of the galaxy. As this was the last region of space one would have to travel through before they reached the galactic core. If they were to fail in protecting this important area of space, then the enemies of the Empire would have the perfect staging area to launch their anticipated invasion of the galactic core. If that were to happen then it would only be a matter of time before the Empire would truly be in serious trouble.

You see the galactic core was not just the location of Imperial Center, but is was also the heart of star ship production and maintenance for the Imperial Navy. Literally hundreds of facilities existed which were able to both build and maintain thousands of ships at any given time, giving the Empire the ability to operate and maintain their massive fleets of cruisers, star destroyers and other capital ships. But if the allied forces were able to invade the core then that would no longer be the case, as they _(The U.N.S.C.) _had adopted the strategy of deploying dozens of extremely powerful nuclear weapons against similar Imperial facilities, with predictable results.

But what really made this prospect even more frightening, was the fact that the UNSC could deploy these weapons within a matter of seconds and be out of the line of fire before the Imperials knew just what was going on. It was a tactic the Terrans had used to great effect against the Empire and as a result, the military leadership was more than a bit on edge. Who could blame them? Just how do you fight an enemy who you can't even see coming?

This was just one of the many questions which floated within the mind of Admiral Corlen, as he sat within the bridge of his flag ship and stared into the blackness of space. Like many other high ranking Imperial officers, Corlen knew just what the outcome would be if the allied forces managed to seize the mid rim and it was it was something that the fleet officer felt that he could not let happen. Especially since his particular fleet of ninety thousand vessels were responsible for the defense of the Japrael sector or more specifically, the planet of Onderon. You see Onderon was home to Jyrenne Base, a massive facility which supplied both the Imperial Navy and Army in the sector with ordinance.

It was basically one big munition depot and if it were to fall into hands of the allies or be destroyed, then the supply lines which the Empire relied on to defend the sector would be crippled beyond repair. Leaving the inner rim's defense fleet helpless against the enemies of the Empire, effectively leaving the Galactic core open to invasion and if that were to happen, the Empire which was to last ten thousand years would only have months left.

But despite this grim reality, Corlen was still confident that the vessels under his command would be able to beat back the Terrans and their allies. The plan called for the Imperial fleet with the inner rim to be broken up into "small" task forces and be stationed near areas which were believed to be prime targets for the advancing force. If attacked, then the fleet for that particular area would attempt to hold out as long as they could until reinforcements from the Core worlds arrived to fight. It may not have been a great plan, but at this point in the war the Empire was getting desperate and were now at a point where they, _ (Or rather the Emperor), _did not mind sacrificing more lives to save "New Order."

Besides, among the vessels which were assigned to to his fleet was a ship which packed a very nasty surprise. At first the vessel looked like the a normal Imperial I-class star destroyer, which was work horse for the Imperial fleet. But its general appearance hid the fact that this particular ship housed a massive super laser, similar to the one which was used on the ill fated Death Star before it was destroyed. Even though the Death Star was a waste of resources, there was no denying that the super laser it carried was a very powerful weapon indeed and it did not take long for someone to suggest that these weapons be added to the Empire's lead capital ship class. As a result a new breed of warship was born out of this project and the Emperor was very much interested in fielding as much of these vessels as he could. Ships which were now being dubbed as the _"Conqueror II-class" _Star Destroyer.

Not surprisingly, Corlen felt so confident in this vessel's design he decided to make it his new flag ship and now he waited to see just where the enemy would strike next. Unfortunately for the admiral, he would not have to wait long.

"Sir, we have lost contact with Admiral's Vesic's fleet in the Gallinore system." a young officer announced from his station. The Gallinore system was home to several major research facilities and labs which were used by the Empire and as a result, the Imperial navy had stationed a sizable force to defend the system.

"Then I guess it has begun." Corlen muttered, as he cot up from his seat and made his way to the tactical station on the bridge. Where a giant map of the inner rim region was on display with markers which highlighted the locations of all imperial task forces, one of which was Vesic's fleet in the Gallinore system. "Did they report in before you lost contact?"

"Negative, sir." the young man replied. "They reported in as schedule two hours ago, but they have failed to report in an hour ago"

"Then that means the Terrans are making their first move at Gallinore." the admiral stated, as he saw an icon representing the UNSC suddenly moved into the highlighted star system and engage the icon which represented Vesic's force. "We shall continue to hold position here, while the relief force from from the Core will move in and reinforce his fleet."

"Sir, I advise that we move the fleet to yellow to be on the safe side." one of the senior officers under Corlen's command suggested. "Intelligence reports have stated that the UNSC have been known to hit at multiple targets in one strike.."

"Very well, alert the fleet and have them go to yellow alert." Corlen ordered. "Have our frigates move to the edge of the fleet and have them run scans for magnetic anomalies, the Terrans may attempt to deploy stealth ships to break our ranks."

"At once sir." the subordinate replied crisply, as he went off to relay the admiral's orders to the rest of the fleet. But as went off to do his assigned duty, the officer did not notice that the seemingly calm and cool admiral had begun to sweat just a bit and for good reason.

Corlen, like many in the Imperial Navy, knew about the "super warships" which the Terrans had deployed and even though he had every bit of confidence in the men under his command, the same could not be said about the ships they had. Even if his vessel was armed with a super laser, what good would it do against a vessel/vessels which destroyed the the ship it was originally for?

Possibly the only thing that the Empire had going for it was the element of surprise, as he doubted the Terrans or their allies even knew about the existence of the _Conqueror II's_. Or that there were more of them currently under construction within the Imperial core, but then again the Terrans were also full of surprises of their own. All Corlen could do right now was keep his fleet in its position and wait to see if his counterpart's force in the Gallinore system had been able to hold the line.

Meanwhile in space the Frigates which were under Corlen's command had begun to move into position around the fleet, so as to create an early warning screen around Onderon. But as the Imperial force prepared themselves for a possible invasion force to arrive, they were completely oblivious to a large formation of meteorites which were moving in to their lines. A formation which the UNSC had left an nasty surprise of their own.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_'When I see that gambler again, I am going to ring his neck.' _Han muttered to himself quietly, as he sat within the cockpit of the Millennium Falcon and guided the cargo ship to its next destination. Normally the Corellian would not mind doing jobs for his friend Lando but this was one time Han wished he did not even bother to answer his communicator while in Theed.. Just how Lando managed to con him into making this trip in the first place?

But now here he was piloting an light freighter towards the last place he ever wanted to see again and considering the nature of his cargo, the normally cool headed smuggler had every right to be nervous. You see, Han's destination was at the very heart of the Galactic Empire and he was transporting someone in which the Imperial government had done its very best to vilify for decades. Han just hoped that this operation would go as smoothly as that Terran agent said it would be during their briefing and if all did go to plan, then he and Chewbacca would be back in friendly space before the Empire knew what was even going on.

Meanwhile within the freighter's cargo bay, a lone individual sat on an metallic crate, as his facial expression showed that he was in lost in deep thought. His body was dressed in attire normally worn by those who were in the Jedi order, while in his hands was the one weapon which had served both himself and the Jedi for years. Unfortunately it was also a weapon which was used by the Jedi's mortal enemies and their hands, it had become an symbol of treachery and betrayal. Two words the Empire had used to describe the Jedi's "defection" to the Terran government during the short lived Terran-Republic war.

But for the exiled Jedi order, their apparent "treachery" had come about after they realized too late that the seemingly kindly Chancellor Palpatine, was in reality their greatest threat. The Sith Lord had not only managed to make the Jedi blind to his true nature, but had also caused them to lose sight of what they truly were supposed to be. Even Anakin had allowed himself to be blinded by the Sith's war and had allowed himself to become swept up in the war madness which had gripped the Jedi. If it were not for the covert actions of the Terran government, there was really no telling of just what could have become of them.

It was because of Palpatine's/Sidious' manipulation that the Jedi had fallen from grace. Even after making changes within their own code to mirror the new path they were taking, there were still many within the Galaxy who were unwilling to believe that the Jedi could ever be trusted again. It was a difficult truth for the Jedi as a whole to swallow, but they managed to push on and survive.

But after so many years hiding in the shadows and supporting the growing Rebel movement, it was now time for the Jedi to come out in the open and show the Galaxy that they were no longer in hiding. As one of the senior members of the Jedi council, Anakin felt that it was his duty to lead the Jedi fight back himself and as a result he came up with a rather audacious plan, one which made many to wonder if there were personal undertones to it.

Anakin proposed that he would actually lead a joint Jedi-UNSC team to the Imperial capital itself and conduct what could have been guerrilla warfare against Imperial forces on the planet. This was to both demoralize the forces within the city and make way for the eventual invasion of Imperial Center the the combined forces of the UNSC, Confederacy and the Rebel Alliance. But before that could happen Anakin and his team would have to locate at destroy Imperial Center's defenses, but there were those who wondered if the Jedi had personal reason for doing this.

Despite the efforts of the Jedi to carry on after their fall, the Order still had a collective feeling of guilt within them. For years Palpatine/Sideos had played them all, forcing them into positions where they would have to abandon the very principles the Order stood for and defended, allowing themselves to become corrupted and ultimately be seduced by the dark side. There had even been times during the war where Skywalker had been tempted by dark side, starting with the death of his mother and the loss of so many friends and comrades during the course of conflict.

Quite possibly, the only thing that may have prevented him from becoming one with the Dark Side was Master Yoda's discovery of Skywalker's marriage to Padme and the Order's acceptance of their relationship. But the fact that he had been manipulated be Palpatine to eventually turn on his fellow Jedi, still haunted Anakin for many years and it took him a long time to rebuild himself, his life and as head of the Jedi Council, the Order as a whole.

Now he would be going back to a planet where the Jedi were almost destroyed, in an attempt to aid in the destruction of a Empire, an Empire which had the blood of countless billions on their hands. But the question still remained, was Anakins decision to return to Imperial Canter/Coruscant come from the Jedi's need to redeem themselves, or was it a result of a subconscious need for revenge against an individual who had manipulated them all.

"Master Skywalker." a voice called out, bringing the elder Jedi out of his meditation. His eyes soon locked on muscular form of one of the UNSC soldiers which for the mission, was under his command. "The captain of this bucket of bolts said that we'll be entering Imperial System shortly."

"Right... "Anakin replied, as he got off the crate and walked up to the UNSC Army Ranger. "Where are the rest of your men?"

"Getting ready for the drop, though they are not too happy about the arrangements that were made." The Major said with a slight grin.

"I can see why." Anakin said with a amused look on his face, knowing that UNSC Rangers were not normally prone to complaining. "But your CBMI did say that those crates were to hide you from Imperial scans."

"I know what they are for, I just wish they were bigger." the native from The New United Kingdom replied, as he and the Jedi made their way out of the small cargo hold to rejoin the rest of the team for their final briefing.

Within a few minutes the duo had entered what could have been best described as the freighter's recreational area, a compartment which was made even smaller with the presence of just under a dozen individuals. Most of them were members of the UNSC's Army Rangers, all of whom had volunteered to infiltrate Imperial Center ahead of the invasion which was to happen soon. Normally the CBMI's STARUs would have been the ones chosen for this operation, but they were needed in other sectors of the galaxy to confuse Imperial units. Besides, the Army wanted to show that their Ranger units were capable of a lot more than just supporting Marines units in battle.

There also some familiar faces Anakin knew, who had decided to go with him to the former capital of the Republic. The first was Skywalker's former padowan and close friend Ahsoka Tano. Who just like himself, had been scared deeply by the Jedi with drawl all those years ago, but was now living in New Plymouth with her husband who she met just months after the Jedi resettled. Another familiar face was that of Jedi Master Shaak Ti, who quite possibly took the loss of the old Jedi Temple harder than anyone else. As in the months following the fall, Shaak Ti fell into what could have been best described as a deep depression and at one point she had even left the order so as to "find herself once again."

But she ultimately returned and took up role of being the Jedi's spokes person when it came to public relations with the Worth population, where she became a very public figure in the colonies. Now here she was on a mission that was of the greatest importance to the UNSC, her first mission for the Jedi in decades and it was something the Togruta looked forward too. She hoped that with this mission, the Galaxy would once again see the Jedi as beacons of hope and that in some way, redeem themselves.

"Looks like your men are more than ready for this mission, Major." Anakin stated, as he noticed that a number of them were going over their weapons and other items which they had taken along for the mission.

"Well we are literally heading into unknown territory." Major Xander explained, "And we are not about to take any chances."

"I can see that." the Jedi replied, as he could see one of the Rangers go over what looked like a rocket launcher. "Let us just hope that they won't be needed one time, once we touch down."

"This is the captain, we'll be in scanner range of the Imperial patrols in five minutes. I strongly advise that you get in those pods you brought along with you." Han's voice said over the vessel's intercom system, alerting everyone that their target was near.

"You heard the man, lets go!" Xander ordered, as he and his men got ready to load themselves into the specially designed cargo containers which were lined with a special material which would prevent the Imperial scanners from picking them up.

"Well, you heard them. Lets go." Anakin said to his fellow Jedi, as they too proceeded to their assigned hiding containers. Knowing very well that there was really no turning back now and that they had no choice but to follow through with their mission.

Meanwhile back in the cockpit of the YT-1300 freighter, Han switched off the vessel's auto pilot and manually began to control the craft. Now he would have no choice but to place his trust in the equipment which the Terrans had supplied him with to mask his vessel's true nature.

"Unknown vessel, you are approaching restricted space, identify yourself or you will be destroyed." a firm and serious voice suddenly said over the cockpit's speaker system. Almost immediately Han began to remember just why he left the Imperial academy in the first place, but Han was able to keep his cool and remembered what he had been told by the CBMI agents who had met with.

"Uh... this is the Pax Magellanic. I am carrying a cargo of hydroponic pump housings out of Shili." Han replied coolly, as he began to dawn the persona of a trader coming from the industrial complexes located on the Togruta home world. "They are for a development project on the Great Western Sea."

"Which project are they for?" the voice asked curiously, as it was known that the Great Western Sea was a popular tourist spot and as a result, their was always some new development going up. Even with a war going on, there were always individuals trying to make a profit.

"Uh yes... they are for the Urban Development Authority, for their project on the southern shore line."

There was a moment of uneasy silence before the individual on the other end replied, "Alright, proceed on the designated rout as indicated on your navigational computer. Any deviation from this course will result in your immediate destruction."

"Understood." Han replied, before the the radio went silent once again. "Hey Chewie. How you doing down there?"

A long roar came through the intercom.

"You are the one who wanted to come along, and you do know what could happen if they found out I had a Wookie on board." the smuggler replied, as he talk to his friend who was hiding in a hidden compartment on the Falcon. The Wookie did not like the idea of being left behind, while "his" ship went on a cargo run. More roars came back.

"Don't worry, we will be in and out in a matter of hours." Han replied, as his friend switched off his communicator. _'Sometimes I wonder about him' _the CBMI employed smuggler thought to himself, as he began to follow the course which had been supplied to him by the Imperial authorities. Passing literally dozens upon dozens of Golan II and Golan III stations, as the light freighter made its way towards the planet's surface.

Within thirty minutes, the aging cargo ship was soon flying over the Great Western sea, a massive reservoir which was created during the city's construction. Mainly used for recreation by the planet's population, numerous artificial islands which housed many resorts, but one such "island" which was currently under construction, would become the perfect setting for the UNSC's latest operation.

Coming to a hover over the darkened structure, the disguised Falcon began to slowly descend on to one of the platforms on the island. No sooner than it did, the vessel's ramp came down where a group of individuals were waiting.

"Are these the... pumps, we have been waiting on?" the leader of the assembled group asked Solo, as he came out with the shipping crates on seven automated hover trollies.

"Yep, and on time." Solo replied, as he walked up to the man. Just has the island's construction crew came and took the containers. "Um... do you have my cargo?"

"Oh yea, here they are." the construction supervisor said quickly, as two of his men brought up five crates on trollies of their own. "Just some old power cells to be sent to a Disposal station on Onderon. Oh... and a little something for you." and with that, the man gave Han a small box which held a large quantity of credits. "Is their any way I can persuade you to joining me for a cup of Corellian ale?"

"Sorry, but but I promised someone that I would return home as soon as possible." Solo replied.

"Say no more." the supervisor said with an understanding tone, just as his men finished loading up the freighter with the old power cells. When they were done, Han boarded his ship and within a matter of minutes, the old freighter ascended into the sky before shooting off into space.

Taking a moment to confer with his men and ensuring that the area was safe, the supervisor then ordered that the shipping creates be opened.

"Finally!" Ahsoka exclaimed, stretching a bit as she and the rest of the joint Army/Jedi team came out of their creates.

"Master Skywalker I presume?" the supervisor asked as he walked up to the Jedi Master.

"Yes, and you are...?"

"Colonel Matt Ventis of the Rebel Alliance, and let me to be the first to welcome you to Coruscant."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Japarel Star System.) _

"Damage report!" Admiral Corlen called over his vessel's alarms, as he slowly began to pic himself off the bridge's floor. As the fleet officer looked around him, he saw that the bridge of his flagship had been turned into a scene of absolute chaos. Fires were now erupting from numerous computer consoles, as the bridge crew desperately tried to assess the situation.

"S...Sir... sensors are down!" one of the surviving officers spoke up, as he had some how managed to get back to his station.

"What happened, what is the status of the fleet?" Corlen asked all but frantically, as his fore head now sported a healthy look gash on its left side.

"Unknown!" the officer replied, trying to fight off the effects of a possible concussion. "Everything's down!"

But the admiral did not need the scanners from his vessel to tell him just what was the status of his fleet, as she see from his vantage point that a number of his vessels were burning bright. It was very clear to Corlan that the Terrans had struck and struck hard, the stories of them using extremely powerful nuclear weapon proving to be a lot more than gossip.

Suddenly his gray eyes caught sight of a single white circle suddenly forming a distance away from his vessel, an overwhelming sense of dread suddenly sweeping over him as he saw a very large, skeletal vessel emerge from the even horizon. "Is the super laser still on line?" he asked same officer from before."

"Ye... yes sir." he replied groggily, a line of blood running off the side of his head.

"Target that vessel."

"Yes sir." the officer replied, as he began to send the commands to the super weapon's firing team. Suddenly the Star Destroyer began to move out of formation to engage the Terran's super war ship. His fleet may have been in a state, but if his vessel was able to destroy the Terran's capital ship, then it would not matter.

Meanwhile in space, the _"Lazarus-class" _UNSC Warspite began to unleash her awesome firepower on the Imperial vessels that had survived her initial strike of nuclear missiles. Her combination of Forerunner and Terran based weaponry proving to be absolutely murderous against its would be attackers. Suddenly the Warspite's scanners picked up an imperial vessel which was moving in to intercept it, as if it was not phased by the fact that it was attacking by its self.

Then, a blue beam of energy suddenly shout out from under the Star Destroyer and impacted the Forerunner built vessel head on. But to the complete horror of the Imperials, the beam concentrated energy did nothing as the vessel's shielding just caused it to peel around the vessel with ease. Apparently the ship was too far away for the laser to be effective.

"N... no effect sir..." The officer said in disbelief, just as the bridge crew began to evacuate the now doomed vessel.

Corlen at this point could not even bring himself to say anything, as his mind began to fill with thoughts of his life up to that point and his family who lived on Onderon's surface. The last thing the Imperial admiral could do at this point was make his peace with the universe and hope that he would be forgiven for all the things he had done.

Just as a blue beam of energy shot out from the Terran capital ship and engulfed Corlen's flag ship.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

**_A/N: _**_There you go, not all that epic but you already know how I roll. Now before you bombard me with questions, I must ask that you PLEASE wait until the next chapter because they will be answered. (Mostly). _

_Oh... special thanks to _**_Wheelspin _**_ for his OC in this chapter. Until next time, Nightstalker out... _


	37. A Coming Storm

_**A/N: **__Hey everyone, here is your next helping of my little fiction story. Now I notice that some people have been dumping on my last fic because it I either did not write it the way they would have liked or it does not have that I did not decide to spoon feed them information on things I doubted most of you guys wouldn't care about. _

_To them I say... S**k it, cry yourself a river and when your done build a bridge... and get over it. Okay? _

_Besides, some of you guys already know that I actually started this series months before HALO 4 came out and when it did, I said I would not rewrite the story from the ground up. _

_To "cooler": I will when the UNSC stops being so powerful on cannon ._

_Now that is over with, on to the Story. _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ A Coming Storm ] **_

It was the last thing anyone within the Imperial military hierarchy wanted to hear, as news of the allied forces invasion of the Inner Rim territories began to flood into their headquarters on Imperial Center. One did not need to me a military annalist to see that their anxiety was well founded, as the Inner rim was the last real defensive line in which the Empire had. But as more and more news about the combined forces of the UNSC, CIS and Rebel fleets movement into the rim came in, it became very clear that the Empire was now in serious danger of falling.

But instead of having the bulk of their fleets move in to engage the advancing threat, the Emperor himself had stepped in and ordered that the bulk of the Imperial navy would stay within the core and build up their defensive lines. While only a hand full of vessels would be sent in so as to not evacuate units and prevent them from being overrun, but to delay the allied advance and allow the Empire time to prepare for what could be the bloodiest battles the war. This totally went against the plan in which the military commanders and advisors had originally came up with and what made matters worse, the Emperor had ordered that all units operating in the rim, not to retreat. If they were to do so and return to the Inner Core, then they would have to answer to the Emperor himself for their "cowardly" actions."

Understandably, the Imperial brass did not like the idea of sacrificing vessels and men needlessly at a time where they could not afford to lose any more, but none of them dared to question the Emperor's will. Not if they wanted to end up having a private meeting with him or one of his "associates" anyway. It was as if the Emperor had suddenly gone mad with war and did not even seem to care that his latest action had quite possibly condemned millions of men to either die or be captured. Or that the military which he constantly praised for their service to the Empire, could no longer operate effectively because all decisions in regards to future military operations had to have his personal blessing. Significantly hindering the Imperial military's ability to successfully counter the advancing allied forces.

But of course the trillion plus population of Imperial Center did not know just how grave their situation was slowing becoming, as the state operated media housed went into high gear to feed the population with their government approved news. News which interestingly enough, made no mention of the heavy losses which the Empire had taken, or that those who were trapped on the front line, were their because the Emperor had ordered them not to retreat. Not because they were refusing to retreat for the glory of the Empire.

All they needed to know, was that the war was very much far away and that Imperial Center was, in the words of the Emperor, a fortress. With a hundreds Golan stations backing up tens of thousands of Imperial vessels around the planet, coupled with the hundreds of millions of Storm Troopers stationed within the city itself, the citizens of Imperial center had every reason to believe that their planet would forever be safe. No one in their right mind would ever think to attack the jewel of the galaxy's greatest civilization directly.

But while the _(human) _population of Imperial Center continued to live their blissful lives, they were completely unaware that all that was about to change.

Another day had begun to dawn once again, as the city planet continued to function as if it never missed a beat. In an area of the city known as Sah'c Town, the illuminating rays of the sun began to creep across the planet's artificial skyline, as the endless flow of speeder traffic continued to cut a path through the sky from the previous night. Those who were lucky enough to get a full night's sleep were now emerging from their homes and almost immediately, they were bombarded with the propaganda which was constantly being spewed out on the numerous holoprojectors which dotted the entire planet.

All of them either showing footage of the mighty Imperial navy in orbit around some planet they annexed, or images of thousands of Storm Troopers marching through the streets of some unnamed city they had recently "liberated" and the citizens there were welcoming them as heroes. In short it was just another day on Imperial Center and like any other day, the people were getting ready to settle in for what looked like another uneventful day.

Suddenly a massive explosion rocked several sectors of Sah'c Town, shaking buildings and causing glass windows to shatter into millions of pieces which rained down on the people below. Moments later, a wall of dust and debris suddenly swept through quadrant with such force, it literally knocked hundreds of speeders out of the sky and caused them to slam into buildings with their occupants still inside them. Then in the chaos, their was a few seconds where everything became still and silent, as those who were fortunate enough to survive the initial blast began to wonder that what had happened. But they were soon to realize that this moment of peace and tranquility would be a short lived one, as they could temperature of the air around them begin to rise.

Meanwhile in the neighboring sectors around Sah'c Town, millions of people were now baring witness to a sight they never thought they would see, nor would they soon forget. As they could see dozens of emergency and military vehicles speed towards the quadrant, while a mushroom cloud of black smoke and flames could seen rising out of the militarized sector. The war had finally come to Imperial Center.

"Target neutralized." Colonel Ventis said in awe, as he looked through his binoculars at the destruction the Army Rangers had caused with their explosive devices. "What do you call those devices again?"

"Thermobaric Explosive Device, or _TED_ for short." the UNSC Major replied, as he and his group of solders looked on at their handy work. "My superiors thought that it would have been best if we deployed them while in the capital."

"How were you even able to pass them through Imperial scanners?"

"Because TEDs are not nuclear based like what our navy uses." Xander began to explain. "The Thermobaric bomb has been with my people well before we developed nuclear weaponry. My superiors thought since we have been using nuclear tipped missiles and mines, the Empire would be most certainly be searching for any radiation readings which were similar to those devices. But TEDs are chemical based and unless you have scanners which are set to detect certain chemical compounds, they are all but invisible to them. Which is why my people were able to get that speeder so close to their barracks"

"Well Master Skywalker, your allies have certainly proved that their presence here would most definitely be an asset... Master Skywalker?" the rebel colonel asked, as he could see the Jedi leader looking off into the distance in the direction of the Imperial Palace.

"He knows we're here." the Jedi leader said with an emotionless tone. "He knows I'm here."

"Master... Anakin, are you alright?" Ahsoka asked her friend, the concern for her former master starting to grow.

"The Emperor, he can sense us in the force... he can sense me." Skywalker replied, this time though his voice hinted at a touch of anger within it.

"Wait, if he knows you are here, then he may even know where you are?" Xander asked, knowing very well just what the implications could be if the enemy not only knew their location, but their movements and intentions as well.

"That is a strong possibility." Shaak Ti replied, as she too could feel the Sith lord in the Force. His sinister aura sending unwanted shivers up the Togruta's spine. "If that is the case, then I am afraid there is only one course of action for us to take."

"And that would be?" Ventis asked curiously, unsure of just where the Jedi were going with their statements.

"I think I do." Xander spoke up and began to explain. "Our intelligence unit warn that the Emperor may be able to sense the Jedi through the Force."

"The... Force?"

"_Well, the Force is what gives a Jedi his power. It's an energy field created by all living things. It surrounds us and penetrates us; it binds the galaxy together._" Shaak Ti explained, granted there were a few snickers from the UNSC contingent when she said "Penetrates us."

"Unfortunately, the Jedi are not the only one who are versed in the ways of the force." Anakin added. "and I am afraid that just as we are aware of all those who are strong in the Force, our enemies are also aware of our presence as well. Which means as long as we are with your group, the Emperor will know where you are as well."

"Putting our mission in danger of discovery." Xander finished grimly, as he began to put the pieces together in his head. With the invasion of Imperial Center scheduled to happen very soon it was imperative that the Ranger's mission was a success, which meant secrecy was extremely important. But if the Emperor was truly able to sense the Jedi through this "Force", then there was really only one course of action for that needed to be taken.

With a heavy sigh, Xander turned looked at Anakin and said "Then I guess there is no other choice?"

"Afraid so." the Jedi leader replied, as he looked at his couterparts. Who themselves came to the same realization as he did. "We will just to continue our objectives separately."

"Are you sure that is wise?" Ventis as curiously, as he was unsure if splitting the group was the best course of action.

"I'm afraid that this may be our only real course of action for now." Ahsoka commented, she too a bit wary about the decision to split up. But also knowing that it was the best course of action to take.

"But what happens if you get into trouble?" the Rebel asked the trio.

"I can assure you..." Ahsoka began to say, as she moved aside her robe the reveal both her light saber and M6G Magnum. "we are more than capable of holding our own."

"But if we do encounter some difficulty, we will contact you." Anakin added, as he and Shaak Ti joined their younger counter part. There was a moment of awkward silence as the two military commanders allowed what they had been told to sink in.

True this was not apart of the plan of attack which had taken months to come up with and finalize, but not all plans go accordingly in war. All one could do in a situation like this was adapt and carry on with the mission, no matter what.

"Then I guess this is good bye for now." Xander spoke up, all be it a bit reluctantly. "My men and I will continue with our operations, but what will your group do?"

"There was a time when the Jedi protected the innocent from those who wished to take advantage of them." Shaak Ti began to say, "It is time that we show the galaxy that we are no longer in hiding."

"There are many people that are even now, are suffering on Coruscant because of the Emperor's twisted policies. They need a reason to hope again." Anakin added, as he could also feel the overwhelming sense of hopelessness and despair which came from the millions which were forced to live in the so called protected zones which had been created. "They need a reason to believe that things will get better for them and soon."

"I get what you are saying." Ventis spoke up, as he and his team had seen these zones first had. Seeing that the Rebel team had been living in the Imperial capital for almost a month. "Then I guess we better get moving."

"Indeed. Until we meet again, Colonel." Anakin said, as he and his group began to make their way into a near by structure which lead into the lower levels of the city. Leaving the combined force of UNSC soldiers and Rebels to contemplate their next move without the Jedi.

Meanwhile in a darkened room within the Imperial Palace, a lone figure cracked a small smile on his wrinkled face. For decades he had waited for an opportunity like this one to present itself , as he knew that Skywalker would not pass up the chance to return to Imperial Center. It was during the Clone Wars Palpatine thought that Anakin was the perfect choice to become his next apprentice, he was perfect.

Young, head strong, confident, strong in the Force. But most of all, he was prime to be consumed by the dark side. As his actions against the Sand People to Tatooine for the death of mother, couple with his relationship with the then senator Amidala, went against everything that he had been thought as a Jedi. All Sidious had to do was manipulate Anakin to where he would believe that the Jedi were the problem and they needed to be destroyed. But that never happened.

Now he was back with two of his fellow Jedi, but despite what Anakin had told everyone, Sidious knew that part of Skywalker's reason for coming back, was a chance for revenge. No matter how hard Skywalker had tried to stifle it, Sidious could feel that urge slowly but surely building up within the Jedi. Who was too say that he could not once again try to manipulate this particular Jedi to finally have him become his apprentice.

But for now, Sidious decided to allow the Jedi to carry one with their little mission for now, as he knew that it would be better to build them up before cutting them down ruthlessly. It would be easier for the Sith lord to break them that way.

Besides, he had... other things to prepare for.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Worth System, 2 weeks later... )_

In the years following the end of the Human-Covenant war, the United Nations Space Command began numerous programs in an attempt to rebuild their shattered forces. With the horrors of that conflict still fresh within the mind of humanity, it was not a difficult task for the military organization to gain public support for their cause, as their were many who still could not bring themselves to trust their new Sangheili allies.

Not surprisingly when the new civilian government came into power in 2559, many of new senators were able to play on the fears that were still present throughout humanity and still continued to paint their former foes as a threat. Even if the Sangheili had been the ones who had helped turn the tided against the Covenant and the Flood, they were also the ones who had lead the assault against humanity for almost thirty years without question or hesitation. Leaving billions of men, women and children dead in their wake.

No amount of reparations and apologies from the former Covenant race would ever change that fact and even though Lord Hood himself had asked the population to show some form of sympathy for Sangheili, his call largely fell on deaf ears, there was just too much bad blood to even think about total reconciliation. Some even wondered if it was this mindset which had caused the Sangheili to become so reclusive over the last couple decades.

But what ever the case may have been, the ruse had worked and within forty years, the United Nations Space Command had not only reached pre-war levels, but had surpassed it in ways no once could have ever imagined. Reaching a staggering _80,500 _ship strong navy with billions ready to serve and protect humanity.

But today it would not be those "treacherous" and "murderous" Sangheili who would be feeling the wrath of the UNSC, but it would be an civilization which embodied the true essence of evil.

From his vantage point within the cockpit of his T-65 "X-Wing", Wedge Antilles could only look on in both awe and to some extent, admiration. As he and the rest of Red Squadron made their way through the UNSC fleet and towards their next posting. In the months following the Battle of Yarvin, the Rebel squadron had gone on to take part in numerous operations which saw the combined allied fleets coming out victorious. But now they were going to be stationed on board an UNSC vessel, as their next assignment would have them working closely with UNSC naval units.

Soon the Corellian's eyes soon came across a flotilla UNSC destroyers and LCVs, which were in formation "under" the main force. But it was the vessel which was at the center of the formation which caught Wedge's attention, as he had seen the vessel before in numerous articles on the holonets.

At first glance the vessel looked similar in design to the freighters which were commonly used by the Terrans. At eleven hundred meters in length and four hundred in depth, it was much larger than the destroyers and LCVs which surrounded it. But it soon became apparent that this vessel was not just another cargo ship, as numerous triple A batteries and missile pods dotted the ship's hull. The vessel in question was the _UNSC Guadalcanal,_ an _'Wasp-class' _Escort Carrier which the UNSC navy used to provide fighter cover for both their lightly armed merchant vessels and destroyer groups.

But the Guadalcanal herself was a bit of a celebrity in it's own right, as the escort carrier was the flag ship for the UNSC's task force 121, also known as the _'Torch Squadron'. _A flotilla of UNSC vessels which had become some what famous for conducting strikes deep within Imperial space. Needless to say, the prospect of Red Squadron working along side Torch Squadron made the rebel quite excited to say the very least.

"Hold formation, Wedge. You're drifting off." the voice of Red Squadron's flight leader filled the Corellian's head set, as he quickly manipulated the controls of his fighter to rejoin his group.

"Still got that man crush for Terran ships. Huh?" Nozzo joked, causing Wedge to sink into his seat in embarrassment.

"No." Wedge replied quickly, as his X-Wing fell back into formation.

"I hope you are not like this Wedge, when we get on board." Garven told the younger male. "Once we get on board, I'm gonna need everyone to be focused when we meet with the force commander."

"Yes sir!" his men replied collectively, as Red Squadron prepped themselves to land on board the Guadalcanal.

Within half an hours time, Red Squadron's X-Wings were safely stored within the escort carrier's hanger bays and were being serviced by a contingent of Alliance personnel who had been posted on board the Guadalcanal , just to service the T-65s. While Garven and the rest of his team were now seated within the carrier's mess hall which was now being used to hold their briefing, as there were other flight crews present there as well.

It was during this time that the Rebel pilots were surprised to see an individual they had not seen since the battle of Yarvin.

"Commander Stepson. I didn't know your ship was apart of Torch Squadron." Red Squadron's leader said to the UNSC officer, as she came in and took a seat next to the Rebel pilots.

"We weren't until I got my orders last night." Rebecca replied, as she glanced at the data pad in her hands. The device's screen displaying a diagram of Stepsons LCV, with highlighted areas showing recent upgrades done to her vessel. Much like Red Squadron, commander Stepson and her vessel had seen numerous action on the front lines, as they had taken part in missions against imperial supply lines and facilities.

"We didn't see your vessels when we came on board, where is it?"

"On Wellington, undergoing some repairs and upgrades." Rebecca replied, as she faced Red Squadron's leader. "An Imp cruiser almost got lucky with us. We got out okay though, same can't be said for that ….."

"Officer on deck!" a voice suddenly called out, causing everyone in the room to snap to attention. Soon a woman in her mid to late fifties with shoulder length brown hair and dressed in the uniform of senior UNSC officer , made her way through the assembled group.

"At ease." the woman replied, as she turned to face the assembled group. Revealing an old scar which ran across her face and over her right eye.

She then took a deep breath and said, "Before we start, let me introduce myself. My name is Commodore Alyssa Morgan and I am the commander of Torch Squadron. Now I know a lot of you have noticed the large amount of warships in and around the system and as a result, a lot of rumors have been flying about. Well let me be the first one that all you have heard is true for as of this moment, we are now apart of the largest invasion force this galaxy has ever seen."

"So it is true?" one of the LCV commanders asked curiously, all be it a bit hesitantly.

"And we are going to be in the thick of it." Alyssa said firmly. "Make your peace with what ever god you you pray to, because your either going to need his help very soon. Ladies and Gentlemen... we are going to Imperial Center."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ]**_

_(Imperial Center...)_

A heavy cloud of anxiety had befallen over Imperial center After the bombing in Sah'c Town, as the illusion of security had been completely destroyed by that one event. The feeling of invulnerability which the population of Imperial Center had lived with for so long, had been completely shattered on that day, for the population soon realized that this war that the Emperor has said was so necessary, had finally come home.

At first the powers that be had tried to cover up the fact that the "bombing" was a bombing, stating that the explosion was a result of aging gas lines which ruptured and resulted in the massive explosion which took place. As a result most citizens didn't think too much about it in the days after, as they were confident that the governing body on Imperial Center would prevent future failures in the city's infrastructure like in Sah'c Town, would not happen again.

But that sense of comfort and security was quickly shattered, as another explosion rocked the city planet. This time though, it was the main garrison for the city's security services _(Police Force) _which felt the fury of another thermobaric device, destroying the facility and killing hundreds of imperial personnel in the process. With two massive explosions killing thousands occurring within days of each other, both of which seemingly targeting military installations and destroying them out right, it was not long before rumors began stir up within the population. Rumors that these seemingly random explosions were actually by design and that they were a sign that the enemies of the Empire were able to infiltrate what was supposed to be the most secured star system in the galaxy.

If that were the case, then it could only mean that these attacks were just the precursor for something much bigger, but just what was anyone's guess. This as a sentiment which was strengthened when an Imperial patrol which was sent into the "Protected Zones" of the city, disappeared with out a trace. That story soon began to spread like wild fire within the Imperial Capital, despite the best effort of the authorities to quell it and stating that it was nothing more than a hoax. What ever the case had been, Imperial Center was now a city filled with anxiety and even paranoia, as the planet's space ports began to notice a sudden surge with persons booking one way tickets off Imperial Center. Their faith in the security forces of Imperial Center long gone and their only thought now was to get off the planet while they still could.

It was in this atmosphere of fear and uncertainty, that three individuals hid within the shadows of the Protected Zones. As in the days after they parted ways with the Rangers/Rebel infiltration force Anakin, Ahsoka and Shaak Ti, had been traveling through the literal underworld of Imperial Center. Using the numerous abandoned service tunnels which ran under the developed upper levels of the ecumenopolis, and using an abandoned speeder which Anakin was able to bring back to life, the three Jedi were able to move from location to location with relative ease .

"Do you have to drive so fast?" Ahsoka called out over the sound of the speeder's engine, as Anakin guided the vehicle through the abandoned tunnel. "This thing isn't exactly new!"

"I must confess that you.. are going at an unusual high rate of speed." Shaak Ti added, as she subconsciously held on to the speeder's safety belt. As the elder Togrutan was not use to Skywalkers driving skills.

Anakin for his part just grinned a bit at his companions discomfort, a small distraction from the seriousness of their situation. Anakin, as well as his two counterparts knew that the Emperor could sense them through the Force and it would only be a matter of time before the Sith sent persons after them. Thus the Jedi had to continue moving, so as to prevent the Emperor from being able to get their exact location. But in doing so sleep deprivation had begun to take its toll on the trio, as even their training could not have prepared them to deal with the fact that they were only able a couple hours of sleep per day, before they would have to move again.

But their plan had seemed to work, as they were always able to keep ahead of any Imperial patrols which may or may not have been looking for them. At one point they had even managed to trap an patrol deep below the city after leading them into some abandoned water lines which ran into the lower levels of the city. It could be a while before those troopers found their way out of that maze, if ever.

But if there was one thing that let the Jedi know that their mission in the lower levels were a success, was the fact that those who lived in the Protected zones started to view Anakin's group as Mythic heroes. As numerous individuals within the Protected zones would sometimes find food stuff, medical supplies and other items in their homes, items which were not normally found within these forsaken area's of the city. But were very much needed and appreciated by those who were helped by these supplies, and it was not long before stories of these mysterious "gifts" began to spread among the alien species of Imperial Center. But just who had be leaving them was still unknown, although some had claimed to see three mysterious strangers wearing dark robes, every time a package was left behind.

Today though, the trio was making their way toward another location in the city, so they could "appropriate" more items to continue their mission. But of course that all depended on if they would survive Anakin driving skills. Skills which earned him the title of _"The Speed Demon of New Plymouth" _by that city's law enforcement.

Easing his foot off the acceleration pedel, Anakin guided the old speeder to a stop and switched off the engines, they had finally arrived at their location. "Here we are, safe and sound." Skywalker announced, as he opened the vehicle's door and exited. "That convoy should be passing in fifteen minutes. Are you sure it's carrying medicines for the city hospitals?"

"That's what the manifest said." Ahsoka replied, as she looked over the data on her wrist mounted mini computer. One skill which some of the Jedi had picked up from their Terran allies, was the ability to hack enemy computer systems so as to gather any and all information which they could use. In this case Ahsoka was able to learn just when the authorities would resupply numerous medical facilities with medications. Normally the Protected Zone would receive a monthly supply for its residents, but that supply was quickly shut off so to ensure that the planet's elite always had medication available.

Obviously the Jedi did not like just how the Imperial authorities had acted towards the planets alien population and had decided to something about it.

Today Ahsoka's hacking skills had managed to inform the trio to a convoy of two vehicles which would be heading the one of Imperial Center's main medical facilities. The plan was simple enough, when the convoy passed their location, both Anakin and Ahsoka would actually jump on board the transports. Where they would proceed to remove each vehicle's driver and proceeded to another location where they will meet up with Master Ti and unload as much supplies as they could into their own speeder before the Imperial security forces were able to locate them. Simple as that.

But for this plan to work, timing was everything and the Jedi knew they would have to work fast if they were to get away with it. Leaving their speeder behind for the time being, the three Jedi made their way up another service tunnel until they came to a opening where they could see the route where the convoy would be taking.

Because of the shortages and rationing which had been enforced on Imperial Center due to the war, the authorities had been forced to use unmarked routes to resupply the medical facilities in the city planet. So as to prevent persons from being able to locate just where the storage facilities were, as the people did not need to know that the rations which were in place were a result of the government's paranoia and not of the war.

One such supply convoy would be using an what could have been described as a artificial canyon which ran along the eastern edge of the Protected Zone and right below where Anakin and Ahsoka were waiting for them.

"Are you sure they are going to be here?" Anakin asked his younger friend, as his eyes scanned the area.

"Positive." the Togruta replied, as she looked at her computer. "There will be two large transport speeders being escorted by four security vehicles."

"What do we do about the escorts?" Shaak asked curiously.

"Leave that to me. I will deal with them." Anakin said with an emotionless tone in his voice. A fact that did not went unnoticed by his companions.

Suddenly the low rumblings of approaching vehicles signaled that Ahsoka's information was correct. Sure enough a large vehicle which had an boxy shape, suddenly came into view with two security vehicles flanking it on each side. Soon the other transport and its escorts came into view as the convoy entered the canyon and made its way through the artificial land scape, each vehicle slowing down a bit so as to navigate the passage safely_**. **_

"I guess this is it." Anakin spoke up, as he got ready to jump. "Snips, you have those rounds CBMI gave you?"

"Loaded and ready." Ahsoka replied, as she pulled out her Magnum and aimed at the closest security speeder and pulled the trigger. An action which she repeated in quick succession.

Normally the Magnum was really meant for personal protection and close quarters fighting, but the speeders passed so close that range was not an issue. Especially since the "Electronic" rounds being used just had to hit their targets to be effective, which they did in this case and sent a powerful EMP charge which shorted out the electronics of the escort speeders. Causing them to stall out and fall helplessly to the metallic ground.

With the escorts out of the way, both Anakin and Ahsoka leaped from their perch and landed skillfully on their selected targets. Not even giving themselves a chance to catch their breath, the two Jedi were able to quickly remove the droid operators of the vehicles and take control of them. While Shaak Ti made her way back to their own speeder and got ready to meet up with them at the rendezvous point. Not noticing that there was a figure in the shadows watching her with crimson red eyes.

Within half an hours time, the two Jedi had arrived at an abandoned factory complex within the Dacho District of the city, in an area only known as The Works. As Anakin and Ahsoka pulled into the abandoned building they noticed that Shaak Ti had yet to arrive, a factor which threatened to send their plan into jeopardy.

"What are we going to do until she gets her?" Ahsoka asked her former master.

"We unload them and get these vehiclse out of here as fast as we can."Anakin stated firmly. "If I m right the Imperials will be able to track these vehicles down, we'll just hide the medicine here while we get ride of these vans some where else."

With no other plan to work with, Ahsoka just nodded and got ready to off load the first vehicle. But just as the duo were about to open the rear doors, an invisible force suddenly threw the two Jedi back and slammed them into the building's wall. As a massive dust could was kicked up as a result.

As Anakin and Ahsoka tried to figure out just what had happened to them, they could both see and hear about a dozen red light sabers suddenly ignite.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Dun DUN **DUN! **If you have not noticed by now, I am evil mwha haa haa! Anyway please leave a review and tell me what you think. Until then, UH-60 out. _

_To the people who shot down MH17, these is a special place in hell waiting for you. _
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_**A/N: **__Okay... first things first... DOCTOR WHO IS BACK ON THE 23RD! (The Whovian in me just had to get that out.) _

_Anyway here is the next chapter and I know a lot of you are excited to see what I have planned in this chapter, I just hope you like what you see. I am also very certain that this will break the 1000 review mark, which I think no other story in this section has done. (S—K it haters!)_

_Oh other thing I want to point out, a friend of mine have created a new web site called , a military site. Right now it is just starting out but we are working on some new articles to post, but that also means I will be busy somewhat and may not be able to update as much as I normally would. But the story will be finished, I promise you that._

_To "Antonio" : -raises up my shirt to reveal a gun- I don't think you want to do that man._

_To "Outlaw Kami" : I have been in contact with him, but I really don't know when he will update again. _

_To "HowlnMadHowie": Just because some one says 'soon' don't automatically mean right away. You will just have to wait like everyone else for the invasion. _

_Everyone else, thanks for your reviews and input, now on to the story... _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Trapped...] **_

_(20 Minutes earlier...) _

Despite not sharing the same fondness for high amounts of speed as Master Skywalker, Shaak Ti new that now was the time for it. As the Togrutan Jedi Master sat in the driver's seat of their speeder and guided the craft towards its next destination.

It was just minutes ago that hre two companions had successfully hijacked an Imperial convoy carrying medical supplies to one of the many Imperial administrated medical facilities in the city. Now the Jedi master was on her way to meet up with her colleagues, unload the medical supplies and get them to the Protected Zones as soon as possible. Shaak Ti new that there were a lot of innocent people who were relying on these medications and the environment in which they lived in was not what one would call healthy. It sometimes sickened her just how this entire planet could allow such an criminal act to occur, a fact which made her feel less guilty about steal these much needed supplies from the very same people who allowed such suffering to happen.

Such trains of thought would have at one time, been perceived as a sign that the Dark Side was starting to take hold and drag them down a path which would ultimately lead to their own self destruction. But now such thoughts though present, were accepted as being a natural part of life and that it was much better to let it out, than it was to keep it suppressed.

Soon Shaak Ti came to an area where the tunnel system diverted into three directions and took the one on her left, as she knew that was the line which lead directly toward "The Works." An abandoned industrial estate on Imperial Center.

But just her speeder made the turn, a sudden jolt caused the speeder to shake violently and quickly lose altitude. With only seconds to react the Jedi quickly unbuckled her safety belt and in one swift move, leaped out of the driver's seat. Just moments before the vehicle slammed head first into the metallic siding of the tunnel and violently tumbled to a stop. Shaak Ti herself had escaped injury as she skillfully landed on the hard floor with a roll and came to a stop twenty meters from where the speeder came to rest. Smoke and flames emerging from the downed craft, signaling that it would not fly again.

Soon her training as a Jedi began to kick in and she began to reach out into the Force to see just what could have caused her vehicle to suddenly crash. She knew something forced it to crash and who ever was responsible could not be far away. Then a jolt went up the Togruta's spine as she could sense there was danger close by and almost immediately, she ignited her light saber and got into a defensive stance.

Her alertness paid off, as two red disks of light suddenly came through the pillars of smoke coming from the burning wreckage and shot towards the Jedi with an almost pulsating sound to them. But Shaak Ti was not phased by this as she was able to leap out of the way of the projectiles, allowing them to slice into the tunnel wall. But the Jedi was not allowed the luxury of having a moment to catch her breath, as pulsating hums filled her ears once again and she got ready to repel the would be attack. Sure enough her eyes soon caught sight of two more red disks shooting towards her location and got her light saber ready to meet this new threat.

But just as she was about to strike, Shaak Ti suddenly felt an burning sensation on her head tails and instantly froze. A blank expression suddenly appeared on her face as her saber fell from her once firm grip, deactivating as it fell to the ground harmlessly . Above her a red disk was embedded into the wall, as she then fell to her knees and them fell face first into the ground. Dark pools starting to form where she laid, as her blood oozed out from the wounds which had been created on her head, showing where her iconic head tails had once been.

Ti's last conscious though being that of how she could have let this happen to her, before the world around her became darker and darker. Just as four hulking figures began to approach her motionless body with red light sabers in hand.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( "The Works", Present...)_

The air was choked with thick clouds of dust and rust, as both Ahsoka and Anakin managed to lift themselves out of the small pile of rubble which covered them. Neither Jedi knowing what had just happened or just how they ended up where they were.

Soon they realized the seriousness of the situation they were in, as their ears were filled with the familiar sound of light sabers being ignited. Almost immediately the two Jedi ignited their own light sabers out and quickly got into defensive stances, ready to face off against who or what ever it was they faced. But as the dust settled and visibility began to improve, their eyes soon feel a group of individuals who looked like nothing they had ever seen before.

They all looked as if they wore armor which were similar to those worn by Imperial Storm Troopers, but a closer look revealed that these creatures were in fact, droids. Their armor was painted jet black save for their chest and limbs which were silver in color, but did not have the same gloss as the black in their armor had. Their faces had no physical features to speak of, it was just a stainless steel plate with two openings where their eyes would have been. But the feature which really stood out, was the fact that these "creatures" were all brandishing light sabers with were disturbingly similar to the ones which were normally used by the Sith.

"What are these things?" Ahsoka asked her former Master, as she held dual light sabers in a defensive posture.

"I don't know..." Anakin replied, as he watched the "droids" stand motionlessly before them. "But obviously they are not on our side."

"So what do we do?" the younger Togrutan asked, as she could sense in her montrals that these creatures were about to strike. Suddenly their "eyes" became bright red and leaped towards the Jedi with an effortless show of skill. Only the quick reflexes of the Jedi saved duo and prevented the situation from becoming a short lived engagement.

"We fight!" Anakin exclaimed, as he brought up his sable and deflected a blow from the hostile droid.

"Of course!" Ahsoka said with a sarcastic tone in her voice, as she too dodge another strike from an attacking droid. "What was I thinking?"

Unfortunately for the duo there would not be time for an answer, as the droids got a lock on their position and began to charge once again. This time though both Anakin and Ahsoka were ready to meet them head on, calling on their years of experience and training to help them in this situation.

Leaping into the air at an high angle the first pair of droids did a somersault before diving towards the two Jedi. But the duo was quick to respond, skillfully dodging the droid attack and proceeded to used their attacker's own momentum against them literally grabbing the mechs by their arms and sent them into the wall behind them. A wall which collapsed and buried the two robots, as well as giving the pair a means to escape the old building and carry the fight outside.

But the remaining droids were not phased by the apparent loss of their comrades and began to swarm the two Jedi with a speed which no normal being could accomplish. Not allowing their attackers to have the luxury of an easy kill, Anakin and Ahsoka made use of the huge hole in the wall and made their way into the dilapidated urban environment that was the works.

"What were those things?" Ahsoka asked her former master, as the two of them made use of their surroundings to make their getaway.

"I don't know, I can't get through to Master Ti either!" Anakin replied, as he continued to leap from point to point. The industrial landscape proving to be no match for the two Jedi, as they were using the numerous abandoned pile lines which ran through the area to make their escape. Either using them to run on or in some cases, leap from ledge to ledge.

"I just hope she did not run into any of those things!" Ahsoka responded, "Have you tried to contact the Rangers?"

Anakin was about to reply to his younger companion's question when a suddenly felt a jolt go up his spine, just as a blank expression formed on his face. An expression which quickly changed to that of shock and even anger.

"She's... dead." Anakin gasped out, as he came to a complete stop just inches from the edge of an old service platform. Ahsoka saw this and asked fearfully, "What...? Who's dead?"

"Can't you feel it?" Anakin asked her. "I felt her life slowly slipping away into the darkness... can't you feel it?"

"Sure enough, Ahsoka was suddenly overcome with a sense of sadness and great loss, as she could sense that her friend and now become one with the force. "It... can't be..." the Togruta gasped out, still trying to come to terms with the loss of one of her mentors and friend. "How could..."

"We can't stop. We must keep moving!" Skywalker declared, quickly regaining his composure and began to run once again. Just as the sounds of approaching speeders began to echo through out the abandoned landscape.

"But we have to go back for her!" Ahsoka yelled out, the tears rolling down her orange cheeks as she looked at Anakin. "We just can't leave her behind."

"There's nothing we can do for her now." the Jedi master replied with a somber tone in his voice. Knowing very well that Ahsoka and Shaak Ti had developed a close friendship while living on Worth and in a way, the two Togruta had leaned on each other for support during those first few years in exile. Even when Shaak had left the Order for personal reasons, Ahsoka had some how managed to keep in close contact with the then traumatized Jedi during that time and not to long after her return, Shaak Ti returned the favor by help Ahsoka and her husband to adopt their first child.

Hence Ahsoka had every reason to want to help he fallen friend, but sadly Anakin could also sense his former padawan's reluctance to accept Shaak Ti's demise.

"Ahsoka, there really is nothing we can do for her. Believe me I wish there was, but there really isn't anything we can do right now. We just have to keep mo-" Anakin did not get chance to finish his sentence, as a near by wall suddenly exploded above them. Raining chunks of debris onto the two remaining Jedi, who were now trying their best not to be hit by the sections of buildings which were falling all around them.

Unfortunately the destruction of the wall only heralded the appearance of the same droids which had attacked them earlier. This time though, they were in the company of what looked like three modernized versions of the Low Altitude Assault Transports which they had used during the Clone Wars. This time though the gunships looked a bit more stream lined than what had used in the past , while chin mounted rotary cannons replaced the dual anti-personnel laser turrets which were normally mounted at the front. It was very clear to see that the Empire had not only been busy, but had also taken a page out of the Terran's book when it came to designing weapons for their ground forces.

Suddenly the gunship's cannon opened up on Ahsoka's and Anakin's position, causing the enviroment around them to explode as the large volume of laser rounds impacted the landscape. It was only their quick reflexes saved the duo from being ripped apart by the hundreds of bolts of energy which was being discharged. Unfortunately for the two it was at this point that the droids decided to attack, as they leaped into the air and sent their sabers flying towards their intended targets. Spinning at a speed which made the Sith inspired weapons look like bright red disks of light, which sliced through the air with ease.

Both Anakin and Ahsoka were able to avoid them at first with an impressive show of acrobatic skill and agility, but it was at that moment where their luck would run out, as Ahsoka's right arm was severed completely at the elbow, causing her to scream out and land hard in a pile of rubble. The impact causing said rubble to completely cover the Togruta's body.

"AHSOKA!" Skywalker yelled out frightfully, as he saw his long time friend fall being dispatched in such an dramatic way. But it was in that one moment where the elder Jedi allowed his guard to drop where he two would fall, as droid came in as he was not looking and sliced off the Jedi's artificial limb. Following up with a swift kick to the gut, sending Anakin into a wall and knocking him out instantly.

Within a matter of minutes the small force of droids had cleared away the debris around Skywalker and were now carrying his inert body back on board one of the waiting gunships. But he was not dead, as their master had said that he wanted this particular Jedi alive, while they could do as they pleased with Skiwalker's traveling companions. To which they did without question or hesitation, as in their mind there were now two less Jedi in the Galaxy.

Soon the Imperial LAAT had its passengers with their unconscious guest and within minutes, they were en route to meet with their Master. Leaving the mound of debris which covered Ahsoka behind. A mound which was intended to be her tomb.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Intelligence Complex )_

The atmosphere within the headquarters of Imperial Intelligence had been tense for weeks, as information flooded in about new fleet movements being made by both Terran and Confederacy forces. Ever since the allies invasion of the Inner Core the Imperial military had been sent into a panic, as their forces were some how being overrun within a matter of days, of not hours. But these loses were only a taste of what yet to come, as new information revealed that the combined forces of the UNSC, Confederacy and Rebel Alliance, were getting ready for something big and there was no doubt in anyone's mind just what that something was.

There was an invasion coming but when was still a mystery, as reconnaissance missions made by imperial stealth vessels deep within enemy territory revealed that even though there were massive fleet build ups, they were still spread out. Hence it was impossible to determine just which route the allied fleets would take to begin their invasion of Imperial Center. But for one individual this information was all that he needed to confirm that his current course of action was not only justified, but needed if the Empire was to survive.

For months Sadde Voch had been colluding with certain members of the Imperial Military, who were secretly moving units from one area of the galaxy to sectors which were no where near the front lines. Forging false reports of vessels which had been lost in combat, when in reality they and their crew were going to be apart of the new Imperial navy which was currently in the process of being formed. While too some point, clandestinely feeding information to the allied forces about movements which were being made by units and commanders who were known to be loyal to the Emperor.

Voch knew that his actions were indeed traitorous and if he or anyone else in his growing inner circle where to be found out, the ramifications would be dire. But it was a risk he and his growing circle were willing to take, as they all knew there was a lot more at stake than just saving the galaxy's greatest civilization from ruin.

Unlike the Emperor and his inner circle, Voch knew first had the suffering which was being caused by the Empire's crusade against the Terran threat. In the beginning Voch himself had been a strong supporter of the Emperor's decision to declare war and had believed that once again the Empire would be victorious while its would be enemies destroyed. But as the Intelligence officer began to travel through out the Empire to carry out this then superior's orders, _Voch began to see first hand of just what the price of victory was costing the general population. Entire environments of entire planets had been destroyed due the pollution which had been caused by the massive industrial complexes which the Empire had built to feed its war machine._

_ The economies of hundreds of worlds had been completely destroyed by the massive taxation and austerity measures which the Imperial government had created to fund their war effort. As a result countless billions had basically lost everything they had worked so hard for, forcing them into a life of destitution and becoming prime targets for slavers and other groups who were not shy about taking advantage of their unfortunate situation. Yet the powers that be did not seem to care about the population they so claimed to served, as all they could say was that these actions were needed if the Empire were to defeat itsenemies. But what was the point of gaining victory if it meant destroying the very thing the war was meant to protect? _

_ It was not long before the once loyal Imperial officer became disillusioned with the way the Empire was handling its affairs when it came to the war. But it was when is commanding officer, the late Ysanne Issard met her untimely demise, did he finally see the scope of the mess in which the Empire had created and the madness which had overtaken the military. But it was also with Iceheart's death, that Voch was able to put himself in a position to do something about the broken system which many still believed was working in their best interest. _

_ Now with an invasion coming and UNSC agents actively operating within the Capital, it was time for the Intelligence officer to make his leave and meet up with his own inner circle to discuss and finalize just what course they should take after the Empire fell. _

_Suddenly his intercom buzzed to life and a voice said, "Sir, I have just been informed that Emperor has just dispatched several of his associates from the palace... They are on their way here to meet with you." _

__'I guess it was only a matter of time before I was found out.' ___Voch thought to himself, before he pressed a small button on his desk and replied, "Jas, I want to thank you for your loyal service over these last few months. Now I ask that you head home and be with your family, there are going to be some tough times ahead for this planet." _

_ There was a moment of uneasy silence before the female voice on the other end replied, "Y...Yes sir. Understood." _

_ Soon the intercom fell silent, which left the Intelligence head alone with his thoughts. Voch knew that it was only a matter of time before the Emperor would finally become wise to what the head of Imperial Intelligence was up too and there was no question just what the Emperor would do to him for his actions. But that did not mean Sadde would allow himself to be punished for doing what he thought was right, there was no way he was about to become another Imperial officer to have an unfortunate meeting with the Emperor's so called associates. _

_ Within fifteen minutes three gunships with markings indicating they were attached to the Imperial Palace, touched down outside the headquarters of the Imperial Intelligence. Out of these aircraft came a mixed group of the Imperial Storm Troopers and elements of the Emperor's Hand. Their task was to deal with yet another Imperial official who had failed to live up to the expectations of the Emperor and the Empire. It was a task they had done numerous times in the past and took great pride in knowing their actions pleased the Emperor greatly, now they were tasked with dealing with another failure within the Imperial war machine. _

_ Without even saying a word, the Emperor's Hand made their way into the main lobby of the Intelligence building and entered two waiting elevators, while the contingent of Storm Troopers remained to secure the lobby. Within minutes the Emperor's Hand had arrived on the floor which contained Sadde Voch's office and without even bothering to make themselves known, knocked down doors and swarmed into the room. They knew that the Intelligence head was working against the Emperor and had decided to not give him the benefit of having a chance to explain himself, the Hand was there to only do one thing and they were not going to waste any time doing it. _

_ But when they entered the spacious office, the group soon realized that their target was not there. But while they were wondering Voch had somehow manged to slip away just before their arrival, the Hand did not notice that their entrance had triggered a chain reaction to which there was no stopping._

_ Seconds later a large explosion could be heard from miles around, as thick black smoke could been seen coming from the top level of Imperial Intelligence headquarters. _

__**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **__

__( The Works)__

_Pain... that was the only thing which Ahsoka's mind could register at that very moment, as her body was completely covered with hundred pounds of concrete and steel. The last thing the Togruta could remember, was the burning sensation she felt as her right arm was severed during her fight with those "droids" before everything went black. Now she was buried alive and all alone with hundreds of pounds slowly crushing her body. _

_ If there was one saving grace to her situation, it was the fact the burns she had received from her decapitation had actually prevented her from bleeding out, but now she was all alone. Master Shaak Ti was dead and she did not even know if Anakin had even survived and was on the run, she was just too weak from her injuries to even think straight. Right now Ahsoka's main concern was just to get out from underneath the rubble before it could become her final resting place. _

_ It was at that point that the Jedi remembered that their was still someone she could call on to give her the help that she needed. Or in this case, a group of someones. _

_ Fighting back the pain and using her left arm Ahsoka began so slowly dig her way out of the rubble, but her goal was not to escape. As she knew that even though there was a lot of weight pressing down on her, the Jedi also knew that she was quite possibly in the safest place to be at the moment. Her main goal was to at least give her self some more room to move about so she could reach a small device which was hidden on her belt. _

_ Fortunately for the wounded Jedi, the device in question had not been damaged in the fight and after taking a few moments to make sure that it was still intact, Ahsoka pressed the small button which was on it. All she could do after that was just lay there and hope that the Ranger contingent would be able to pick up her distress beacon before those droids came back to finish the job. _

_ Meanwhile thousands of light years away, a massive formation UNSC warships suddenly entered slip space and vanished. While an even larger force of CIS and Rebel vessels jumped to hyper space soon there after. _

__**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **__

_ _**A/N: **____There you go... I bet you guys were not expecting that now were you? Trust me this is just a taste of what is to come so stay tuned for more. __

_ _Like I said in the beginning I may not be able to post as often as I would like because of that new site I will be a contributor on. But if you want you can check it out for unbiased articles and information that just might peak your interest. __

_ _Also if you are on FaceBook you can "Like" the page "Global Defense Journal" for unbiased content.__

_ _I know a cheap plug but I promised to get the word out. Until next time, Nightstalker out! __


	39. T-Minus

_**A/N: **__Wow... been over a month since I last posted. Sorry for the long delay but things got busy on my end so I could not work on this chapter as often as I would have liked. Anyway I passed 1000 reviews! Thank you, all of you for making this happen :) _

_For this I have an announcement to make that will make you all some what happy. Many have you have asked if I plan to do a Third installment to the series, well I do have plans to write a third story, but it will not be a continuation. All I will say is that it will fill in some of the blanks from this and my previous stories and I hope to get it started by next year for the latest. I have other project I would like to work on first. _

_Now that is over with, on to the story!_

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**( T-Minus...)**_

"I've found her!" a voice suddenly called out and filled Ahsoka's head, as the Togruta Jedi could feel the pressure upon her slowly start to decrease. She not know just how long she had been buried alive, as she had passed in and out of consciousness since activating her distress beacon. Ahsoka would sometimes try to reach out with her right arm to clear out some of the rubble around her, only to realize that her arm was no longer attached to her body. It was a cruel joke which played out for the Jedi numerous times over the last few hours, Ahsoka just hoped that what she just heard and what she felt, was not another joke which the universe had decided to play on her.

Fortunately for Ahsoka the universe decided to finally take pity on the helpless Jedi, as her would be tomb was cleared away and she could feel herself being gently lifted up.

"Easy, she's really banged up." another voice said quickly, as Ahsoka was placed to lay down on a soft flat surface. It was at this point that Ahsoka realized that he distress beacon had come through for her and that the Rangers had answered it.

"Master Tano, can to hear me?" the Ranger's medic asked her, as he used a tablet like device to scan her wounded body.

"Yes... yes I am fine." Ahsoka replied, all be it a bit weakly. Dehydration had taken a toll on the Togruta Jedi, as she not had a drop of water in hours. The Ranger's medic could see that she was indeed dehydrated after her ordeal and had one of the soldiers give her his water bottle to drink from.

"What happened?" another voice asked curiously. "Where are Master's Skywalker and Shaak Ti?"

"Easy sir." the doctor cautioned his commanding officer, as he continued to look at the readings he was getting from his tablet. "She has been through a lot, she lucky to be alive."

"Is there anything you can do for her, Collin?" Xavier asked his team's medic. "We still have two Jedi missing."

"Hold on..." Collin replied, as he went into his field bag and pulled an electronic syringe which had a dose sedative in it. Taking a moment to visually mark the spot on Ahsoka's skin, the doctor injected the sedative into the wounded Jedi.

Almost immediately, Ahsoka could feel the pain fade away and for the first time in hours, she was able to think clearly. "Doctor... you may want to keep more of that on hand. I'm going to need it." the Jedi replied, as she took another big gulp from the water bottle.

"Ahsoka, can you tell us what happened?" Xander asked the wounded Jedi, cautious as to not place any unnecessary strain on her.

"We... we were attacked." Ahsoka replied. "Droids... I've never seen anything like them before. They …. took... my arm..." the Togruta began to tear up, as the realization that her right arm was gone.

"Where is...?"

"I... don't know... they knocked me out before... before I could do anything."

"What about Master Shaak Ti?"

"There's... nothing we can do for her right now." the Togruta replied, as she some how manged to fight back her tears and regain control of her emotions. "We have to go after master Skywalker."

"Excuse me? I'm sorry, but you are in no position to be going anywhere." The medic said sternly. "You may not know this, but you are not exactly in the best of health to be doing anything."

"I hate to say this, but the doctor is right." Xander added. "You're in too bad a shape, you need medical attention."

"Bullshit!" Ahsoka shouted back, using one of the Terran expression she had picked up while on Worth. "Anakin is in trouble, he needs... needs our help!"

"But you don't even know where he is." the Ranger stated, surprised by the Togruta's sudden out burst despite her injuries.

"No... but I have a good idea where he could be... and who has him" the Jedi replied.

"Who?"

"The Emperor..." Ahsoka answered. "He is the only one who would know where we were and what we were doing to set up that ambush."

"Obviously this is not good." the Briton commented, as he looked at the small time keeping device which was on his wrist. This sudden development could not have come at an more unfortunate time for the joint Ranger-Rebel force, as the next few hours could determine just how much longer the war would last.

Part of the Ranger's mission on Imperial Center was to cause as much panic among the population, so much so that their would be a mass exodus of the civilian population off the planet. But the main reason for Xander and his men being on the Imperial capital, was to set up beacons for when the invasion force arrived. But now they had to deal with the fact that the Emperor now had someone as his prisoner, who could quite possibly place the entire operation in jeopardy.

"Hold on, dose master Skywalker still have his tracking beacon on him?" Xavier asked, as his facial expression changed to reflect that he had gotten an idea.

Without even having his question answered, one of his men pulled out their data pads and activated it. No sooner had the Ranger done so the screen flashed to life, showing an detailed map of the "Works" and the surrounding areas. Suddenly the image changed to show another district of Imperial center, only this time a red pulsating icon could been clearly seen.

"It's still active, but that does not automatically mean that it is still on him." the Ranger commented, as he looked on at the data pad.

"Well it's all we have to go on." Xavier announced, as a plan began to form within his head. "Contact Ventis and tell have him and his men head towards rally point Charlie to await the invasion. Springer, you still have that spare homing marker?"

"Yes sir." the Ranger replied, as he took out the staff like device from his back pack.

"Depending where we are going, we're gonna need it, so keep it safe until I tell you to activate it. Send a message to the Tokyo Express and have them relay our intentions to Worth. "

"But what about Master Tano?" The doctor asked curiously.

"She's in to shape to be apart of the mission, you said so you're self." the Ranger force commander began to explain. "Take her to the rally point, Jones and Jishnu will help you move her to link up with the Rebels and wait for evac."

"No!" Ahsoka exclaimed, "You need me, I want to help!"

"And for the last time I am telling you that you need proper medical attention." Xavier shot back, "If you have not noticed one of your arms is gone and you are lucky to be alive. You may not be under my authority, but I am very certain that Skywalker would tell you the same. You are going to stand down and go with the doctor and his team. Do I make myself clear?"

There was no response from the wounded Togruta. A defeated expression starting to form on her face, as she looked on at the bandaged stub which was once connected her right arm to the rest of her body. As much as Ahsoka hated to admit it, she truly was in no shape to be of any help to anyone. Besides, the Jedi was very certain that her former master and friend would have told her to stand down and let the medics take care of her, if he were still there that is.

Within a few minutes the doctor and his two companions had loaded Ahsoka on board one of the speeder vans which the Rangers had acquired while on Imperial Center. With their passenger rested safely within the vehicle, the three Rangers lifted off and began its long trip to meet up with the Rebels to wait for the invasion. Leaving Xavier and his remain force to figure out their next plan of attack.

"T-minus 10 hours, sir." another member of Xaver's team announced, as he checked the digital time piece on his wrist. "What is our objective now?"

"Ten hours, eh?" the Briton replied, as he took out his own data pad and began to look at the information which was being displayed. "Boys and girls, mount up, we've got a Jedi top bail out."

"But what about the mission?" another member of his team spoke up.

"Our mission is to cause as much confusion and mayhem as possible before the invasion force arrives." Xavier explained. "This is just a continuation of that objective and hold on to the marker, Springer. We may need it very soon. As for the rest of you, lock and load, we're moving out!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(U.N.S.C. Guadalcanal, T-Minus 8 Hours) _

Words could not even begin to describe the emotions Wedge felt within himself, as it was just a few days before he and the rest of Red Squadron were told that they were going to be apart of _'Operation Stampede'._ The allied invasion of Imperial Center.

Ever since he became a pilot in the Rebel Alliance, the Corellia native had dreamed of taking the fight to the Empire and pushing them back towards the capital of the former Republic. Now he was just hours away from being involved in what could be the biggest battle the galaxy had yet to see an truth be told, the fighter pilot could not feel a bit giddy about the situation. A part of him excited that he would be apart of such a massive operation, one that he would be quite possibly be telling his grand children about many years from now. But then again they were going to invade a planet which many had called thee most heavily defended world in the Empire and it was a fact which also filled him with great dread.

It was amazing just how one feels when they could be just hours away from meeting their creator and the men of red squadron were not immune to this. As a result the leader of Red Squadron had decided to give his men a time to themselves before they were to be needed, the last thing Garven needed was for his men to be more stressed out than they already were when the invasion began.

It for this reason that Wedge found himself wondering through the corridors of the Terran escort carrier. Wedge had to admit that he was a bit overwhelmed by just how basic this vessel's design was, when compared to the Mon Calamari ships he was use to. From chatting with some of the Terran crew, the Corellian learned that the Guadalcanal, much like her sister ships, were based off a freighter design which was adopted by the UNSC and modified to be used as carriers. The Rebels had converted some of their freighters to carry fighter and attack craft, but the Guadalcanal was more suited for combat operations that what the Alliance had in use.

As the Rebel pilot continued to walk, he could hear voices coming from one of the carrier bays. Upon investigation Wedge came upon a large number of the Guadalcanal's crew assembled around an individual who had one some kind of robes . Behind him was an an alter of sorts which had a small wooden cross mounted on top of it, Wedge came to the conclusion that he may have stumble upon some kind of religious ceremony and decided to not interrupt on the proceedings.

A few minutes later the Corellian found himself standing within one of the hanger bays which held the carrier's compliment for fighter/attack craft. They were far different from the Vampire fighters Wedge had seen over the last year or so, but the Rebel pilot was still familiar with the design. The crafts in question where _ A-111 "Phantom III" _fighter bombers and Wedge had seen both the UNSC and the Confederacy _(The Phantom III was a joint project between the two powers) _ use them during the Pantora campaign and the liberation of the Corellian System to great effect.

"Hey! What you doing here?" A voice called boomed out, causing the Rebel pilot to jump. Soon he found himself in the company of two UNSC marines, who both had their weapon drawn and aimed at the now stunned pilot.

"Oh.. I'm sorry... um... I guess I made a wrong turn somewhere... there." Wedge stuttered out nervously.

"Well find somewhere else to be." the marine said sternly. "This is an restricted area."

"Uh.. yea." the Corellian replied, as he made a hasty retreat from the hanger bay. Once again the young pilot found himself wondering the corridors of the Wasp-class carrier, his mind once again awash with thoughts about the up coming operation and just what could be the out come.

Like everyone else within the Alliance, they were all too aware of just how heavily defended Imperial Center was. Probably even more so now, as the Empire was now on the run, just what did the Empire have planned for what could be their final stand? There was nothing more dangerous than an animal which was not only wounded, but cornered as well and right now the Empire was both. Soon the rebel pilot found himself starting to question his own mortality and began to wonder just if he was truly ready for what laid ahead.

_'Now hear this, now hear this! Red Squadron report to hanger bay 4.' _A voice suddenly boomed over the vessel's PA system, alerting Wedge that his unit was being summoned.

"Time to get this over with." the young pilot said to himself, as he sighed heavily and proceeded to make his way to the hanger bay through the maze of corridors.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. George S. Patton, T-minus 5 hours ) _

If there was ever a time that General Escandor wished he was not the supreme commander of all UNSC forces in the Andromeda galaxy, now would be it. As the aging army general now found himself in command of thee largest UNSC operation since the Covenant war and truth be told, he was starting to feel the strain.

As a general in the UNSC Army, Escandor was use to the idea of himself having large numbers of men and women under his command. Even more so when he was promoted to Supreme Commander of UNSC forces in Andromeda, but it was only when the war broke out that the native of New Davos colony finally began to feel the full weight of his position. He literally had millions of lives under his command, with billions more relying on his command ability to ensure that they would not become apart of the Empire. Even more so, each one of those men and women under his command had families who were all hoping that their love ones would come home safe and sound. But Escandor knew all to well that it was impossible for every one of those families to have an happy ending when the war was over, no matter how much the general wanted them to have one.

Now with the largest invasion force in the galaxy en route to Imperial Center, Escandor now had to deal with the fact that there would be many more families who would never see their love ones again. All he could do now was do his best to ensure they the sacrifice of those would fall in the upcoming battle, would not be in vain. Hence the reason why the Army general was on board the Patton, as Escandor thought that he could do a much more effective job at the front, rather than being fed information in some bunker back on Worth.

Besides, with the largest military operation in decades about to occur Escandor did not feel right about leading his men from behind a desk.

In an attempt to keep his mind busy, the army General decided to go over the files on the units which would betaking part in the landings. Obviously the UNSC Army and Marine corp would be taking past, along with the CIS and Rebel Alliance ground forces, but their were other organizations there with caught the General's attention.

Most notably were six divisions with had be pledged be the Government of Mandalore, which were currently being transported on board a number UNSC assault ships and freighters. About _180,000 _in total.

Escandor could remember hearing about the Madalorian Death Watch when he was an military adviser on Naboo when they had launched a successful coup against the ruling government and installed a new leadership. The event had made news all over the galaxy, as Mandalore had been considered a bit of a success story when it came to preserving and promoting peace. It was only when the UNSC covertly sponsored a invasion by groups who were opposed to the Death Watch, did the UNSC officer get to learn more about this group and just how lethal they could be in combat.

Now over a hundred thousand soldiers of the _"Standing Army of Mandalore" _would be involved in this operation against the Empire, not a big force compared to the seven hundred and fifty thousand plus UNSC Marines which would be taking part as well. But if their history was any indication, then Mandalore's contributions would certainly be felt by the Imperial Force.

"General, there is an incoming call for you on line three. It's Colonel Offee." the artificial intelligence of the orbital assault ship announced, as his image flickered to life on the General's desk.

"Thank you, Gorge. Patch her through." Escandor said the the AI, before the image of the Mirialan intelligence officer appeared.

"General." Barriss greeted with a salute.

"What do you have for me?"

"I am afraid that there has been a development on Imperial Center." the Intelligence officer announced , the tone in her voice hinting that the news she had was not going to be pleasant. "One of our picket stealth frigates in orbit around Imperial Center received an encrypted communication from the Ranger team on the surface."

"Something's wrong?" the general asked curiously.

"A few hours ago the Ranger Team on I C found Master Ahsoka Tano buried under some rubble in the industrial district of Imperial Center." the Mirialian officer began to explain. "I am afraid that the Jedi on Imperial Center were found out and as such, the Emperor sent his operatives after them."

"What about Masters Skywalker and Shaak Ti?"

"We believe that Master Skywalker may have been captured by the Emperor's forces. But... I am afraid that we have lost all contact with master Shaak Ti." Barriss lied. Even though it had been years since she had left the Jedi Order, the Mirialan officer was still very much sensitive to the Force and knew very well that the Jedi Master was no longer in the realm of the living.

"I see." Escandor commented, a scowl starting to form on his face.

"Indeed. Major Xavier has requested that one of the Spartan V units be diverted to assist in rescuing Master Skywalker." Barriss informed her commanding officer. "Need I remind you that the Joint Chiefs have made it clear that Master Skywalker has been labeled as a VVIP ."

"I am well aware of the status Master Skywalker has." The general replied. "Just as the Joint Chiefs were aware that I was totally opposed to the idea of having the leader of the Jedi Order accompany a Ranger team, ahead of a invasion."

"Then you are also well aware that in this situation I have the authority to divert at least one Spartan platoon to aid in the rescue mission. But in will need your approval for an any additional units that may be needed." the intelligence officer explained. As head of the CBMI's operations in the Andromeda Galaxy, Barriss had the ability to conscript one Spartan unit if their was a mission which she thought would require them. But the CBMI colonel needed to have the general's consent to have additional Spartan units placed under her command. This protocol had come about after the fall of ONI and it was done so as to prevent the Intelligence body from gaining too much authority.

"So do you think that you will need any more units to conduct this rescue mission of yours?" Escandor asked his subordinate, a hit of annoyance could be detected in his words as he spoke. Despite his respect for the CBMI officer, Escandor still did not like the idea of relinquishing any units under his command. Especially when they were just hours away from battle.

"I can sense your uneasiness sir, but you know that I would not be requesting assistance if I didn't feel it were needed." the Mirialan commented.

"So where do they believe Master Skywalker has been taken?" the general asked with a deep sigh.

"That is where I believe that two Spartan would be needed to support the Rangers in this mission." Offee stated, as she took a moment to adjust her uniform a bit. "The Ranger's were able to activate the homing beacon which was on Master Skywalker at the time of his abduction. From what we can tell, Skywalker has been taken to the Imperial Palace."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Unknown location, T-minus 3 Hours ) _

Anakin could not remember when last his head had caused him so much pain, as the world around him was dark and in a blur. The last thing the Jedi Master could remember was fighting against droid which was was nothing like he had ever seen before, when Ahsoka was sent flying into a concrete wall hard.

It was then than the Jedi's mind began to focus on the well fare of his long time friend, just what had happened to the Togruta who he called "Snips?"

Although he would not admit it to anyone, the Jedi would sometimes think of his younger friend as the little sister which he never had. They always looked out for one another, even more so when the Jedi Order was forced to flee into exile all those years ago. Their families grew up together and even before the left on this mission, Anakin promised Ahsoka's husband that he would make sure that she would return safe and sound. Now he wondered just what he was going to tell him now when... if he returned to Worth ..

Skywalker tried to reach out to the Force, so as to at least try to sense if is companion was still alive. But he was in too much pain to even focus and was so weak. For the first time in a long while, Anakin felt completely alone.

"Arise Skywalker... I have been expecting you." a strange yet familiar voice filled the Jedi's head, as his vision slowly began to clear up. It was a voice of an individual which Skywalker had once considered an ally, now was the one who was in instigator of some of the greatest tragedies the galaxy had seen.

"You..." Anakin said weakly, as his eyes soon locked on a cloaked individual who stood just meters in front of him. It was also at that point that Anakin realized that he was seated at an table and that his arms or legs were not restrained in any way or form. Just what was Palpatine/Sideous up to?"

"Ah yes... I can fell the anger building up within you, young one." the Sith lord said with a hint of pleasure in his voice, as if enjoyed what he felt. "How does it feel to allow this emotion to exist within yourself?"

"What do you want of me? Where am I?" the Jedi asked firmly, his eyes staring directly at the hooded face of the Emperor.

"It's nice to see that you have not changed much in the years you and the rest of the Jedi were hiding behind the Terrans." Sideous said with an amused tone in his voice. "Still defiant and head strong... making demands when he already knows that he is in no position to get any replies. I must say... I missed seeing this side of you, young Skywalker."

"I am not that young Jedi that you tried to manipulate all those years ago." Skywalker stated firmly, as he managed to get his emotions under control and allowed the Emperor to say what he had to say.

"Indeed, you're not." The Emperor began to say as he began to walk towards the Jedi master, his robes slowly pealing away and falling harmlessly to the floor. As they did though, Anakin began to notice that the Emperor seemed to carry himself in a was which was not natural for an individual of his age.

It was not of a frail old man, but of someone who was much younger and not plagued by the ailments which came with age. But nother thing which the Jedi could not help to notice was that for some reason, Sideous seemed to be getting taller as he got closer and when the Emperor finally came face to face with the Jedi, Anakin was met with a sight which left him completely stunned.

For where the body of an old man should have been, a mechanical and skeletal body of a droid now existed. A body which was painted blood red and had limbs which were much longer and stronger than that of any mortal man, human or otherwise. It was only the gray and wrinkled face which was attached at the end of its long neck, allowed the Anakin to come to the stunning realization that this was still the Emperor.

"But as you can see young Skywalker... I am certainly not the same man that I was a long time ago and I must day... we have a lot to catch up on."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__ Well what did you think? I can honestly say that is was not a easy chapter to write, but I wanted to set things up____for what was to come. If you are on FB please follow Global Defense Journal for unbiased military post and pictures. Until next time, NIGHTSTALKER OUT!_


	40. Stampede pt 1

_**A/N: **__I bet none of you were expecting to see an update from me for at least a month, but I went into overdrive to get this out. _

_Now... I got a request from a guy who will remain nameless, to promote a Android game called __**"War Worlds" **__which is a online multiplayer colonization game. Sorry, but I will not promote War World or any other game on my story, I will just not do it. No matter how fun or interesting it sounds._

_Now that is over with, on to the fic._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ]**_

_**[ Stampede ] **_

If there was one thing which could have been said about the Galactic Empire, it was that they loved to do things big no matter what ever they did. As the war began to go badly for the Imperial government, the military command decided to take it upon themselves to ensure that the heart of the galaxy's greatest civilization would be heavily defended against the Empire's enemies. As a result the Imperial military began to pump billions upon billions into building up the defenses of Imperial System, constructing hundreds of new Golan IV, V and Carden IV stations, with thousands of the Empire's most powerful star ships being positioned around the system.

Massive fighter bases and supply depots had been built on the planets of Ulabos and Nabatu, near the very edge of the star system. While two new repair facilities had been constructed around Improcco and Stentat, as some of their surrounding moons were "converted" to hide ion cannons which were said to be powerful enough to cripple a ship as big as a Super Star Destroyer. While still others were used to house the newest generation of TiE Fighters and bombers, as well as any other small space craft which could carry a weapon.

But what really made the defenses around Imperial System so dangerous, was the fact that hundreds of satellites had been deployed through out the system. Each one carrying special jamming equipment which would force any approaching vessel to come out of hyperspace and continue its voyage to Imperial Center at sub light speeds. Which meant they would have to literally fight their way though the layers of Golan platforms, fighters, ion cannons and star ships before they would reach the Imperial capital and even then, they would still have to face off against the numerous defense platforms and warships which were in orbit around the planet.

In short Imperial System was turned into one massive fortress and it was very clear to see that if any enemy fleet were to attack, they would have surly been ripped apart by the system's defenses. It was just too bad that the men who were in control of these systems were not so confident that it would be enough to stop the advancing enemy forces.

But for the crews who commanded the platforms and star ships around Imperial System, anxiety was a constant companion. Despite attempts by the propaganda which was constantly being spewed out by the government controlled media houses, the men of the Imperial navy knew the real truth about the Empire's situation. Most of the Imperial military's more experienced officers and commanders had either been killed listed as missing in action, leaving the bulk of the military being commanded by individuals who, for of a lack of a better term, had no business being in command of any large group of men. Many of which were more interested in making themselves look heroic for the Empire, rather than actually coming up with a workable plan to defend Imperial Center.

Supplies were limited as many of the depots which the Imperial fleet relied on, had gone silent when the allied fleets began their incursion into the inner core of the Empire. There were even rumors that a number of high ranking officers had actually fled into the wild regions of space with their fleets to form their own "Empires", rather than be apart of one which was now in an impossible situation. Some wondered in it was too late for themselves to run.

All they could do at the moment was stay where they were and wait, as well as secretly plan on how to surrender if an attack were to happen.

"Sir, sensors are picking up a massive disturbance ten light minutes out." a young Imperial officer announced, as he sat by his station on board one of the many Golan platforms which dotted the system.

Suddenly a man which was dressed in a rather ornate Imperial uniform, came up besides the young officer and said. "Disturbance you say? Are you sure that the scanners are not malfunctioning? The last thing we need if the entire fleet to be sent into a frenzy because you could not determine if is real threat or if it is just a glitch."

"Uh... yes sir." the young man said nervously. "I mean no sir! I mean..."

"Spit it out man!"

"S... Sir. I did a scan and all sensors are operating as they should. There is something out there."

"Confirmed" another voice spoke up." Platforms 117 and 212 are reporting the same anomaly."

"Very well then. Looks like you were right after all." the Imperial commanding stated with a hint of arrogance in his words, as he went over to another station and said. "You, contact the other platforms and inform them of our discovery."

"Yes sir." the communication officer replied, as he began to relay the information to the other Golans in the system.

"Sir, the Hellfire and the Vengeance are breaking formation and are moving out of the system!" another member exclaimed, as he looked on at the sensor screen in front of him. Sure enough two of the Imperial Star Destroyers which were apart of the of Imperial System's defense fleet, had suddenly broken formation and begun to move out of the system as fast as their impulse engines would allow them.

Moments later the two vessels seemed to stretch out into space before they both disappeared into the darkness. Apparently they too had picked up the anomaly on their sensors but decided not to sit and wait to see if it was a prelude to a possible attack.

"Cowards." the Imperial commander said with disgust. "They do not deserve to wear their uniforms! The Emperor will have their heads once this is all over!"

"S... Sir..." the first officer from before stuttered fearfully. "Energy spike detected. Scans show that energy reading are... similar to that used by UNSC vessels."

"Then I guess it's finally happening." the commander said neutral tone in his voice. "How many spikes do you read?"

"One sir, and it's huge!"

"One? Are you sure?"

"Affirmative!" the officer replied. It was at that point that a suddenly shiver went up the Imperial commander's spine, as a sudden sinking feeling began to set in.

Suddenly a massive slip space portal opened up ten light minutes directly in ahead of the Golan platform, the letters U.N.S.C could be clearly seen on the new vessel's hull along which a large predatory bird which had its talon clenching what looked like a planet below it.

"Sir... we're being hailed..."

"Pu... Put them on..." the now frightened commander stuttered out, as his confidence in the Imperial military might began to fad away quickly.

Suddenly a loud voice boomed over the command center's speaker system as it exclaimed...n

"It's Time...! It's Time.! It's... VADER TIME!"

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Palace. )_

"What's wrong, Skywalker? Did you really believe that would be the same frail old man that you left behind all those years ago?" The Emperor said with an sinister grin, as his new cyborg body towered over the now stunned Jedi. His wrinkled, gray face face coming just inches from Anakin's with an evil smile forming upon it.

But despite his initial shock over what the Emperor had done to himself, Anakin was able to keep his composure as he asked . "What have you done to yourself?"

"As you can see... I have been very busy over the last few years." Sideous began to explain, as his robotic body began to snake around the room. "You see Anakin, despite all my power my mortality was still my biggest obstacle. How could I rule an empire if I had to live with the fact that I would not be around long enough to see it fulfill its destiny."

"And let me guess, to subjugate everyone and everything in your reach?" the Jedi asked the Emperor, knowing very well that was the real goal of the Sith Lord.

"You see it as subjugation, I see as enlightenment." Sideous replied. "It's no different from when the Jedi went out into the galaxy during the Clone Wars. How many people thought what you were doing was subjugation on behalf of the Republic?"

"Because you lead everyone to believe that what we were doing was right." Anakin shot back.

"Yet the Jedi did not have the foresight to question my orders until it was too late." Sideous retorted. "In any case, I knew I had to find a way to... keep myself in the position I was in."

"So you turned yourself into a mechanical monstrosity, just so you could live forever." the Jedi master pointed out.

"Oh I am much more than that." The Emperor replied. "You see... over the years I have been... experimenting."

"Experimenting?" Anakin asked. "With what?"

"You see young Jedi... for anything to survive they must adapt to meet the environment." The Emperor stated. "Hence I took it upon myself to have some of my more... loyal disciples, follow the same road I have taken to ensure their survival. I think you and Master Shaak Ti have encountered some of them. Oh... I think you may want this back." and with that statement, the Emperor threw something at the Jedi's feet. Upon closer inspection, Anakin discovered to his horror that the object in question was the light saber which once belonged to the late Togrutan Jedi.

It was not long before the Jedi began to place the pieces of the puzzle together and realize...

"Those things are cyborgs?"

"Why yes." Sideous said with a slight smile. "They were all my top students and they all agreed to the surgical procedures to make them what they are now. At least most of them did."

"You really are a mad man, Sideous." The Jedi growled, the anger within him starting to build up. "You know that you will never get away with what you have done."

"Yes... because the mighty Terrans and their allies are going to stop me." the Sith lord said mockingly. "I already know that the Terrans are on their way here and I can assure you that I already have plans to deal with them and the CIS when they arrive. But before that... I want to know how?"

"How.. what?" Anakin asked curiously, not sure where the Emperor was going with this.

"How you were able to break the chain of manipulation I had taken so many years to wrap around you?" The Emperor asked, sounding as if he was truly curious of just how this Jedi was able to resist the lure of the Dark Side. "I felt just how strong the Force was in you when we first met all those years ago, you were a special individual with so much potential. Potential which could have been valuable to me when you became my apprentice."

"There is no way I would ever agree to being you apprentice!" the Jedi said firmly.

"You would not now... but tell me, have you ever wondered what your life would have been like if you had become my apprentice?" The Emperor asked. " The power you could have had at your disposal, we could have ruled the Galaxy together and have countless billions worship us."

"Not everyone in the Galaxy desires the power you have." Anakin replied. "Your quest for power has destroyed many lives and left countless billions dead because they chose not to be under you rule."

"I guess someone like yourself would not see things the way I do." the cybernetic Sith stated. "But you did not answer my question. Have you ever thought what could have been if you had become my apprentice?"

"Believe me, I do every single day." the Jedi master replied. "Every single day I wonder what could have been if Master Yoda did not confront me about my relationship with Padme, if the rest of the order did not accept my reasons for breaking the code we have lived by for so long and marrying someone who I care about a lot. I wonder what my life would be like if I did not become the father of my children and a friend to so many. But I can honestly say that I have never wondered what my life would be like if I had become your apprentice, because I never want to be where you are now!"

There was a moment of silence between the two before the Emperor said, "Ashame... you could have so much more that what you are now..." and with that, the cybernetic Sith lashed out with bolts of blue lightning from his metallic claws. Shocking the Jedi and sending him flying into the wall behind him, hard.

Weakened by the Emperor's sudden assault, Anakin could barely catch his breath as he attempted to lift himself up. But his efforts were met once again with a jolt electricity, compliments of the cybernetic Sith. "You see Anakin... I did not just do this to make myself immortal." Sideous announced, as he walked up to the Jedi. "I realized that I could make certain... improvements to myself in the ways I can wield my power." he then brought his right hand up and slowly raise it into the air.

As he was lifted, Anakin could feel as if someone had their hand gripped around his throat and was slowly starting to squeeze it. "I have done things that would amaze you, yet you still resist my power. Join me and we can rule the Galaxy together."

"N... Never..." The Jedi Master gasped out, as his oxygen supply was slowly being cut off. "I … will never... join you."

"Defiant to the end I see." the Emperor said calmly. "Shame... you could have been so much more..."

All Anakin could do at that moment was stare down the Emperor with a look of absolute defiance and fury, as the pressure began to build up around his neck. But just as it looked like the Sith would claim his greatest victory to date, the sounds of alarms going off broke his concentration and made him drop the wounded Jedi.

All over the Imperial Palace and even the city, the unfamiliar sounds of air raid sirens began to fill the city scape, as the population look up into the sky and wonder just what was going on. They soon got their answer though with the citizens of one of the city's more affluent neighborhoods saw what looked like the wreckage of what looked like one of the Golan platforms in orbit, suddenly came crashing down on top of them.

A massive explosion occurring as the doomed station slammed into the ground, as the Golan's power source went critical and exploded. Vaporizing everything and everyone who were unfortunate enough to be caught in the blast. Moments later another station came crashing down, this time though it landed in the Great Western Sea and caused a massive tidal wave which swamped the numerous islands which was close to the impact zone.

In the Imperial Military headquarters on the planet's surface, the top brass were trying desperately to contact the remaining platforms and ships in orbit, in an attempt to find out just what was happening. But their calls were only met with either static or silence, as their hails went unanswered and more reports of "falling Golans" began to flood into the facility. Suddenly a massive explosion rocked the military command complex, a massive fire ball rushed through the facility and vaporized everyone and everything in its path. As the building itself, all three hundred levels, came crashing down on top of it self and causing a massive plume of smoke and dust to arise from the burning wreckage. Effectively cutting any communications from Imperial Center, to the the defense fleet in orbit.

With one of the main military communication facilities destroyed and with space stations seemingly falling out of the sky, there was only conclusion one could come up with.

The invasion of Imperial Center had begun.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Meanwhile in space the Imperial fleets in orbit were baring witness to a sight with was both magnificent, and horrifying. As the hundreds of Golan and Carden platforms which were meant to help defend Imperial Center, suddenly fired their maneuvering thrusters and proceeded to either shoot themselves toward the planet's surface, into deep space or in some cases, slam into one another. .

Soon chaos reigned supreme around Imperial Center, as the commanders of the Imperial fleet tried to regain control and assess the situation. But things quickly went from bad to worst, as slip space ruptures suddenly opened up ahead of the Imperial Fleet and four skeletal vessels came out, blue beams of light lashing out from them and striking the Imperial vessels with a vicious fury which could not even be placed into words.

Within minutes of their arrival, the Forerunner built vessels of the UNSC had managed to cut a large swath through the Imperial lines and were proceeding to eliminate any and all vessels which were attempting to dive them back. Suddenly more slip space ruptures appeared and hundreds upon hundreds of UNSC warships came charging in and began to engage the surviving Imperial vessels, the one thousand and two thousand ton tungsten rounds from the battle cruisers and super carriers having the desired effect as they struck their targets and rendered them nothing more than scrap.

With a large percentage of the Imperial vessels being so badly damaged by this point , the battle was quickly turning into a massacre for the Imperial fleet. As the Forerunner capital ships continued to decimate their lines. Even the surviving Golan Platforms were helpless against these ships, the they soon found themselves on the receiving end of the Terran onslaught. But despite their heavy losses so early in the battle, the Imperial navy still had a lot of fight in them left and were starting to put up heavy resistance.

From his vantage point within the command and control center of the Thermopylae-class battle cruiser, General Escandor was monitoring the battle along with the admirals which were apart of the operation. Even though Escandor could have chosen one of the Infinity-class vessels in his fleet to be his "flagship", the army general thought it would have been best to have is command situated on a vessel which carried the name of one of humanity's greatest military leaders.

"General, we are getting a communication from the Preston J. Cole," the small holographic image of the famed American general announced, as he stood on his projection platform.

"Put him up." Escandor said crisply, just moments before the image of the naval force commander appeared. "What is the status of the fleet?"

"We have the Imperials on the ropes, but they are still butting up one serious fight." the UNSC flag officer replied. "The Warspite and her task force are moving off to engage enemy units which may be hiding around Coruscant's moons."

"I have been in contact with Admiral Ackbar and Vedo." Escandor added. "They have engaged Imperial units around Nabatu and Stentat. But the MOAB and her task force still need to destroy the Imperial jamming stations before the CIS and Rebel fleet can make the jump into orbit and take part in the main landings."

"Sir, we have just carved a gap three thousand miles wide in the Imperial lines. If we do not take advantage of this now, then the Imps will surely notice and slam the door on us." Admiral Waters informed his commander.

"Indeed." Escondor replied, as he knew that the longer it took to place boots on the ground, the more time the Imperials had to rally their forces on the ground and build up their defenses. "George, have you been able to pick up the beacons left by the Ranger team?"

There was a moment of silence as the artificial intelligence began to go through the sea of information which was contained in its mind, before he replied "Yes sir. All Spartan teams have received their coordinates and are awaiting the order to move."

"Thank you George." the general replied, "Have you updated Trinity and Harpy platoons mission objectives?"

"Yes sir." the A.I. Replied. "Colonel Offeee has also requested that both teams be equipped with the Urban Combat Assault Vehicles for this operation."

"Understood." Escandor commented. "Contact commodore Morgan of the Guadalcanal, inform her that Torch Squadron is to divert from its primary objective and provide orbital/air support for Trinity and Harpy platoons."

"Sir, I feel it's my duty to remind you that the Guadalcanal is currently has a detachment of Rebels pilots known as 'Red Squadron' on board." the artificial intelligence informed the general. "They are their to provide immediate fighter cover for the Phantom IIIs on board."

"As long as they are able to protect our bombers from attack, then it should not be a problem." the General replied. "But I strongly suggest that you get in contact with Commodore Rommel of the Saint Lo and tell him to have his vessels move in to cover Torch Squadron."

"Yes sir!" the artificial General said with a salute, before he went off to carry out his orders. Which left Escandor to continue monitoring the progress of the battle from the warship's C&C.

Meanwhile in space, the Forerunner dreadnaughts had managed to clear out the remaining Golan platforms and were now moving off to engage enemy units who may have gone into hiding around Imperial Center's moons. With the main threat to the UNSC fleet eliminated and the surviving vessels falling back to regroup, it was now time for the UNSC to initiate phase two of their operation. With Infinities and destroyers providing cover troop barges, assault ships and even contracted freighters moved in to position and got ready to deploy their compliment of Marines, Rangers on of course, ODSTs.

Interestingly enough Terran units would not be the only ones who were going to be apart of the first wave, as elements of both the Royal Naboo Defense Force and the Alderaan Volunteer Expeditionary Force were also taking part in the landings as well. As the governments of both worlds were once members of the fallen Republic and felt that they should be apart in ridding the galaxy of the Empire which had been created.

But of course the largest non UNSC contingent belonged to the Standing Army of Mandalore and the six infantry divisions which had been deployed. Their main objective was to secure the Manarai Mountains, where intelligence reports had stated that an underground Imperial facility which held political prisoners was located. Their task was to capture this facility and liberate the prisoners being held, as it was believed that a number of high ranking Rebel leaders were being kept. Many of which could be very useful when it came time to rebuild the Republic.

But it would be the men and women of the Spartan Corp who would be taking the fight directly to the Imperial military, as they were given objectives which the high command though the Spartans were more suited for. In all only 3500 Spartans would be deployed on Imperial Center, but when one considered that one Spartan V was equal to having up to one thousand plus heavily armed ODSTs, the Imperials were most certainly in for the fight of their lives if they were unfortunate enough to encounter them.

Just as the troop transports began to enter low orbit around Imperial Center, hundreds of fighter/bombers flew ahead of the soon to be deployed drop ships and entered the ecumenopolis' atmosphere. Their job were to locate and destroy enemy anti-aircraft positions which could prove problematic of the assault force, as well as establish air superiority and menace any and all enemy units they could find.

At three hundred hours Worth Standard Time, the destroyers Williams and Rivers became the first vessels to deploy ground troops, as they proceeded to deploy their compliment of Orbital Drop Shock Troopers. To which several other destroyers joined in and deployed their ODST units towards the planet's surface. Minutes later the merchant _M.V. Bay of Biscay _was the first vessel to launch its compliment of Osprey drop ships, as fifty of them flew out of the vessel's converted cargo bay and shot towards Imperial center. An scene which was repeated numerous times as the rest of the fleet in orbit followed suit and soon, the skies above Imperial center will filled with a soup of fighters, drop ships and ground fire.

From their vantage point near the Imperial Palace , Xavier and his men watched the battle as it unfolded. The unmistakable screams of Imperial TIE fighters and blaster fire filled the air, as Operation Stampede got off to a violent start and the Imperial forces were now having to deal with the fact that their capital was not under siege.

"Springer, deploy the marker and activate. Everyone else, clear the area." the Ranger ordered, as this team did was they were told. Springer took out the staff like device and firmly in an open area with was largely being ignored by the fighting and activated it. A rhythmic beeping sound started to emanate from it, as a blue LED light began flash on the top of it.

For long minutes the marker continued to send out its signal, as the sounds of the ongoing air battle continued to remind the Rangers that they were still in a very active war zone. Suddenly the beacon turned red as a large slip space portal opened up above it, two objects which looked like over sized shipping containers fell out of the rupture and landed with a loud thud which caused the ground to shake. Then, just as fast as it appeared, the rupture disappeared.

"I gotta say, they know how to make an entrance." Xavier commented, as his team walked towards the metallic boxes. "Looks like they came with toys."

Suddenly the large containers began to open up with a loud hiss and when they did, they revealed a sight with made the Ranger commander smile. For among the Spartan Vs which were seated the drop pods, were ten mech like suits which towered over the remaining Spartans by at least ten feet.

"Are you Major Xavier?" one of the Spartans asked, as he walked up to the Ranger team leader.

"Yes I am, and you are?"

"Commander Tatsu Kino, Trinity Platoon." the Spartan said crisply. "And I head that you lost a Jedi. By orders of Colonel Offee and General Escandor, we are here to get him back."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__Well... what you think? Yes I know it sounded a bit one sided but believe me when I say that will soon change and don't worry I will explain just why the Space Stations destroyed themselves in the next chapter. More is to come so stay tuned and until next time, Nightstalker out!_


	41. Stampede Pt II

_**A/N: **__I'm back and I must say I am happy that many of you loved the last chapter. Sorry it took me so long to update, but I got sick and was out of it for a while. But here it is and I hope you like it._

_**Barber477**__, nice to see that you are still following the fic. _

**_Spartan000-B TheUnknownWarrior_**_, you have a really long pen name, but I am glad to see you got my "Thunderbird" Easter Egg. _**_10 awesome points _**_awarded. _

_To everyone else, here is part II of Operation Stampede... _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Stampede Pt. II: Blood and Iron ]**_

For many who lived in on Imperial Center, it was as if their worst nightmares coming into realization. For years the people had lived with the idea that Imperial Center, the very heart of the galaxy's greatest civilization and the jewel of the Galactic Empire, was by far thee most secure star system in the galaxy. They had believed that Imperial System was untouchable and that no one would be ever so foolish to attack the Imperial capital, as the Empire had spared no expense in making Imperial System a fortress. But that illusion of invulnerability and security was now long gone, as the city's population were now baring witness to what could have been the final chapter for the Galactic Empire.

In the skies above Imperial Center, the air was filled with the screams of Imperial TiE fighters, the roar of Terran made fighters and drop ships, along with sudden burst of ground fire from anti-aircraft batteries. As the occasional fire ball and explosion would be a cruel reminder to everyone that lives were being lost in this unforgiving spectacle. It did not take long for the population to be sent into a panic, as millions began to flood into the lower levels of the city, in a desperate attempt to flee the fighting and avoid being caught in the cross fire. But was during this mad dash for safety did a great tragedy occur, as the city planers did not have any clear evacuation routes marked, nor were there any designated shelters provided.

As a result many lives were lost when overloaded elevators feel thousands of feet to the lower levels of the city, while many more suffocated and died when they crammed into what shelters could be found by the fleeing crowd. Once again it was the arrogance of the Empire which was proving to be its own worst enemy, as the city planners never thought that an invasion would ever happen.

Meanwhile the air battle continued to rage above the city skyline continued to heat up, as the Empire had fielded thousands of TIE/IN Interceptors and TIE/D Defender to protect the capital. These were a step up from the standard TIE fighters which had been the workhorse of the Imperial star fighter fleet for years. Although this was the first time either star fighter had been deployed on mass, as up to that point the Empire had only deployed them in small numbers on a few key planets, but now they were being deployed in numbers to defend Imperial Center against the star fighters of the UNSC and its allies.

But the Vampire and Phantom IIIs were proving to be more than a match for the Imperial pilots, as the two Terran made fighters had advanced shielding with made gave them the ability to take large amounts of punishment from the Imperial blasters. The real threat came from the ground units which operated the triple A batteries and Ion cannons which were located throughout the city, as they could easily take out the drop ships which were en route.

Some of these positions had been neutralized by the ODSTs which had been deployed , but if the invasion was to be successful, then the Ion cannons had to be taken out. As they were the biggest threat to the larger assault barges and transports which were due to touch down very soon. The city planet that was Imperial Center was far different from any other world which the UNSC had conducted landings on in the past and if it were to be successful, then it was imperative that the transports made it to the surface.

From their vantage point within the confines of an abandoned building, colonel Ventis and his men could only look on in complete awe at the spectacle taking place around them. It was just hours ago that Ventis' men and their Terran allies were forced to split up after the Rangers had received a distress signal from the Jedi, just as the two teams were getting ready to stand down and wait for the invasion to begin.

But it was not too long after taking up shelter in this old GAR barracks, did the rebels get the shock of their lives when some of the Rangers returned with a critically injured Master Tano in tow. Apparently the Jedi had run a foul with someone/someones who were able to not only able to match them in combat, but beat them bad.

Now the Rebels were baring witness to a sight many of them never thought would happen within their own life time and they had the best seat in the house to see it.

"How is master Tano doing?" Ventis asked, as he shifted his attention from the battle and towards the small group of Terrans who were monitoring her condition.

"She should be fine for now." The medic replied, as he used his standard issue data pad to scan his patient. "All her vitals are in the green, she should be as good as new once we get her to a hospital ship."

"Still no word from your team mates?" the Rebel commander asked curiously, just as a Phantom shot past followed by two TIE interceptors in hot pursuit.

"They have more than likely gone silent to prevent themselves from being discovered." the medic replied. "The same reason why we haven't tried to contact them or the fleet in orbit. We may be discovered."

"So how long before we are eventually rescued?"

"In all honesty, I'm not sure." the medic replied, "We just have to wait until we are contacted by the fleet. Til then, we stay silent."

"Well I hope they make contact soon and get us the hell out of here!" Ventis declared, as his focus shifted back on the air battle outside. Just as three Phantoms shot over head and delivered their payload of munitions onto an Ion cannon. "I don't like how things are looking out there."

"I heard that." a member of the Rebel them commented, as he looked on in awe as another flight of Phantoms shot over head and headed off into the city scape. "Those imps are running scar... commander you gotta see this!"

Curious about what was making one of his men so excited, Ventis made his way towards the open window and when he did, his eyes soon fell upon a sight which left him in awe. For now descending from the clouds, was a star ship of boxy design and had the image of what looked like a predatory bird clenching a planet, painted on its side. It was not long before Imperial TIE fighters soon began to swarm the massive vessel in an desperate attempt to drive back the enemy vessel, but their charge was short lived. As the boxy vessel unleashed a hellish barrage of anti-aircraft fire from the numerous gun mounts which dotted its hull.

Streams of super heated tungsten and hard light rounds making little work of Imperial Center's would be defenders, as they were literally ripped to pieces within a matter of minutes. Soon the sky was complete devoid of Imperial fighters, as the lone Terran vessel continued its decent and after a few minutes, the vessel finally touched down in what could be best described as a urban clearing. An area which was completely flat and devoid of any structures.

From his vantage point in the building Ventis was still in a state complete shock and disbelief, as this Terran vessel had basically ended the air battle around it with relative ease. Then to his amazement, large doors opened up to the upper half of the vessel and no sooner than they did, dozens of what looked like gunships, shot out of the landing barge and headed off into the city. Just as numerous ground vehicles began to emerge from the underside of the ship.

"Red Rover Red Rover, please come in, over." a voice suddenly spoke from one of the Ranger's communication devices. "Red Rover Red Rover, please come in, over."

"Red Rover here." the army medic answered, as he took op the device and spoke into it. "You're wall to wall and ten foot tall."

"Red Rover, what is your current status?"

"We are currently taking shelter in an abandoned building near the business quarter of the city."

"Copy, we have your coordinates and will have a evac bird at your location in ten." the voice on the other end replied, before the communicator fell silent once again.

"I'm guessing that we shall be getting out of here soon enough?" Ventis asked, as he had over heard the communication directed towards the UNSC personnel.

"Indeed so." the Ranger medical officer replied, as he took one more scan of his patient. "And not a moment too soon, those sedatives were starting to wear off and I am almost out."

"Well you heard the man! Mount up and get ready to move out!" Ventis ordered his men, as he went back to his position on the window and and watched as more boxy vessels began to descend from the sky. Like many in the Rebel Alliance, Ventis had dreamed about the day when the Galactic Empire would finally come crashing down and those who had caused so much suffering would finally pay for what they had done.

The human male was still haunted by the atrocities he had seen the Empire commit on numerous worlds all over the galaxy, all committed in the name of the Emperor and his twisted mindset in which he governed with. Now the capital of the Empire was now under siege by the very same people they had once considered inferior and uncivilized, Ventis just hoped that once they have been evacuated, he and his men would be able to rejoin the fight on the ground as soon as possible.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

Soon, more and more landing barges from the UNSC fleet began to descend from the sky unchallenged and land in similar clearings across the planet. The Orbital Drop Shock Troopers and Spartans had done their job and eliminated most of the ion cannons on the surface, allowing some of the larger troop ships and conscripted merchant vessels to move into position and deploy their compliment of Bison-class landing barges.

They would be carrying the heavy equipment for the UNSC forces on the ground, but unlike previous operations where the UNSC would use heavy armor, the main vehicles for this mission would be rather unconventional. Then again Imperial Center/Coruscant was a rather unconventional planet and even though there would be some armor on the ground, the allied forces would rely mainly on aircraft such as the _VA-33 "Condor", D-22HU Osprey, _and the recently introduced _UH-77 "Cougar". _As the unique landscape of the city planet made the use of traditional ground transports impossible.

No sooner had each Bison touched down they quickly deployed their compliment of Condors and Cougars, as detachments of UNSC Marines disembarked from the landing barges and began to secure the area around them. The Bison landing barge as a special vessel indeed, as it was not only designed to ferry troops and equipment from orbit, but were also intended to be used as command centers and even fire support bases. Unfortunately though, not all of the barges had made it to the surface, as a number of them had fallen victim to a combination of surface based Ion cannons and Imperial star ships which were now making suicide runs at Terran ship.

But most of the barges had made it safely to the surface and had managed to deploy their troops quickly, as the battle for Imperial Center entered into its second phase. Even though the UNSC and their allies could have easily just moved into orbit and bombarded the surface with MAC and Hard Light rounds, the allied forces wanted the planet largely intact and an orbital bombardment would have more than likely resulted in billions of civilian casualties. The last thing anyone wanted was an genocide.

Besides, if they were to occupy the planet in the long run, then they needed to take Imperial Center in one piece. But obviously the Imperials were not about to give up their capital without a fight, even as the enemy continued land their forces unopposed.

By this time though the Empire had begun to deploy their massive All Terrain Armored Transports, _(AT-ATs). _Nicknamed "Camel Walkers" by the UNSC ground units. The AT-ATs was by far some of the most fearsome vehicles which the Empire had at their disposal. Towering over twenty-two meters in height, these Camel walkers had gained an reputation of being heavily armed and having unbelievably thick armor. But as the war progressed the UNSC, namely the army and marine corp., realized the the AT-ATs were slow moving vehicles and had developed strategies to counter these lumbering walkers. None of which were complex by any means but were extremely effective.

It usually consisted of four or more Main Battle Tanks simply out maneuvering the large walker and firing a concentrated salvo from the side. Gravity did the rest as the AT-AT would lose balance and simply fall on its side, much to the surprise of its Imperial crews. But unlike previous engagements where the Tanks of the UNSC faced off against the Imperial Walkers, the man made terrain of the city planet made it difficult for the Terran tank crews to move their M-920s Dragon tanks into position to take out the AT-ATs. But the large walkers also hindered by their slow speeds ans shear size, as they too found it difficult to move among the buildings which towered over them.

But the real threat to the invasion came from small groups of Imperial Storm Troopers which were armed with _HRL-901 _missile launchers. The HRLs had been introduced by the Empire not too long after the war began and they had gained a reputation of being extremely accurate and carried a missile which had enough power to stop a Dragon tank dead in its tracks. But what really made these things dangerous was the fact that the HLRs could be used for both ground based and air borne targets, a fact which the UNSC learned the hard way during the Corellia campaign. Some even suggest that the HRLs were based on some Terran made weapon systems.

What ever the case may have been, it was not long before the hand held missile launchers began to come into play and were used against the Ospreys and Condors of the invasion force. But there was one flaw in the launcher's design in which the UNSC and their allies were able to exploit, as the system was only able to launch one missile at a time. Not to mention that the incoming missile left a smoke trail which lead directly back towards the launch point, making them clear targets for any gunships or other attack craft which were in the area.

But despite this set back the Imperial army was having some success with the missile launcher, as a number of gunships and transports fell victim to this weapon.

The Terran assault continued and it was not long before massive fire fights began to erupt between the UNSC and Imperial Storm Troopers. As for now the UNSC's main focus was to hold their ground and hold out until the Confederacy and the Rebel Alliance arrived. But while the battle for Imperial Center began to heat up, there was one area of the city which was left untouched by the fighting and many citizens began to flock to this area thinking they would be safe. But their hopes for sanctuary were quickly dashed when the Imperial guards turned them away and actually began to fire upon the already panicked crowd. Apparently the Emperor had no intention of protecting the very same people he once praised.

But little did the panicked crowds realize that this violent action taken by the Emperor's personal security force, was actually a blessing in disguise. For they did not know that the elites of the Terran war machine, had already placed the Imperial palace square in their sights.

While the Imperial guards were busily driving back the panicked crowds at the main entrance, a group of Storm Troopers which were attached to the palace garrison, stood guard near one of the many out door gardens. Like every other military unit in the city, the Storm Troopers of the Imperial Palace were well aware of the battles which were taking place, but their orders were to stay where they were and continue to protect the palace in case the Terrans decided to attack it directly. Obviously the troopers were none to happy with their orders to say the very least.

They were solders after all as such they felt that they should have been in the fight against these invaders, but their orders were to stay at the palace and guard it. Many of them began to wonder if they were there to protect the palace from the people who wanted to take shelter within the massive complex, rather than the army who threatened to destroy the galaxy's greatest civilization. They could hear the commotions over the radio.

What ever the case may have been, they were loyal Troopers of the Imperial Army and as such they had to do what they were told. No matter how much they have have disagreed with it. So occupied they Troopers were with their own internal discomfort, they did not even seem to notice that some of their comrades had suddenly found themselves pinned to some of the stone pillars withing the garden. It was only when they sudden sharp pain either in their throats or stomach, followed by a invisible force sending them flying backward, did they realize too late that the palace was now under attack. A last they all died without ever seeing their would be assailants, their blood slowly leaking out their bodies and forming pools under them.

"Targets neutralized." one of the Spartan Vs announced, as he lowered his Z-T 956 Hard Light crossbow and nodded to his commander.

"Very good." Tatsu replied, as he used his helmet's visor to scan the Sniper's handy work. "Scan the area for more possible tangos and take them out. The last thing we need is for someone to know we are coming."

"Oh they know we are coming." Xavier commented, as he used his binoculars to study the effects of the Hard Light cross bow. "With this invasion going, it is safe to say that the Imperials are waiting for us to attack the palace."

"True, but lets see far we can get before anyone notices us." Trinity's commander replied, as he motioned for some of his men to get into position. "You may want to have you people get into those containers we brought along. From what I have heard, the human body does not react well to traveling via slip space portal."

The Ranger nodded in return and ordered his men to settle themselves into the modified shipping containers with Trinity Platoon had brought with them. No sooner had the hatches closed shut, the contingent of ten M-117 Urban Combat Assault Vehicles came along side the two drop pods and held on to them with their massive robotic claws. Moments later a slip space portal suddenly opened up in front of the assembled group of Spartans and without even saying a word, Tatsu and his men entered it with the two pods in tow.

The Emperor was about to get some uninvited guest.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

From his vantage point within the Imperial Palace, Emperor Palpatine/Sideous had a very good view of his capital being attacked by the Terran lead forces. From what little information the dark lord was able to get the fleet which was supposed to protect the planet was not responding at all, but Sideous already knew that there would be no reply from the fleet. As his skill in the dark side of the force had already told him that the defense which had been placed by his military commanders, had failed and that the fleet, and it's men were all dead.

His forces on the ground were fairing a little better than their fallen comrades in orbit, despite the fact most of their units were unable to communicate with one another. A result of several major communication hubs on the planet being bombed prior to the invasion, but the Imperial units still managed to rally together and were so far putting up a serious fight. But once again the force told him that despite their willingness to fight, those troopers would not last very long. The Sith knew very well that the Empire which he had created and manipulated for so long, only had hours left. But that did not mean Sideous was admitting defeat, for him this was just a minor set back.

The Empire may have been lost, but it could always reemerge in the future. All he would have to do was just wait for when a new galactic government in formed and from their he could plant the seeds of discontent, which could lead to more unrest and ultimately, a new Empire. Only this time though, he would have to ensure that the Terrans would be discredited to a point they could be made into the enemy. It would not be hard for him to do, a series of small wars involving the Terrans and some gray area war crimes should work well enough.

He had the leader of the Jedi council literally at his mercy, he may be defiant now but the Sith new that he could still make this individual his apprentice, it was only a matter of time before he could make any Jedi break. He had years of practice on Jedi who had been captured before they could make it to Terran space.

Besides, he still had a few tricks up his sleeve and Sideous knew that he could still make the Empire's downfall a victory for himself.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. Geroge S. Patton. )_

As UNSC troops began to touch down on Imperial Center, General Escandor monitored their progress from the battle cruiser's command center and so far everything was going well. The _"Shell Shock" _virus which had been deployed weeks earlier had done it's job when it was finally activated, effectively neutralizing the enemies orbital defense platforms before the fleet arrived and sending the Imperial fleet into a panic. Making them easy targets for the UNSC fleet when they finally arrived and quickly eliminating them within a matter of minutes.

But that did not mean this operation was a cake walk for the UNSC fleet, as a number of vessels had been seriously damaged by Ion cannon emplacements on the planet's surface. But the cannons were quickly removed from the situation when the first wave ODSTs touched down and had either captured or destroyed the enemy positions. This allowed the larger assault ships to move into orbit begin their slow descent towards the planet.

But that was when progress began to slow, as Imperial ground and air units were putting up some serious resistance and had caused the ground offensive to slow to a crawl. Then again the Imperials had the advantage as they knew the terrain and were familiar with the city scape, while the allies had to go on the intel which was provided by the CBMI agents who had been stationed on Imperial center for months. This city was not the same place it had been when the Jedi were forced to flee.

But despite these setbacks the landings were going off smoothly, hopefully Admiral Ackbar's task force and the CIS would get here soon so that their units could reenforce the Marines and Rangers on the ground.

"General, we are receiving a message from the MOAB." the cruiser's artificial intelligence announced, as his image flickered to life in front of Escandor. "They have destroyed the last of the jamming satellites and the Rebel and CIS fleets shall be joining us in twenty minutes."

"Very good." Escandor replied. "Inform them we have already begun landing operations and await their arrival."

"Sir... I am getting a message from the Warspite" the AI suddenly announced, as information from the Forerunner built battleship came in. "They are picking a massive build up of energy on the surface of Centax-1"

'"Centax-1... Isn't that the penal moon?" Escandor asked, remembering what the CBMI knew about the four moons which orbited the city planet.

The AI nodded and replied, "Yes sir... Now I am getting reports of another energy build up on the surfaces of Centax-2 and Centax-3."

There was a moment of silence as the general began to mull on what he had been told, before a look of absolute horror flashed upon his tanned face and exclaimed "IT'S A TRAP!"

But it was too late, as three massive walls of energy suddenly erupted from the surface of these three natural satellites and raced towards the Terran fleets. The wave of energy slamming into the UNSC Fleet which such force, it managed to cause the Terran vessels to jerk and rock violently. The fighters which had been providing cover for the larger ships were sent spiraling into space with their pilots trying to regain control of their wounded craft.

On the surface of Imperial center the wave came in with a fury which caused numerous building to come crashing down on both Terran and Imperial trooper alike, as numerous aircraft where flung into the ground with their passengers still on board. A group of X-WING fighters which had been apart of the initial invasion attempted to out run the energy way with their engines pushed to the max, but they too could not escape and they all were swatted out of the sky and onto the artificial surface of Imperial center.

The Emperor had just played his first trump card.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **I did say things would not go all that well now didn't I? I hope y'all enjoyed it and I hope to see more positive reviews. Until I update again... Nightstalker out! _


	42. Stampede Pt III

_**A/N: **I'm back with another chapter and I home you guys like it. Now I know that I have a lot of characters MIA for a little while know and believe me when I say it could not be helped. This is thee most complex story I have done to date and if I were to try to cram everyone in, it was just drag on longer that it already is. But I do have a plan to fix that in the future, I just hope you will like it when I start that project. _

_To "**jj12**": Thanks for all your reviews. _

_And to **"bobbeh918"**: My bad, you were the one who caught that Easter egg. _

_Now to our story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Stampede: Shock Wave...] **_

_( U.N.S.C. MOAB )_

"Admiral, I have lost contact with General Escandor and the Invasion force." _Mogo_ announced, as his holographic body floated effortlessly above his projector. It was not too long ago the the Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base _(MOAB) _made its presence known to the Empire once again, as the massive Battleship entered the star system and began to lay waste to the Imperial fleet. Only this time though the UNSC had come up with a strategy to ensure no Imperial vessels would be able to escape the Terran onslaught, as four of MOAB's escorting Forerunner warships flanked the Imperial fleet and destroyed any vessel which attempted to flee the battle.

It was a total and complete massacre, as once again the MOAB showed of its might and proceeded to rip the Imperial lines to shreds, as the Forerunner vessels made sure that none of the would be survivors could escape to reenforce the fleet over Imperial Center. Not as if it would have made much of a difference, as the other four Forerunner Dreadnoughts were currently over the Imperial capital. With the Imperial fleet eliminated, the signal was given to for the combined Confederacy/Rebel fleets to enter the system and begin landing operations to capture the Imperial bases on the outer planets. While the MOAB and her force would continue to locate and destroy satellites which were used to force vessels to exit hyper space, before they could continue on to Imperial center.

Not surprisingly, the complete destructing of the Imperial fleet had a negative effect on the moral of the Imperial defenders of the bases, as they basically gave up with little to no resistance. For these Imperial troops, the war was officially over for them. With the outer rim of Imperial System in allied hands and with most of the jamming satellites destroyed, now was the time for the combined fleets to push forward and link up with the UNSC forces over the Imperial capital. But something was wrong when the MOAB lost contact with the invasion force.

"_Clara, _can you run a diagnostic on the system and see if there is a fault with the system?" Admiral Johnson asked the battleships' internal systems AI. _(If you have been following the story, you will know that the MOAB has 3 Artificial Intelligences) _

"Scans complete." the AI replied, "All systems are green, no signs of any faults ."

"Something's wrong, I can feel it." _Vader _suddenly spoke up. "It is not like General Escandor to suddenly go silent."

"Hold on..., I am getting a communication from the Warspite." Mogo suddenly announced, as she began to read the information coming from one of the Forerunner Dreadnoughts which were attached to Escandor's force. Though she had no facial features Johnson could certainly tell that something was wrong, the admiral had worked with these three AIs long enough to know just when something was bothering them.

"What's wrong, Mogo?" Johnson asked curiously. Without saying a word Mogo began to display the images which were sent from the Warspite and when the Admiral saw the images, a scowl quickly formed on his face.

"Mogo, contact Admiral Ackbar and Vedo, and tell them to hold off on their advance." The admiral suddenly ordered. "Clara, have the dry docks and medical deck go to yellow alert, and inform the "engineer" contingent that they my be going off ship. They may be needed very soon and Vader..."

"Yes sir"

"Arm everything." Johnson replied, which caused Vader bound happily on his holoprojector.

"Helm, set course for Imperial Center."

"Yes sir!" the two young officers at the controls replied briskly, as they began to manipulate the controls before them.

Moments later a massive slip space portal opened up in front of the massive battleship, as the Forerunner dreadnought which was inside the MOAB began to crank out gigajoules of energy and withing seconds, the MOAB had vanished. Its new target, Imperial Center.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Center )_

The world was a blur for Wedge, as he slowly began to regain consciousness. The Rebel did not know where he was or how he had gotten there in the first place, his last memory was that of being in the air with the rest of his squadron as they were trying to outrun a wall of energy, before everything went black. Now here was here, where ever 'here' was and it did not take much to convince the rebel pilot that he was in a not so favorable position.

As his vision began to clear up, the rebel pilot realized that he was still in the cockpit of his star fighter, but it was also at that point that he realized two things. The first being that his reenforced glass canopy had shattered and that sections of it were missing. The second thing that he noticed was that his his fighter, or what was left of it anyway, was completely upside down and unfortunately for the rebel pilot, his fighter would choose that moment to lose what ever footing it had and fall fifteen feet to the surface below.

Fortunately for Wedge, he was still buckled into his seat when his fighter hit the ground, but he still felt the force of the impact. But now he was able to exit his destroyed craft and when he did, his eyes fell upon a sight which he would not soon forget.

Imperial Center, the very heart of the Galactic Empire, was in complete ruin. As far as his eyes could see, Wedge saw buildings which once towered miles into the sky, reduced to nothing more than burning and destroyed pillars. It was as if someone had come along and just broken these buildings in half with little to no effort, as thick smoke bellowed into the air and cause the sky to turn an eerie orange which bathed the landscape. Just what in the name of the force had happened, who was responsible for kind of destruction?

His train of thought was suddenly broken though, as the sound of a approaching vehicle began to fill the smoke filled air around him. Quickly Wedge reached for his personal side arm only to realize that it was no longer holstered on the side of his leg, quite possible it had fallen out during the crash and was still near his fighter. Bad news for him as Wedge was all alone, unarmed and quite possibly deep within enemy territory, his squadron was taking ground fire before it hit the fan.

Fortunately for the Rebel pilot, the sounds which were being made came from a UNSC Army M920 main battle tank, which came into view. Moments later the one hundred ton vehicle came to a stop right in front of the still dazed pilot and a hatch opened to reveal the image of a human male who was dressed in full body armor and a helmet which had a microphone positioned near the person's mouth. But the thing which really caught Wedge's attention was the fact that this soldier had an assault rifle pointed directly at him.

"Star!" the soldier yelled out, as two of the tank's four . Machine guns came to life and aimed at the rebel pilot. Apparently this tank crew were not taking any chances, but some how Wedge was able focus long enough to remember what he and the rest of Red Squadron had been told if they were to go down over enemy territory.

"Tex-sas" Wedge called back, hoping that he had said the safe word correctly.

"Say again?"

"TEX-SAS!"

"Uh... close enough." the tank commander replied, as he noticed that the person before him had on attire which signaled that her was apart of the Rebel alliance. "What is your name?"

"Wedge Antilles, Red Squadron." the native of Corellia replied. "What happened?"

"Beats the hell out of me!" the UNSC soldier replied, "Are you the only one here?"

"I guess so." Wedge stated, "My entire squadron got knocked out of the sky!"

"You're not the only one, I can tell you that." the tank commander replied, "Well I see no reason to leave you behind. Hop on board, we're heading back to our LZ."

With not much of a choice, Wedge nodded before he approached the MBT and climbed on board. "Sorry, but there is no space on the inside. You're gonna have to ride on the turret."

"It's okay." the Rebel pilot replied, as he positioned himself near the top hatch. "Believe me, this is not the most uncomfortable situation I have been in today."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [[ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. George S. Patton. )_

"Uh... damage report..." General Escandor said with a groan, as he slowly began to pick himself up off the floor of battle cruiser's command and control center. His head throbbing as a result of hitting against the center console when that wave of energy struck the ship, a small line of blood running off the side of his head hinting that the general's injuries may have been more severe than it looked. But for the sake of the operation and the men and women under his command, Escandor knew that he needed to regain control of the situation and figure out just what in the name of everything which was holy, had happened.

"Damage report!" the general called out again, as he got to his feet and looked around the command center. Suddenly the holographic image of 'George' flickered to life, but one could the the artificial intelligence had also been hit hard by what what had happened.

"Uh..." the AI muttered, "That was... different..."

"George... what did the Empire do?" Escandor asked, as he leaned heavily on the console.

"Honestly general... I am not even sure." Geroge replied, "Most of my sensors are down and I an still trying to get into contact with the rest of the fleet..."

"What is the status of the ship?"

"Well I am certain we are still in one piece." the AI began, "Shields are down to 25% and main cannons are off line. It will take a few minutes for them to reboot and come back on line."

"What about the Forerunner ships, what is their status?"

"I'm... not sure..." George replied, sounding as if he was fighting off the effects of a possible concussion. "I... I'm unable to regain contact with them... It's possible that they may have gone silent or went to slip space to avoid that... what ever it was that hit us."

"Still does not answer just what hit us." Escandor remarked, just as the battle cruiser's medical team entered the C&C and began to scan those who had been injured. "You said that you detected an energy spikes on Centax one, two and three. Are you able to scan any of those moons?"

There was a moment of silence as the AI attempted to scan the space around Imperial Center, somehow George was able to get himself back together and reactivate his sensor programing, but what he discovered had the Artificial Intelligence in awe. "General... they are gone..."

"What? Whose gone?"

"Centax one, two and three..." the AI replied. "The moons are gone."

"How is that even possible?"

"General... I am picking faint traces of ionic energy particles... " George suddenly announced, a statement which caught the general's attention.

"George... I think the Empire tried to hit us with... some kind of Ion based weapon" Escandor stated, as one of the medical team came over and gave him a quick scan with his TAC pad.

"Sir, I'm afraid that you have a bad concussion." the Twi'lek medic announced. "We have to get you to sick bay."

"Can't you see I am 8in the middle of something?" the general asked sounding a bit annoyed, before he returned his attention to the battle cruiser's AI. "As I was saying, if I had to guess I would say that those Imps tried to hit us with some Ion based super weapon, but I have the strange feeling that it did not work as well as they wanted it to."

"Sir, I'm picking up a massive energy spike four light minutes out... It's the MOAB." George announced, as his imaged quickly changed to that of the battleship exiting slip space.

"Well isn't that a sight for... sore eyes." the general said, as he found it harder and harder to stay focus on the situation.

"Sir, I really advise that we get you to the sick bay at once." the Twi'lek told the general, a concerned look forming on his face as he looked over the reading he was getting from his scans.

"Sir, I really advise that you go with the medic." George added, as his image reappeared. "I have already contacted Admiral Johnson and informed him of our status."

"Very well." Escandor replied, as he allowed himself to be handled by the medical personnel. "I am transferring command of the fleet to Johnson, he already knows everything he... he needs to know."

"Yes sir." George replied with a salute, just as Escandor was placed in a wheel chair by the cruiser's medical team and taken away.

Meanwhile in space, remnants of the three destroyed moons floated among the UNSC vessels which were still in orbit around the Imperial capital. Many of which were still dealing with the effects what the Empire had tried to use on them, but were some how still largely intact. The initial shock wave had managed to push most of the vessels away from the planet and despite their sheer violence of the impact, it had actually been a blessing in disguise. As most of the vessels were able to escape the debris storm which followed the blast but interestingly enough, most of what had been the Centax moons had been blown into deep space due to the locations of the energy surges.

But there was still enough rubble floating about to cause some difficulty for the smaller vessels to navigate and unfortunately, a number of vessels had taken some damage. But it were the fighters craft of the UNSC and the conscripted freighters which took the full force of the blast, as a number of them were destroyed when they were sent flying into the upper atmosphere of Imperial center out of control and broke up. While many more were still trying to regroup and rejoin the main fleet. But the UNSC were not the only ones to feel the sting of the "weapon", as the few surviving Imperial star ships which were still trying in vain to defend the capital, had been destroyed as they were closest to the Centax moons when they exploded.

But while the UNSC fleet in orbit began to pull them selves back together, the UNSC's assets on the ground were trying to assess the damaged which had been done to their ranks.

The mass destruction which had swept across the planet had destroyed buildings, as well as destroyed hundreds of UNSC air craft, many of which were in the air when the shock wave hit. But once again the Empire suffered great loss as well, as the landscape was covered with numerous TiE fighters and Imperial gun ships, as well as those which belong to the UNSC. For the first time in countless centuries, the skies above the city planet were completely devoid of air traffic of any kind. As the sky became thick with smoke from the burning city, choked the skyline as far as the eye could see.

Yet as Imperial Center continued to burn there was one area which looked as if it had escaped the destruction which had occurred, as a matter a fact, it showed absolutely no signs of damage what so ever. Then again it was the home of the most powerful individual in the galaxy and when you are Emperor, you could everything your _(non-existent) _heart desired. Like a custom shield generator which was built into your palace and could be used for situations like these.

From his vantage point the Emperor could see the full scope of what his so called "Ion Pulse" had done to his once glorious capital. Though to be fair his top engineers had told him that such a weapon was not even possible, but that did not stop Sidious from pumping billions into converting three of Imperial Center's moon into massive pulse arrays. If the Terrans wanted Imperial Center so badly, then they would not mind if he gave it to them in ruins and besides, the Sith Lord still had the Jedi leader has his guest and it would not take too long to make him his new apprentice. Even if he had to "improve" on him like the others.

But as the cybernetic Sith left his room and began his long walk to Anakin's cell, the sound of the palace alarm system began to fill his sense of hearing. Just as something within the force alerted him that something was very wrong indeed.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Meanwhile on the other side of the Palace complex...) _

Another massive explosion rocked the southern wing of the Imperial Palace, as more and more Imperial troops began to flood in to defend against the would be attackers. But their gallant charge was short lived as they were met with a stream hot hard light rounds which ripped their bodies to shreds and covered the floor with a thick layer of blood and mangled body parts. But that did not stop the palace defenders from putting up a serious fight and continued to throw everything they had at what ever it was attacking them.

What really stopped them were two missiles which flew into the corridor they were using and exploded. Engulfing the immediate area in a ball of flame which incinerated everyone and everything which was in its blast radius, an eerie silence suddenly falling over the area as the smoke and flames died down to reveal a nightmarish sight of burnt armor with the odd skeleton poking out. But that silence did not last very long, as the sounds of an large machine began to echo throughout the spacious hallway of the Imperial Palace.

Moments later another wave of Imperial guards which came flooding in, were met with a sight which made them stop dead in their tracks. For just meters ahead of them were a trio of large robotic suits which were skeletal in design and carried not traditional features to suggest it was humanoid in appearance. But the one thing which the suits carried on them were a pair of heavy machine guns where the right arm would be, while the left side carried what looked like multiple advanced rocket launchers.

So surprised where these troopers, they did not realize that a number of individuals had moved up with the mechs and aimed their weapons at them. It was all over within a matter of minutes, as elements of Trinity Platoon and the Rangers proceeded to clear out another section of the Imperial Palace.

It was not too long ago that the two teams managed to infiltrate the palace via slip space portal and no sooner had they did, they were met with wave after wave of Imperial Troopers and Palace guardsmen. Then again the portal had deposited them in one of the main barracks, but either way the two UNSC teams were making their way through the maze corridors and hall ways.

If there was saving grace it was the fact that the complex's layout allowed the Urban Combat Assault Vehicles which the Spartans had brought along with them, to move freely and unhindered . Vehicles which were originally meant to support troops in an urban environment and in a way they were currently being used in that capacity, though it was highly unlikely that the mechs' designers had this mission in mind for them. In any case they were proving to be more than a mach for the Storm Troopers and it was very clear to see that the _'UCAVs' _were more than giving the UNSC its money worth.

"Clear!" one of the Spartans called out, as Trinity Platoon and Xavier's men moved up to inspect the carnage which had taken place.

"Whoa..." the Major gasped out in awe. "I guess it was a good thing that your men brought those UCAVs with you."

"Indeed." Tatsu replied, as the Spartan inspected one of the dead Troopers. "The Black Fist..."

"Excuse me?"

"They are elites." Tatsu began to explain. "Normally they protect installations which are operated by Imperial Intelligence. We have encountered some of them in the past, but I guess they protected a lot more than secret bases. Have your men been able to locate VVIP?"

"They are having a hard time at it." Xavier confessed, " Something has been messing with our scanners."

"The Palace is most likely in lock down." Tatsu replied. "They probably have some kind of shielding up , it would explain why we have not been able to contact the fleet or anyone else for that matter. Right now though our main objective is to rescue VVIP and get the hell out of Dodge!"

"I heard that!" Xavier agreed, as he began to notice just how ornate and gothic the interior of the palace looked. "I swear, this place is starting to creep me out."

"You and me both, brother." the Spartan replied. "I think in this sort of situation we should split up."

"Excuse me?" the Briton asked curiously. "I think I have seen enough horror movies to know that splitting up is a bad idea when in an unfamiliar environment."

"True, but we still need to know just what what is going on with the palace." Tatsu reasoned. "and if they do have a shielding system up, we need to take it off if we want to leave."

"So what do you have in mind?"

"We spit our team into two groups." the Spartan began to explain. "Team one will secure the palace's generator room and switch it when we are ready to evac. Team two will continue on and rescue the Jedi. The real question now is to who leads which teams?"

"Well I already know I have orders to assist the Jedi if they encounter difficulty." the Major stated. "I guess my team and I will locate master Skywalker."

"Then I guess that leaves us with the generator room." Tatsu replied. "Don't worry, the we will only need two UCAVs for support. Your team can have the rest."

"Um, thanks." the Ranger relied, feeling certain that the Spartan was taking down to him. Within a matter of minutes the teams had split into two teams, eight of the UCAVs now having Rangers at the controls, while the Spartans took the remaining two and began their long trek towards the generator room. Neither teams knowing what they would find, but knowing they had a job to do which needed to be done.

For long minutes Major Xavier and his team navigated through the spacious corridors and hallways of the Imperial palace, the very heart of the Galactic Empire. Large blast doors had covered all the windows which the soldiers passed , blocking all natural light from the outside and giving the Rangers and unwanted feeling of isolation. As well as preventing them from seeing the destruction which had taken place when the Centax Moons exploded, as far as they knew the communications 'black out' was caused by the palace being on lock down.

Every so often the Rangers would encounter a group of Imperial Guards who attempted to halt the Rangers advance, but death for them came swiftly in the form of hard light rounds from the UCAV's heavy machine guns. By this time though the entire facility was well aware of the presence of the Terran intruders and one would have expected the entire bulk of the security force to bare down on the Ranger team, but the exact opposite had occurred.

Each Imperial counterattack had less in intensity than the previous one and it was a fact with did not go unnoticed by the Major. Just what was going on? What were the Imps up to?

"Major, I'm getting something." one of the UCAV operators called out over the vehicle's speaker system.

"Is it our Jedi?"

"I don't think so." the UCAV pilot replied. "I am getting one target ahead of us."

"I'm picking it up too." another UCAV piped in, as the pilot could see a red icon highlighted on his display.

"Can you tell what it is?" the Major asked his men, hoping to gain some more information. But before anyone could respond a missile shot down the corridor and slammed into the first UCAV, instantly killing the pilot as it struck the mech's unprotected body. Moments later another missile came screaming down the hallway, this time though the surviving mechs had their shields up before it impacted, but the explosion still carried enough force to send one of the UCAVs sliding backwards. Just what or who was attacking them?

Soon enough though the Rangers got their answer as a lone figure came into view carrying what looked like a advanced rocket launcher. Another thing the Rangers noticed was the fact that this individual wore armor which was similar to the ones worn by Imperial Storm Troopers, but this armor looked bigger and more advanced.

Suddenly in the blink of an eye, this 'Trooper' cleared fifteen yards in a matter of seconds before it leaped up and smashed the chest plate of another UCAV. Effectively knocking out of action.

"Oh my god..." Xavier gasped out, as he looked on at his team's tormentor. " Those Imps got a Spartan..."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **dun... Dun... DUN! I bet none of you were expecting to see one of the Empire's "Spartans" in action now did you? Did you really thing I would not bring them back? _

_Anyway please leave a Review and tell me what you think. I really want to wrap this story up soon and I want to make sure that it goes out with a bang, only your input can help me reach that goaL_

_Until next time... Nightstalker out. _


	43. Operation Stampede Pt IV

_**A/N: **__I'm back again and with a new chapter! Now that I am about to reach another review mile stone I guess I can give you guys another sample of what I plan to do in the future in Halo/Star Wars._

_I guess it will be a prequel story set during this and Terran-Republic affair and focus on some of my favorite chapters/story arcs. As well as attempt to fill in some of the blanks and focus some characters that I felt did not get enough "screen time." _

_Now I know at least one of you asked if I plan to do a fic centered around "Star Wars: Rebels" (FYI, I think it is awesome from what I have been able to see. Don't have Disney XD.) and truthfully I would love too once more of it is out. But for now let us see how it goes. _

_Ben Griggs, glad to see that you are still around. Now on to the story._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Operation Stampede: A New Hope... ] **_

A sense of overwhelming dread had fallen upon the army Major, as his emerald green eyes gazed at the hulking mass which had managed to take out two of his team's mechs in less than a minute. Never during his deployment in the Andromeda galaxy had the British native ever seen anything thing like this being deployed by the Empire. As a matter a fact, there was only one type of "soldier" which Xavier knew of which was capable of doing what he just witnessed and as far as he knew, they all worked for the UNSC. But now before him was a creature of similar capability and it wore armor which was similar to those worn by Imperial Storm Troopers. But one could easily tell that this armor was also had an eerie resemblance to those which were worn by those in the Spartan corp.

But before the major could get the answers which he desired, a burst of heavy machine gun fire suddenly from two of the remaining UCAVs, struck the "creature" and sent it flying back down the corridor. The explosive rounds almost having the desire as they continued to wear down the would be

super soldier, "almost" being that the high explosive rounds were unable to crack open "its" armor. Apparently the Imperials had developed an armor which was able to take serious amounts of punishment, yet keep its wearer alive. Then to follow up with their assault the two combat suits then fired three missiles a piece at their target, apparently the two pilots were not going to take any chances after seeing two of their comrades taken out.

For a moment it looked as if the Trooper was able to withstand the explosive barrage, as it began to pic itself up. But its attempt to carry on its assault was in vain, as the UCAV's missiles sent it flying back into a heap.

"Hold fire!" Xavier ordered, as he got up from his spot and signaled the pilots visually with his left hand. Sure enough the two mechs complied and stopped firing, but not before the remaining UCAVs came forward and pointed their weapons in the direction of the group's attacker. Understandably these men did not want to take any chances with this new threat. Cautiously Xavier and two of his men made their way towards the inert form of the Imperial super soldier, their _M7-MKII _sub-machine guns drawn and on full auto, while the rest of the Rangers looked on anxiously at the trio and readied their weapons if that thing got back up.

Xavier could feel his heart start to race as he inched his way towards his target, their was actually a moment when the Ranger thought that his life would have come to an end. Xavier knew that in his line of work that the possibility he could be killed in action was very high, but for some reason his encounter with that Trooper made the Briton feel a bit uneasy. But what caused this sudden sense of dread the Major did not know, his main focus for now was to make sure that this trooper was dead and move forward.

Suddenly the trooper began to stir, causing Xavier and his men instinctively recoil back and ready their weapons. While the UCAVs and the rest of the Ranger team followed suit and aimed directly at the armored threat, but what happened next both shocked and even horrified the assembled group.

For no sooner had the Trooper gotten to its feet, he lifted off his helmet to reveal a blood stained alien skull which wailed mournfully before it collapsed back on the floor. A pool of what looked like blood starting to form where the creature now rested.

"What the hell just happened?" one of the soldiers asked out loud, as his eyes were unable to move away from the horrific sight before him. "He just... that!"

"Team two this is team one, what's your status?" Xavier asked with an almost hurried tone in his voice, as he spoke into his wrist communicator.

"Team two here, what's wrong?" the voice the Spartan team leader came over the device.

"We just had a run in with a rather... unusual individual." Xavier said in a rather casual tone, even though inwardly he was still quite shaken up by the attack. "It took out of my men and their UCAVs, before we took it out."

"What did it look like?"

"Like a Storm Trooper of roids." Xavier replied. "If I did not know any better I would say that the Imps had made their own Spartans!"

There was a moment silence before their was a response. "How did you kill it?"

"That's the thing, it... killed... itself..." the Ranger replied, "It just took off it's own helmet and... died."

"Affirmative." the Spartan V replied with an neutral tone in his voice. A fact which did not go unnoticed by the Major, but he decided that now was not the time to bring it up. "Thanks for the heads up, we'll let you know when we have taken the generator. Tatsu out."

"So.. what do we do?" one of the soldiers asked the Major.

"What do you think? We keep moving and watch out for any more unwanted surprises." Xavier replied. "We can't afford to turn back now and if we did then we'll be doing a great disservice to Marco and Lawrence. Lock and load, we're moving out!"

"Yes sir." the Rangers replied briskly, as they readied their weapons and continued their "march" forward.

Meanwhile on the other side of the Palace, Tatsu was in a semi state of shock and disbelief, as the news that an actual Imperial Spartan had engaged units not too far from his location began to sink in. The Spartan V was still haunted by what he had seen on Bad Wolf and sometimes he would wonder just how many, if any, of those copies had been made before his team took down the Imperial program. Now he knew that the Empire had at least one of those creatures fielded and from what he had heard, they had some issues which obviously the Imperial engineers had yet to work out. But that did not automatically mean that their was only one of those things around or that the same problem it suffered from, was common with the other Imperial Super Soldiers which could have been around.

What ever the case may have been, Tatsu and his men had a mission to complete and truth be told, the Spartan was getting really tired of the Imperial Palace. He had enough of this place and he hoped that once those generators were down, his team as well as the Rangers would be evacuated quickly so that the Navy in orbit could blow this place to kingdom come.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_(Meanwhile on the other side of Imperial Center... )_

After what felt like an eternity, Wedge and the Terran tank crew soon came upon what looked like a space port which was located near the shores of the Great Western Sea. The port in question was one of the major points of interest in which the UNSC wanted to capture for future use, but now most of the structure had been destroyed and it was very clear to see that what ever plans the UNSC had for it, were no longer possible. The immediate area around the destroyed structure was not any better, as the shoreline was cluttered with numerous vehicles and landing barges, it were as if someone had come along with a massive broom and swept aside these seventy thousand plus ton vessels with no effort at all.

Even though the landing barges were still largely intact, one could see that it would be a very long time indeed before any of them would fly again, if ever. But despite the destruction around him the area was far from deserted, as the area was filled with thousands of military personnel who were busily trying to make order out of the chaos. A number of shipping containers had been assembled to be used as a make shift field hospitals and shelters for those who had been injured, while a landing a few landing barges with were still up right had been converted into motor pools so as too quickly repair vehicles which had been brought in. Despite being damaged, the Bison Barges still had lot of working equipment which could have still be used in this situation.

Soon the lumbering vehicle came to a stop near some shipping containers which had been converted to a field hospital. "Here's your stop, you get your self checked out then report to the base commander." the tank commander said, as his head popped out of the top hatch.

"Um... thanks, but where is the commander?" Wedge asked, as he carefully climbed off the Terran war machine.

"You'll find him or her eventually!" the commander exclaimed as he ducked back into his vehicle, just as it began to drive off. With not much of a clue what to do and still feeling a bit sore from the crash, _(or from riding on top that tank for hours), _the rebel pilot decide to take the soldier's words to heart and made his way into the hospital.

Sure enough, upon entering one of the containers Wedge was met with the organized chaos that was the field hospital. There were soldiers, both human and non-human, strapped to their beds and screaming out in pain, as the few doctors which were present were trying to attend to those who needed help the most. Many of those who were in pain had crude bandages which were wrapped around their wounds, possibly from when their comrades attempted to help them when they got injured.

But it was also at this point that Wedge realized that these soldiers were not the only victims in this apparent attack, as his eyes soon caught sight of a number of individuals who were dressed in attire which were obviously not worn by any military personnel. Apparently what ever the Empire had used did not discriminate between friend or foe, nor did it discriminate who was an civilian or a soldier. Today, everyone was a victim of the Emperor.

Suddenly there was a loud commotion from outside as those within the field hospital who could, began to run outside. Curious as to what was going on, Wedge got up from his seat and followed the group and when he did, he was met with a sight which had him speechless. For hovering above the encampment was a Eagle-class LCV, but one could easily tell by just looking at it, the vessel was certainly in trouble. As there were several large gashes on the under side of its hull, while smoke could clearly be seen coming from the engines which were keeping it aloft.

But despite its damage, the vessel was able to slowly move towards a clearing near the water front and land between two Bison barges. No sooner than it did though, two of the vessel's access ramps came down with a loud 'thud' and someone called out "MEDIC!"

Almost immediately dozens of medical personnel ran towards the damaged LCV, just as members of the vessel's crew began to exit it. Many of them showing signs that they were indeed hurt and needed assistance.

Since he was not hurt too badly Wedge went in to see if he could help in any way possible. It was him and two other soldiers, one Terran and one from the Royal Naboo Defense Force, ran up to the first ramp with a stretcher in tow. But upon reaching the vessel did the Rebel recognized one of the UNSC crewmen who were barking out orders.

"Commander Stepson, are you alright?" Wedge called out, as he ran up to the UNSC captain.

"I... I will be once my... crew is alright." Rebecca replied, all be it a bit weakly. As the UNSC officer showed signs that she too had been hurt. "We went down... went down hard into the water when that thing struck us."

"Ma'am I think you need to come with us." the RNDF medic suggested, as he moved the stretcher up to her.

"No... I'm fine. Just... Just a little shaken up, that's all." Rebecca replied, ignoring the fact that she was bleeding.

"Commander Stepson, I really think you should take it easy." Wedge countered. "You are bleeding and it would not look good if your men saw their commander on the ground unconscious. You need to let these medics look at you."

As the UNSC officer looked around, she saw that a number of her crew were already getting the help they needed and were being assisted. Truth be told she too was feeling a bit weak, then again she had struck her head when her LCV nose dived into the Great Western Sea to avoid being hit by that shock wave and she was very certain that her vessel sustained most of its damage when took that action. But it was that same action which had more than likely saved the lives of most of her crew and saved her vessel, maybe it was time for her to get some medical attention.

She was about to respond when the sounds of multiple aircraft began to fill the ears of herself, as everyone else who was there and when they looked up, the Allied soldiers were met with an remarkable sight. For now descending from the skies were hundreds upon hundreds of D-22HU Ospreys and Bison-class landing barges broke through the clouds of smoke and began to descend around the encampment. Some of the Bisons actually landed in the water and remained afloat, effectively making themselves into futuristic aircraft carriers, as they were now starting to launch dozens of Ospreys and Condor gunships.

Not to long after these vessels arrived, more vessels of exotic design and carrying marking of the Confederacy Navy, came through the cloud cover and landed just outside the perimeter of the original landing site. Their massive doors opening up to reveal elements of the Confederacy army, who began to march out and set up a new defensive line around the encampment.

"Looks like our reinforcements have arrived..." Rebecca stated, as she began to sway a bit before collapsing into the arms of the Naboo medic.

"Get her inside now!" the medic ordered, as she helped then officer onto the stretcher and proceeded to carry the wounded UNSC officer inside. Just as two Saxson APCs with red crosses painted on the side of them, pulled up and began to unload some badly needed medical supplies into the made shift hospital.

It was a scene which was repeated all over the city planet as units from the Mobile Operations Auxiliary Base _(M.O.A.B.), _as well as from the recently arrived Confederacy and Rebel fleets, began to touch down and link up with the units already on the ground. Almost immediately they began to reinforce the units which had been devastated by the destruction of the Centax moons and at least provide support in case the Empire decided to launch a counter offensive. But by the destruction of the city, it was highly unlikely that the Empire would have any units left on Imperial Center to do so.

Interestingly the MOAB had deployed a unit which oddly enough, were made up of elements from a faction which brought humanity to the brink of extinction.

They were known as the _Huragok, _but humanity had dubbed them_"Engineers" _and for good reason. These were the "creatures" which literally kept the Covenant war machine intact and operating for countless centuries. After the Covenant war though, large numbers of Huragok left their former "masters" and willingly allied themselves with the newly formed Terran Union, a moved which surprised humanity very much indeed. Though the reason for this shift remained a mystery to this day, many believe that the Huragok's apparent allegiance with the Terran Union was as a result of their race collectively feeling guilty for what they had helped the former Covenant accomplish during the war.

What ever the case had been, there was no question that the "Engineers" had proved pivotal in the rebuilding efforts which took place after the conflict. Though there were many in the UNSC who were still unable _(If not unwilling) _to trust their former foe, even as they helped rebuild the Terran fleets and colonies.

But now they were being deployed in mass to help repair and in some cases, rebuild the UNSC forces on and around Imperial Center. But as the allies began to regroup their forces, there was still one person who was still trying build himself back up again.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Palace... ) _

Anakin did not know just how long the Emperor's guards had placed him in his cell, but the Jedi could tell that a lot had happened since then. He could feel through the force the many lives had been lost beyond the palace walls during the invasion, both military and civilian alike. He could sense the overwhelming feeling fear and sadness which was felt by those who knew that their lives were about to end, the regrets they felt of knowing that they would never see their love ones again or do the things always meant to do. But most of all the Jedi felt the fear everyone felt when that wave struck the planet's surface, he may not have seen it happen, but the force told him that it did and it was horrible.

It was then at that point that his feeling then switched to those of anger, as he also feel the the satisfaction which the Emperor felt when he saw the destruction. Just how could someone could take so much pride in such destruction made the Jedi sick, the Emperor was was truly evil incarnate and needed to be stopped. But despite his defiance towards the Sith, the Emperor still managed to strike a cord with the Jedi when he asked him just what his live would have been like if he had become the Sith Lord's apprentice.

Truth be told, it was not something Anakin liked to think about.

For many years after the fall of the Republic, Anakin would suffer horrible night terrors about what his life could have been like if Master Yoda had not come to him about Padme all those years ago. He would often see himself standing over the dead bodies of those who were closest to him, sometime he would see himself striking down younglings with little to no regard for their lives. But the dream which horrified him the most, was the one where he was using the Force to hold his pregnant wife in the air and choke her to death, that was the one which would make the Jedi wake up in a cold sweat at night.

Just could he have done all those things if he had fallen into the Dark Side, like so many Jedi had before him? Truthfully Anakin did not even want to know the answer to that question, all he knew was that he now had a family who loved him very much and that their affection was returned. Many of his friends within the order were still alive and some of them were now training the next generation of Jedi. But yet could not shake that feeling of horror at the back of his mind as a result of those dreams.

The Jedi was jolted from his self imposed stupor, as the energy shield which was holding him suddenly powered down. Alerting him that his would "host"had returned.

"Come now, Jedi... we have a long journey ahead of us." the cybernetic Sith said with an neutral tone in his voice, as he came into Anakin's cell with some of his cybernetic wards with him.

"Where are we going?" Anakin asked, the tone of his voice showing that he did not care what the Emperor had to say.

"Still defiant I see..." Sidious replied, an evil smile curling upon his still organic face. "I can feel it..."

"Feel what?" the younger Jedi asked curiously.

"Your hatred... It's strong within you..." the Emperor said with a hint of glee in his voice. "The hate which you feel towards me and everything that I am... yes... I can feel is consuming you even now. Allow it to fester and grow... and you will be more powerful than you could ever imagine."

"Believe me... I know what you're selling and I am now nor am I ever buying." Anakin replied. "I do hate you, but it would be my mistake if I were to hide it from you. It's a mistake many Jedi have made before they fell into the dark side, hiding their emotions and allowing it to fester. I hate to disappoint you, but I am afraid that your attempts to sway me will not work."

"My my... aren't we confident?' Sidious said mockingly, as he suddenly rushed forward and stood just inches from his prisoner. "But believe me Anakin... once I am through with you... your life and your family will be nothing more than a..."

A loud explosion followed by heavy gun fire suddenly cut off the Emperor's speech, as his wards went on the alert and immediately rushed outside to see just what was the situation. But no sooner had they disappeared through the door way heavy machine gun fire was heard again, followed by the unnatural scream of the cyborg Sith which had gone out outside. The Emperor was taken aback by the sudden lost of his personal guards, as he could most certainly feel them being ripped away into the land of the non living, just what could have done such a thing as to take out some of his most skilled fighters with such ease and brutality.

So in shock was Sidious by this, he did not even notice a smile starting to form on Anakin's face or feel the sense of glee which was starting to build within the senior Jedi. Just as the wall before them suddenly exploded to reveal a pair of large mech suits with their weapons armed and pointed directly at the Sith Lord.

The Emperor was now face to face with the enemy he had created...

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **__The____Operation Stampede arc is officially over, but the Invasion is not. Sidious has finally come face to face with the UNSC, while the Allies are starting to rebound and pull themselves together. _

_But An Imperial Spartan was also in the mix and if there is one, their could be more. But that will only happen if you review and tell me what you think. _

_Until next time... UH-60 signing off..._


	44. Storm the Palace

_**A/N:**__ Oye.. sorry about the long delay before I updated, but things have been very crazy on my end. A friend of mine had his page on FB sabotaged by an admin he hired. (I am not giving her name... yet.) and I have been trying to help him salvage it. _

_Also, I have been busy with work and of course Christmas is coming up so I have been trying to get things in place. So if you don't see me until 2015, you now know why. _

_I want to thank everyone who reviewed my last chapter and gave me such positive feed back, I just hope you guys like this one as well. Now on to the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ Storm the Castle... ]**_

_( 30 minutes earlier... ) _

They all stood motionless in front of the entrance to the Imperial Palace's main generator room, as elements of the Black Fist and other Storm Trooper units were preparing themselves for the battle which was to come. For the Troopers this was a fight which none of them had never thought they would have to face, the enemies of the Empire was now in the Imperial Palace and from what reports they were able to receive, they were quite powerful indeed. Needless to say, a strong sense of anxiety and uncertainty had fallen over the Imperial defenders, as the idea of meeting their creator did not sit well with any of them.

But as the Troopers were trying the suppress their well founded fears, those who stood silently in front of the doors did not have to worry about their emotions getting the better of them. Then again when these Sith in training willingly had their flesh and blood replaced with bodies of metal and chrome, the one thing which made them mortal was removed as well. As a result they no longer felt fear, pain or sadness, all they knew was that their devotion to the Emperor was absolute and would do everything in their power to protect the Empire's enlightened ruler. But in their becoming these weapons these Sith had lost all free will, as well ad their memories of who they were. Now they were nothing more than mindless automatons who did what ever their Master wanted.

Right now though they had orders to protect the Palace's main generator room, as it were these very same generators which not only powered the palace and shield generators, but they also powered the numerous air defense guns which were located all over the palace complex. If those guns were to be knocked out of action, the Palace would be open to attack from the air and ground. The Palace may have had thousands of the Empire's best troops defending it, but if the enemy had air support, then those troops would not last very long.

Needless to say, it was very important that the generators continued to operate, hence the reason why the Emperor's personal guards/apprentices were standing with Imperial troops. A fact which did not go unnoticed by the troopers which were present, but no one dared to say anything about it. As these individuals were known for killing anyone who they believed to be questioning their presence and had zero tolerance for any form of insubordination. But for not these Sith just stood in silence with their bodies cloaked in black robes which covered their heads completely, as they waited for the inevitable Terran assault.

They did not have to wait long, as a missile suddenly screamed in detonated in the center of the assembled group. The blast sending both trooper and Sith alike flying in all directions, but only the cybernetic having the enhanced ability to recover quickly in mid air and get into attack stances, while the troopers slammed hard into what ever were in their way.

It was not long before the surviving Storm Troopers began to fire wildly into the direction where the missile had came from, while the Sith were quick to recover and activate their light sabers. But this barrage of energy based weapons were met with a proverbial wall of super heated tungsten rounds which answered the Imperial assault, literally ripping apart anyone who were unfortunate enough to caught in the onslaught. Moments later another missile screamed in and detonated mid air above the Imperial Troopers, the blast sending more of them flying into the reenforced walls of the palace interior, many of them already dead before their bodies struck the hard surface.

With most of the Troopers either dead or dying, the Sith went on the offensive and launched their sabers down the corridor at what or who ever was attacking them. But unfortunately for the Sith it would be their final acts as servants of Darth Sidious, as they were completely unaware that a number of individuals had suddenly appeared out of nothingness behind them. Individuals who wore olive green power armor and in one swift move, the Spartans grabbed the Sith and crushed their necks with little to know effort at all, effectively killing them instantly.

"Clear!"Tatsu called out to his men over their communication system, as the rest of Trinity Platoon and their two UCAVs rejoined the rest of the team. The multiple gun barrels of the combat mechs glowing red hot as a result of their recent use.

"This is certainly going in the scrap book." one of the Spartans said rather cheerfully, as he held up one of the "light sabers" which the Sith had launched just minutes before.

"By scrap book, I hope you mean the CBMI R&D locker." Tatsu replied, as looked over the rather strange device. "I think the Spooks would love to get their hands on this."

"Sir, the doors are sealed tight." another member of Trinity Platoon announced, as he was attempting to use his tac pad to hack into the control panel. A task which was made difficult due to the fact that there was no power in the system. "They must have cut all power to the door so to prevent us from opening it."

"Makes sense." the Spartan leader commented, "What are these doors... two... three feet thick? It would take us a while to cut through. Marco, Lexi, you know what to do!"

Immediately the entire platoon cleared the area as the two UCAVs came in and aimed their missile launchers at the offending door. Moments later the Imperial defenders on the other side of the doorway got the shocks of their lives, as the walls exploded and dozens of armored clad figures rushed into the generator room. Yet despite their size the Spartans moved inhumanly fast and it was not long before the Imperial defenders saw the futility of their resistance and attempted to flee the area.

The generator room was a massive space to say the very least taking up two levels The generators alone were a sight to behold in their on right, as they lined each side of the massive interior and hummed with power which coursed through them.

"Wow..." one of the Spartan Vs gasped out, as he was a bit overwhelmed by the sight before him. "So we just place a few charges and blow this place sky high?"

"Or we can just switch them all off using the master off switch."

"Oh shit well that's convenient." the Spartan replied, as he saw his commanding officer staring at a red pull switch which was marked as the 'Master Off" switch.

"Well here we go." Tatsu declared as he grabbed hold of the handle and with one swift move, pulled the switch down. Soon the spacious interior became filled with the sounds of each generator powering down one by one until finally, everything was silent. "That should do it, now Xavier and his men could locate Master Skywalker."

"So what do we do now?" the Spartan from before asked curiously.

"For now, we hold the line and wait." Tatsu declared, as he began to bark out orders. "I want the two UCAVs take point and guard the entrance, the rest of you spread out and take up defensive positions. Has anyone been able to get into contact with the outside?"

"Sorry sir, but we can only send messages for now." one of the Spartans replied. "What ever it was jamming us, is threw off the equipment."

"So much for having the latest and greatest.". Tatsu muttered. "If that is the case, then send a message to the outside that we have infiltrated the Imperial Palace and it is ripe for the taking."

"We're taking the palace?" one of the Spartans asked curiously.

"If we take the Palace then it would be a major blow to Imperial moral." Tatsu explained. "Besides with this much space I know our engineers can use it for something."

"Yes sir!" the Spartan replied, as he took out his tacpad and attempted to contact the outside world. Leaving the rest of Trinity Platoon to secure their location and brace themselves for a possible Imperial counter attack.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Back to the Present...) _

The Emperor was in a __state of absolute shock and disbelief, as he now found himself staring down the red hot gun barrels of two mech suits which were now standing just meters in front of him. For the very first time since he began his campaign of hatred against the Terran Government, the Sith Lord had finally come face to face with the very same enemy he had created.

"Emperor Palpatine!" a voice suddenly boomed out from one of the mechs. "By order of the Terran Union government we here by place you under arrest!"

Palpatine/Sidious had other things in mind, as he suddenly lunged at the robotic suits with an incredible speed and was able to knock down one of the UCAVs. Surprising the Rangers who saw the cybernetic Sith leap pass them with little to no effort, as he made his get away down the corridor.

"Master Skywalker, are you alright?" Xavier asked the Jedi, as he and two of his men ran up to him. "Was that... the Emperor?"

"Yes... it was..." Anakin replied, before his eyes went wide and exclaimed "Ahsoka! Is she...?"

"She's fine, we got to her in time." Xavier replied. "But right now we should get you out of here."

"No!" Anakin declared firmly. "We have to deal with the Emperor. If he gets away he will only come back stronger than before, he must be stopped."

"But where would he go to escape?" the Army Ranger asked curiously. "I can assure you that this place is locked down tight."

"Well not tight enough." the Jedi replied. "I know where he is going... I can sense him."

"Through the Force?" Xavier asked, a question which caught the Jedi's attention.

"You are familiar with the Force?" Anakin asked the Ranger.

"My uncle married a Twi'lek when he was a cook in Plymouth." Xavier explained, "and apparently she was a Jedi."

"Wait... you mean to tell me that your uncle is Master Secura?" Anakin said with a surprise tone in his voice.

"I call her Aunty Aayla." Xavier replied. "And she and my uncle are still very much together."

"Right then." Anakin said quickly, as his thoughts drifted back to the present. "But like I said, I know where he is going. There is a tunnel which runs from the palace to a facility near the Manarai mountains."

"Why there?"

"Because..." Anakin explained. There is a ship buried in the mountains and he is going to use it to escape."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

"What's going on?" Wedged asked a UNSC marine, as he stood outside the Allied beach head and saw numerous vehicles being loaded up onto the recently repaired Bisons.

"We're moving out!" The Togrutan replied, as he began to run towards a waiting Cougar aircraft.

"Moving out? Moving out where?" the rebel pilot called out the over the thunderous chorus of ship and vehicle engines.

"The PALACE!" the marine yelled back, as he climbed into the CIS marked aircraft. "We're gonna hit the Imperial Palace!" and with that, the Cougar lifted off the ground and joined the growing fleet of aircraft and drop ships in the air.

Wedge by this point was completely floored by what he had just heard, it was not too long ago that the entire invasion looked as if it would be called off and labeled a failure. But now not only the UNSC and its allies had rallied together and been reenforced, but now they were going on the offensive and attacking the Imperial Palace no less! Of course Wedge knew that he had an obligation to his squadron mates to be apart of that assault, at least one member of Red Squadron would be there to see what could easily be one of thee biggest battles to take place on the city planet. He needed to be there, he just had to.

Suddenly his eyes soon caught sight of a certain individual who was now sporting a cane on one had and was using it to walk towards their LCV.

"Ma'am I don't think you should really be doing this!" a woman dressed in medical attire said out to the individual, as she walked along side them with a look of concern on her face.

"Like hell I'm missing out on this!" Commander Stepson replied, as she continued her defiant march towards her vessel. "If you have not heard we are taking the palace and they are gonna need everyone on board for this one!"

"But you're hurt!" the medical officer pleaded.

"I will get lots of rest once it is all said and done, my crew and I did not come all this way just to lay down in bed!"the UNSC officer declared, as she made he way up the ramp of her vessel and was greeted by one of her officers.

"Are we green to go?" Rebecca asked, as she returned the Tei'lek's salute.

"The ship is ready to go!" the officer replied crisply. "What ever those... things were, they did one decent job of repairing the ship! It's like she now came off the assembly line!"

"Excited much, mister Lahee?" Rebecca asked with a grin. "Because I can't really blame you."

"Commander!" Wedge called out, as he ran up to speak with her. "I request permission to come on bard and be apart of this mission."

"You request to come on board?" the UNSC officer asked with a hint of amusement in her voice.

"Yes Ma'am." the Rebel pilot replied. "I believe that at least one member of my squadron should be present and I have an obligation to my friends to be there to represent them."

"Mister Lahee, what is the status of the crew?"

"Currently only 65% of the crew have been cleared to return to duty." the Twi'lek replied.

"Very well then, welcome on board." Rebecca replied. "Lahee, see that our guest has a purpose on board."

"Commander, I think you my find some of the upgrades the Huragok did to my systems to be very useful indeed." the very familiar sound of Hotaru's voice _(The ship's A.I., if you have forgotten.) _stated. "I don't think I have felt this great since I was uploaded for the first time."

"I'm just glad to hear that you are alright. Now let's get going shall we?" and with that, the trio made their way on board the LCV with the ramp closing behind them. Moments later the combat vessel roared to life and within a matter of minute, climbed into the air and formed up with a formation Bisons which would be taking part in the assault.

The flight towards the palace did not take long, as the LCV soon came upon a sight which was both awe inspiring and frighting. Hundreds of landing craft had now touched down around the palace as hundreds of thousands of UNSC,CIS and Rebel troops poured out of these vessels with heavy armor and air support.

The allied charge was greeted by heavy resistance from the palace, as the Imperial army had managed to muster every single piece of heavy weapons they could get their hands on, to defend the very seat of power in the Empire. This was where the enlightened ruler of countless billions lived and was from this massive complex, did he institute orders and directives which made the Empire the success it was today. To allow such a sacred monument of the Galaxy's greatest civilization to fall into the hands of a group of unenlightened barbarians was unthinkable, the palace must always remain under the flag of the Empire.

It was very safe to assume that those who were defending the Imperial Palace, were the more fanatic worshipers of the Emperor and were willing to lay down their lives if it meant that the Empire would last just a bit longer. Besides these men had nothing to loose, for as far as they knew they were the last remnants of the Imperial army on Imperial center, as contact with all other units had been lost and no one new if they had even survived the energy wave which struck. With no signs that reinforcements were coming and with no hope of escape, their was only one thing the palace defenders could do.

It was a hard truth for the Troopers to sallow, but they were now baring witness to the demise of an civilization they were told would last for thousands of years, and there was nothing they could do to change it.

On the ground the air was thick with the sounds of both blaster and projectile based weaponry, as this symphony of battle was accented by the thunderous roar of ship and heavy equipment engines. The UNSC and their allies had the advantage of having heavy armor and some air cover to support their troops, the combined fire power the M-920 Dragon tanks and the recently arrived gunships in the air were using their weaponry to murderous effect. As the infantry moved forward and continued to lay down continuous fire and advance, but the Imperials were still putting up a serious fight of their own.

Even though the Imperial troops did not have the full support of the Palace's built in defense system, some inventive individuals had managed to source power from other locations to at least have some of the Palace guns working. A nasty surprise which the allied forces found out the hard way, as a number of vehicles soon found themselves falling victim to these hastily reactivated weapon systems. But there were still not enough of them to make the advance come to a halt, especially since the allies still had air assets which began to target and destroy the offending turrets.

Suddenly numerous sonic booms were heard coming from the sky, as hundreds of tear shaped pods shot down from the sky and impacted the ground behind the Imperial lines. It was now time for the allies to launch a surprise of their own as the pods soon opened up to reveal hundreds of heavily armed Orbital Drop Shock Troopers, who proceeded to decimate the Imperial lines and in some cases, take prisoners. What was left of the Imperial force by this point, had begun to retreat as fast as they could into the palace and prepare for what was certainly going to be the last battle for Imperial Center.

But instead of waiting for the allies to break through the massive blast doors which had been closed behind them, the Imperials were met with a swift yet violent death. As the only Littoral Combat Vessel taking part in the assault, _LCV-990, _had begun to do strafing runs at the entrances which the Imperials had used to escape. An action which was made more effective and deadly due to the fact that prior to the invasion, the LCV had been fitted with four rather large pods. Each one housing a single _GAU-515 "Devastator" cannon_. The multi-barrel weapon systems were able to fire at a rate of thirty-five hundred hard light rounds a minute, each one carrying the destructive power as a Onager mass driver. In other words a vessel which was designed to kill ships which were much bigger that itself, had been transformed into the mother of all ground attack aircraft.

From her seat within the bridge of her vessel, Rebecca could see the results of the vessel's attack being shown on the holoprojector. Large gaping holes had been punched into the palace itself , allowing ground troops to enter and begin the task of clearing the palace of hostile forces. With the battle on the ground moving indoors and no enemy aircraft to fight off, the UNSC was pondering the idea of heading back into orbit to rejoin the fleet, as far as she knew, her vessel would no longer be needed for now.

"Commander, I am receiving a message." Hotaru said suddenly spoke up, as her image appeared in front of Rebecca. "It's... coming from the Palace."

"What?" the UNSC officer asked curiously.

"I am getting a friend or foe ID from the source... It's Spartan!" the AI announced.

"What are Spartans doing in the Palace?" the LCVs first officer asked curiously.

"With the Spartan corp, who knows." Rebecca replied, as she more than anyone knew that Spartans were assigned some of the more dangerous missions. She could still remember some of the stories her father would tell her when she was little of when he was still in the Spartan corp, before he married her mother and transferred out. "What are they saying?"

"They are requesting a vessel for a priority one operation." the artificial intelligence replied. When a message was sent out for a ship/craft for a priority one operation, protocol dictated that the first vessel to receive should respond and in this case, it was LCV-990 which got it first.

"Well... it's not like we have anything else better to do. Helm, lock on to their location and set course."

"Yes ma'am." the two helmsmen replied, as they began to manipulate the controls and carryout their commander's orders.

Meanwhile in one of the few open areas of the Imperial palace, a group of Army Rangers and one Jedi waited for their extraction ship to arrive. Using a marker which was given to them by the Spartan team, the Rangers were very much aware that their signal would make anyone who responded believe they were Spartans. But considering just how serious the situation was at the moment, they did not have time to worry about something so trivial. Their main priority, was to intercept the Emperor and if possible, take him into custody.

But the Rangers knew that if push came to shove, they did not have any problems with putting down Palpatine if he resisted. But would they be able to kill someone who was as powerful, if not more powerful, than a Jedi? Even more so, could Anakin really bring himself to kill the Emperor if the situation called for it?

Normally it would be a easy question to answer weather or not to kill the Sith Lord, Sidious was the very incarnation of evil and had done so much to so many over the years. But the Jedi still did not believe in killing in cold blood for any reason, it was the one thing which they believe separated them from the very evil they stood against. In the past the Jedi had killed out of vengeance in a blind fury when his mother was killed all those years ago, what he feared was that if he were to face the Emperor, he would do so filled with the anger of knowing what Sidious had not to not only him or the Jedi, but the entire galaxy as well. He knew what needed to be done but the question still remain, would he be able to do it?

His train of though was broken though when the sounds of an approaching vessel filled his ears and as he looked up, the familiar shape of a LCV came into view.

"There's our ride!" Xavier called over the sound of the ship's engines, as the vessel in question came to a hover just a couple meters above the ground and lowered it's ramp.

"Hey, I thought there were Spartans here!" one of the vessel's crew member's questioned, as he and a few others helped the Ranger's on board.

"Well we're not!" Xavier replied. "and your captain that we need to get to the Manarai Mountain range ASAP!"

"Already did." Hotaru's voice chimed over the vessel's speaker system. "ETA, 7 minutes."

"Let's not waste time then!" Anakin added. "The Emperor must not be allowed to escape."

"Understood." Hotaru replied, just as the LCV's ramp came back up and within moments, the vessel shot off towards its next mission. Just as Hotaru had predicted the LCV had arrived at the mountain range and was two minutes out from touching down when...

"Captain, I'm picking up energy readings from the mountain rage." Hotaru suddenly spoke up, a hint of uncertainty could be heard in the A.I.'s voice.

"Energy readings? Where on the mountains?"

"Not on the mountains, in them." Hotaru replied. "I have been running them through the files and... "

"Yes?"

"I have never seen anything like it. It should not even exist."

"Why not?." Rebecca asked.

"Because..."

"Commander, you have to see this!" one of the bridge crew exclaimed, as his gaze was fixated at the mountains which were visible from the bridge and when the UNSC officer looked to see what it was, her eyes were met with a sight which left her speechless.

For at that very moment, the Manarai Mountain were literally beginning to crumble away in a sight was similar to that of a dormant volcano starting to erupt. But instead of lava flows and ash spewing out, the destruction of the Manarai mountain rage gave way to a massive vessel which began to rise out of the chaos...

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **There you go, what you all think? I know there were no "Imperial Spartans" this time round, but they will be making an appearance. As always please leave an review and tell me what you think. _

_Oh, my friend and I started a new group called "Sailor Moon Infinite" (He is a anime fan like me) and if you want to help him out please join it if you want. I promised I would help him out and get his group out there. _

_Until next time, UH-60 out... -steps in a blue police box, box fades away-_


	45. It All Falls Down

_**A/N: **Here it is, the final battle for Imperial Center, as well as the war. I actually went into overdrive for this one and got it out rather quickly I think. Anyway I want to thank everyone who reviewed and gave me ideas on which direction it should go. _

_Oh and to those who asked, only one of you were correct on guessing what the vessel was. Now that is over with, on to the story..._

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**[ It All Falls Down... ] **_

A deafening silence had fallen over the bridge crew of the Littoral Combat Vessel, as all eyes were now transfixed on the massive Imperial vessel which had seemingly exploded out of the only natural mountain range left on the planet sized city. Just how in the world did the Emperor manage to hide such a thing without anyone even knowing it was there? More importantly, just how did that ship get in those mountains in the first place?

"Scans complete." Hotaru's voice finally broke the silence. "Vessel is listed as an Executor-class Dreadnought."

"And they had that thing buried under the planet this whole time?" Rebecca asked with an awestruck tone in her voice, as she continued to watch the nineteen thousand plus meter long vessels slowly rise from what was once a mountain range.

"Apparently so." Hotaru replied. "But the energy readings from the vessel are far lower than what is to be expected from a vessel that size."

"Hold on a minute." Commander Stepson commented. "I remember during our briefing that the Mandalorian contingent were going after a facility in the Manarai mountains and we were to provide fire support. I guess this is what they were sent to capture, Hotaru, can you contact anyone who may be on board?"

"Negative." the Artificial Intelligence replied. "I've got nothing."

A grim expression formed on the commander's face, as she began to assume the worst had happened to the Mandalorian soldiers. "Inform Master Skywalker of the situation and inform any vessels in orbit to do a MAC strike on that vessel's location. That son of a bitch is not getting away!"

"Yes ma'am." the AI replied, as she went off to carry out her orders.

Meanwhile the lumbering mass which was the Imperial Super Star Destroyer slowly began to right it self before it began the ascend higher into the smoke filled sky. The vessel which was named _Lusankya, _had actually been buried years ago by the Emperor himself to serve as a escape ship if his Empire were to fall. Sidious may have been arrogant, but he still had a back up plan for everything he did. With the war all but over for the Empire, Sidious knew that for it to return he would to flee to a star system which was located deep within the "wild space" regions. It was there which he Sith lord had hidden a massive industrial complex which housed the instruments in which could be used to rebuild a new Empire.

Ship yards, weapon foundries and even cloning facilities, all of which were hidden by the Emperor, not even his most loyal of admirals or system moffs knew of their existence. But soon the entire galaxy would know that the Emperor was far from defeated and would most certainly feel his resolve.

Unfortunately for the Lusankya, the Super Carrier UNSC Ticonderoga had detected the emergence of the Super Star Destroyer had moved into position to block its escape. Suddenly two massive hard light rounds with the density similar to that of a three thousand ton tungsten MAC round, were fired from the vessel's forward mounted dual cannons and shot towards the planet's surface.

Moments later the hard light rounds found their target, the they both struck the unprotected hull of super star destroyer with predictable results. The first round struck the Lusankya a mid ship, causing the massive vessel break into two pieces. Moments later the second round struck the front section of the now doomed vessel with a fury which completely obliterated it. What was left of the Lusankya slowly began to lose altitude and proceeded to crash into several buildings before it slammed into the planet's surface with enough force which caused a number of small explosions to erupt from the vessel's hull. But despite the violence in which the super star destroyer came to an end the surviving rear section of the Lusankya was still largely intact, though it was highly unlikely anyone would have survived.

From their position the sky, Commander Stepson and the rest of the bridge crew saw the entire event unfold. No one cheered, there were no "High Fives" or signs that the LCV crew were happy at what they had seen for even though they were glad that the vessel had been brought down, the LCV crew all knew that thousands of lives had been lost on the ground as a result.

"Commander, Master Skywalker is requesting that we head down to inspect the crash sight." Hotaru's voice suddenly spoke up, breaking the silence which had fallen over the bridge crew.

"Is he certain that he wants to do that?" Rebecca questioned the vessel's resident A.I., "It does not look as if anyone survived, or could have survived."

"Commander... he says that he can... feel the Emperor's presence." Hotaru replied, sounding as if she herself was uncertain by the Jedi's statement.

"Right... the force..." the UNSC officer muttered before she replied, "Very well, helm, get us over that wreck and tell master Skywalker get ready to deploy."

Meanwhile in the small yet comfortable cargo hold of the LCV, the Jedi master himself was getting ready to exit the vessel and begin his search for the Sith Lord. One of the Littoral Combat Vessel's medics had looked over the Jedi to make sure that his previous encounter with the Emperor had not done any lasting damage, while Xavier exchanged words with the Jedi.

"Are you sure you want to do this alone?" the Army Ranger asked Anakin, concern clearly dripping from his words as he spoke.

"I must insist that I must." the Jedi replied, just as the medic gave him a somewhat clear bill of health. "I can not risk any more innocent people getting hurt. The Emperor wants me and I plan to give him what he wants."

"How you so sure that you are the one he wants?"

"Sidious had more than enough time to kill me when I was his captive." Anakin began to explain. "He wants to show that he is better than me in every way, he needs to have his belief justified."

"So you basically you are hoping to use is own ego against him?" the Ranger asked curiously.

"All apart of the plan." said rather confidently, as the LCV's ramp lowered itself to reveal the shattered skyline of Imperial Center with the burning hull of the Lusankya just meters below. Without a second thought the Jedi Master jumped out of the combat vessel and landed skillfully on the Super Star Destroyer's shattered hull.

"Master Skywalker, we're gonna have to leave you for a bit." Commander Stepson's voice filled the Jedi's ears via the small had set he was wearing. "We are being called back to provide air support for the assault on the palace."

"Understood." Anakin replied, "May the Force be with you."

"As with you." Stepson replied just as her vessel veered off and shot off in the direction of the palace, leaving the Jedi master alone to complete his quest.

The air around the Jedi master was thick with smoke and ash, as the Jedi walked cautiously across the Lusankya's hull. His Light Saber drawn and activated, as he knew that at any moment the Sith Lord would choose that time to launch his attack. As the Jedi reached out into the Force, he could sense the lives if those who were still trapped within the the burning ship slowly slip away into nothingness but what really affect the Jedi, was the fact that many of those lives were not Imperial. Apparently this vessel was a lot more that just a means of escape for the Emperor. Anakin just hoped that their suffering would come to an end and soon, it was all he could do right now.

Suddenly something in the force told him to duck down now and when he did, a rather large red disk shot through the thick smoke and just missed his head by a few inches. A unnatural humming sound could be heard coming from the strange object, as it flew just inches above his head and disappeared in the smoke. But the Jedi would have little time to catch his breath, as just moments later the strange object returned and it was only his quick thinking which prevented the Jedi from needed another cybernetic limb.

"Foolish Jedi... all alone." the sinister voice of the Sith himself echoed in the air. "All alone because he wants to beat me on his own..."

Anakin for his part just remain silent and attempted to concentrate to find just where the voice was coming from. But once again the same object from before screamed in nearly sliced the Jedi in two, but Anakin had proved once again that his training was still as sharp as it ever was and dodged the energy based blades with ease.

"Have nothing to say for your self young Jedi?" the Emperor's voice taunted through the smoke and flames, a hint of amusement could clearly be heard in his voice. It was as if he was toying with Skywalker and enjoying it to great extent. Anakin for his part just remained silent and did not allow the Sith to get under his skin, that was what Sidious was trying to do, to have him lose is composure and cause him to make mistakes.

"In fact Sidious, I do." Anakin called back rather confidently, now it was time for the Jedi to turn the tables on the would be Emperor. "How does it feel to know that everything you worked for just came crashing down because of an 'primitive' people stood against you?"

"Are you trying to get me mad?" the Emperor taunted again, sounding less than impressed by the Jedi's statement.

"Well if I were in your position, I certainly would be." Anakin replied. "You tried to destroyed the Jedi and you failed. You tried to destroy the Terrans and you failed at that as well. You even tried to destroy all hope for those you oppressed but yet the galaxy is alive with it. I'll tell you if I had failed so many times in my life I would be mad beyond reason."

"But you Jedi failed to stop me from destroying the Republic!" the Emperor shot back, his voice showing signs that Anakin's words had gotten to him.

"Yes, and the Order has long since come to terms with your deceit." The Jedi Master said calmly. "Though I doubt you could ever come to terms with the fact that a group of Forceless beings bested you not once, but twice in your lifetime."

Suddenly the Emperor lunged out at the Jedi ungodly growl, but the Jedi was quick to respond successfully dodged the Emperor's attack by quickly deploying his Light Saber to defect the Emperor's own.

But it was at that point in which the Jedi Master noticed that the Sabers in which the Sith used was far different from what he had seen in the past. The weapon featured a ringed emitter around the cylindrical hand grip in the center with two blades, one on each end. Never in his life had the Jedi seen such a weapon, but he had heard reports in the past about some high ranking Sith having such devices at their disposal.

But Anakin did not have the luxury of time to continue to observe the weapon, as the Emperor was quick to recover and launch another attack. This time though the Sith lord did something unbelievable, as in one swift move the Emperor retrieved a metal ring from his dual saber and launched it at Skywalker. Unfortunately it would be at this point that luck decided to leave the Jedi's side, as the metal ring grazed his left cheek as he attempted to avoid it. A burning sensation filling the Jedi as he landed skillfully a distance away from the cyborg but as he landed, the Lusankya suddenly began to shift and list to its starboard side.

Both Sith and Jedi lost their balance and began to slide off the now angled surface. Knowing that he did not have much time to react, the Jedi was able to leap once again off the angled hull and land one of the Star Destroyer's gun turrets, allowing him to steady himself on the now sloped vessel. But his moment of stability was short lived, as the Emperor dove towards Anakin and managed to tackle the Jedi off his perch.

A mass of metal and flesh tumbled uncontrollably down the vessel's hull for what seemed liked forever, with both individuals having to do battle with the forces of gravity, as well as each other. Then, both of them fell over the side of the Lusankya and landed hard on what had once been a luxury hotel. Now what was left was a empty shell which was devoid of any form of life, save for the two figures which were picking themselves off the lobby floor.

Anakin's body by this point was screaming out in pain, as the Jedi slowly picked himself off the floor. The sharp sensation of pain emanating from his chest back alerted Anakin to the possibility that he may have broken some bones when he fell. But unfortunately for the Jedi, the Emperor's metallic body was not so fragile and was quick to recover, as he retrieved his dual light saber and sent it flying at the Jedi. Anakin reached down to retrieve his own weapon but to his horror, his light saber was no where to be found.

With no other choice Anakin leaped out of the way of the approaching death device, but the Emperor countered by sending thousands of bolts at the fleeing Jedi. Anakin was not lucky twice as the bolts sent him flying into a wall in a heap.

"You see young Anakin... you chose poorly." Sidious chided as he walked slowly towards the now helpless Skywalker, his personal light saber returning to his grasp and starting to spin. "You could have been so much more, have so much more."

"Be... believe me Emperor, I... have a lot more than you will ever have." Anakin spat out, all be it a bit weakly. "I rather die knowing that I stood against you, than live with myself being just like you."

"Defiant to the bitter end I see..." Sidious said with a sinister smile, as he stood over his would be victim his dual blades coming to a hult as the Sith pointed one of the tips at the Jedi's neck. "Any last words?"

"Just a few..." Anakin said with a slight smile, an expression which left the Emperor confused. He was clearly defeated, why be so confident?

Suddenly the sound of a energy based weapon activating filled the room and before the Sith could react, Sidious soon found a light saber rammed into his chest and attached to it, was the artificial fist which belonged to the Jedi. "Confidence leads to arrogance." Anakin replied sternly, as he ripped his saber out the left side of the Emperor. An unnatural scream escaping the cyborg's mouth, as he staggered back in pain, apparently the Jedi order had picked up a few tricks of their own while in exile and in the case of Anakin, he had decided to hide another light saber in the cybernetic arm he had gotten after his unfortunate encounter with Count Dooku all those years ago.

"Your biggest mistake was thinking I was that same man you tried to manipulate all those years ago." Anakin said calmly, as he got up and walked towards the wounded Sith. "You became confident and as a result, you became arrogant in your actions. You failed to realize that I did change in the years after the Jedi and myself were forced to flee." Anakin then slashed again with his armed mounted light saber and sliced off both of the Emperor's cybernetic arms.

"We could have done so much." Sidious replied, a hint of fear could have been clearly heard in his voice as he spoke.

"Indeed, we could have." Anakin replied, as he proceeded to slash off the now helpless cyborg's legs. "But after what I have seen, I am glad we never did.

Sidious knew what was coming next. "You... you just can't kill me?! You can't!"

"In my years I spent with the Terran, there were somethings in which learned from them." The now doomed Emperor knew it was all over for him now. Anakin had certainly changed over the years both mentally and spiritually. Now he was about to do something he never thought was possible.

"There are such things as necessary evils." and in one swift move, the Jedi Master plunged his saber into the skull of the Sith Lord and with that one act of violence, the man who had the blood of countless billions on his hands, was no more. Emperor Palpatine was dead.

With a heavy sigh the wounded Jedi deactivated his saber and walked over to one of the windows which was not being obstructed by the wreck of the Lusankya. Coruscant was in ruins with billions possibly dead buried under the rubble, a city which many once considered the jewel of the Galaxy now burned uncontrollably and there was no doubt in the Jedi's mind that it would be centuries before Coruscant returned to its former glory.

With not much else he could do, Anakin retrieved the communicator which was hidden in his robes and spoke into it saying...

"To any available ships in the area, this is Master Skywalker of the Jedi Order... Emperor Palpatine... is dead."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Imperial Palace )_

Three hours had passed since the initial assault on the Imperial Palace had begun and despite the fact that the Palace itself was a massive facility to say the very least, the Allied forces were starting to push deep into the complex. By this time it was very clear to see that the battle for Imperial Center/Coruscant was very much over and the Empire had lost the war. But for those who still defended the palace, the war would continue for as long they could draw breath.

Fierce gun battles were being fought simultaneously throughout the palace complex as the allied forces, the bulk of which were made of of CIS and Rebel Alliance by this point, continued to do battle with what surviving Imperial troops remained. Outside hundreds of drop ships were coming in to deploymore UNSC personnel to commit ti the battle and outflank the Imperial forces inside, while gunships and other attack craft were providing what support they could by blasting away at the palace where large formations of Storm Troopers were believed to be in hiding.

It was in this violent atmosphere that Private _Benjamin Griggs _of the _36th _UNSC Army Infantry division found himself in, as he and other members of his unit had not too long entered the palace via Osprey drop ship. Their objective were to flank the Imperial units and open a new front line and advance towards the upper levels.

"Danger close!" one of the Soldiers called out, as he fired his shoulder mounted rocket launcher at a made shift gun emplacement which had been set up by the Imperials. A massive explosion followed by the painful scream of the defending Storm Troopers confirmed that the projectile had found its mark. With that obstacle out of the way, the UNSC soldiers continued to push forward until they reached a rather large, spacious room which shared similarities to the senate chamber which once existed in the Senate building _(Now Destroyed.)_

Within the spacious interior, hundreds of Imperial Troops and Allied forces were engaged in the mother of all gun battles, as the air echoed of blaster and hard light rounds. Without even being ordered to, Private Griggs and his unit took up positions and proceeded to provide supporting fire for friendly units who were trapped on the lower levels. Brandishing the latest generation of _MA2 _assault rifles, Griggs took cover behind what looked like a desk and proceeded to let loose when a burst of superheated .390 caliber rounds.

Even though most of the UNSC were moving towards hard light based weaponry, the Army was not so eager to upgrade to energy based weapons as quickly as the other services and still relied heavily on "coil guns."

The hypersonic slugs of Griggs battle rifle found their mark and three Storm Troopers went down instantly. But in doing so the UNSC soldier had revealed his position and was met with heavy blaster fire, fortunately the Empire's reputation for having some of the worst marksmen in the galaxy came into play once again and left Griggs untouched.

Suddenly a large explosion rocked the level which Griggs and his unit were and when the smoked cleared, several beings in bulky white armor emerged from the large hole which had been created. Almost immediately the soldiers began to return fire at the new hostiles, but the creatures moved unnaturally fast for their size and within seconds almost a dozen soldiers were dead. Their necks twisted in ways which would make most persons who saw them cringe.

Griggs attempted to get away from the Imperial Spartans, when one of them grabbed him by the arm and lifted him into the air. But just as it looked as if it was all over for the private, a blue plasma sword suddenly burst through the creature's chest and ripped out of its side. Causing the Imperial super soldier to scream out in pain and let go of his would be victim. Before it was pushed over the side railing and sent falling hundreds of feet to the chamber floor.

Upon regaining his composure and sense of awareness, Griggs eyes soon fell upon three individual dressed in olive green armor. "Are you alright?" a voice boomed out from the rather large figure.

"Uh, yea." the private replied. "What were those things?"

"I don't know." the Spartan V replied. "but they are all over the place."

"Mount up, we're heading towards the top. We're ending this tonight!" one of the senior officers called out, as the rest of the solders began to move out.

"You better get going, you don't want to be left behind." the Spartan told the smaller man , just as another armored creature was sent flying over the edge.

"Yea, thanks." Griggs replied, as he retrieved his battle rifle and ran off to link up with his unit. Leaving the Spartans to deal with any Imperial Super Solders which may still be around.

Long minutes passed as the UNSC soldiers advanced towards their objective, encountering almost little to no resistance from what ever imperial forces they encountered. The battle for the Palace was all but over by now, the firefights which had raged for hours had now come to an end, numerous flags from all three Allied factions were raised over section of the Imperial facility. A scene which had been repeated hundreds of times all over the city. Now it was time to place the final nail in the Empire's coffin on Coruscant.

One final explosion signaled that the UNSC army had reached their final objective, the actual throne room of the Emperor. The room itself was still largely intact and decorated lavishly with bright reds and yellows, it was as if the battle had not even touched this section of the palace. But the one thing which stood out in this room, was the large Imperial flag which hung in the center of the room.

"Well let's do it." the force commander announced, as he lifted up his rifle and shot out the two fittings which held the flag up. The gray piece of cloth fell harmlessly to the polished floor, as the Army team secured the room and got ready to commit their final act.

"Griggs, do you care to do us the honor?" the commanding asked with a smile, as he knew what was coming next.

"Gladly sir." Griggs replied, as he took out his tacpad and pressed one of the buttons on the screen.

Suddenly for miles around, a thunderous roar of cheers and howls erupted from the allied troops who could see palace, for now hovering above it was a giant holographic image of a predatory bird which had a planet grasped in its talons.

The Imperial Palace had fallen, the Battle for Imperial Center was over.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( U.N.S.C. George S. Patton, currently docked within the U.N.S.C. M.O.A.B.)_

Despite the fact his vessel had been badly damaged and he himself had a mild concussion, General Escandor still followed the battle very closely and from what information he had received, it was safe to say that the battle had been won. The Imperial Palace was under Allied control and most Imperial of the Imperial forces were either dead or had surrendered, but in the end the capital of the once mighty Galactic Empire was now firmly under Alliance control.

"How is your head feeling?" Admiral Johnson asked his Army counterpart, as the flag officer entered the Battle Cruiser's command and control center.

"It's been worse." Escandor replied, as he turned to meet the admiral. "I have to say, this is quite the command you have here."

"Just our tax payer's money at work." Johnson replied before his expression got grim and said. "I hate to tell you this, but deep space scans have detected a large formation of Imperial vessels heading this way."

"Is it possible they are trying to launch a counter attack?" Escandor asked curiously, surprised by the admiral's news.

"Highly unlikely." Johnson replied, their force is too small to be of any threat."

"That does not mean they are not a threat at all." the Army General replied.

"_Admiral... we are receiving a message from the Imperial force."_ Mogo spoke through the admiral's ear piece.

"Hmmm... Looks like they want to talk." Johnson announced and after a few minutes, the two senior officers were now face to face with the holographic image of the Imperial force commander.

"I am Sadde Voch of the Galactic Imperium, to whom do I have the pleasure of speaking to?" the man in the Imperial uniform asked curiously?"

"My name is General David Escandor of the UNSC Army, and I do not believe I am familiar with this Imperium of yours."

"Nor would you be." Sadde replied. "In any case, I am here to negotiate the terms of surrender."

"Surrender?" Johnson asked with an amused tone in his voice. "If you have not noticed, you are kind of out gunned here."

"Oh no, you misunderstood me." Sadde replied quickly. "I want to negotiate the terms of the surrender of the remaining Galactic Empire."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **I bet none of you saw what I had coming now did you? Well this is officially my last update for 2014 and I hoped you enjoyed it. I should have one ore two more chapters left so you still have something to look forward too. _

_Also I have been watching Star Wars Rebels and I am actually trying think think up a story, but so far it looks more like a one shot rather than a full blown epic. But I have to say after watching it... Sabine and Hera are kinda hawt. Lol. _

_Anyway until 2015, this is Nightstalker logging off and wishing you Merry Christmas and a Happy new year! _


	46. EPILOGUE: Aftermath

_**A/N: **Technically it is 2015 in some parts of the world and I am very certain that many or you will not read this until after midnight. _

_Anyway, the final chapter of my story is finally here and I know many of you have either been looking forward or dreading this for a very long time. For all hose who encouraged me to write and gave me their praise, that you so very much, it means a lot to me. To those who criticized over minor things basically acted like total d**ks because of it... I really don't give a fly fudge about what you think about my fic. Especially since most of your never posted a story here chose to hide your identity. _

_S**K IT! _

_So without further ado... my last chapter... _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_~ B.B.C. Galactic: Breaking News~ _

_'We interrupt your scheduled programing to bring you this developing story now coming out of the Andromeda Galaxy. The U.N.S.C. High Command has just released a press statement that at 23:30 Earth Standard Time, the combined forces of the U.N.S.C., the Confederacy of Independent Systems and the Rebel Alliance has captured the Imperial capital of Coruscant' _

_'We now send you over the the press conference which is currently being held at the UNSC headquarters on Reach...'_

_~ Fleet Admiral Morrison, Joint Chiefs of Staff. _

"_Uh yes, approximately three days ago the combined forces of the UNSC, Confederacy and Rebel Alliance successfully landed troops on the Imperial Capital and just several hours ago, I was contacted by the supreme commander of our forces in the Andromeda Galaxy that he and his counterparts in our allies have been approached by the surviving Imperial government. He has informed me that all Imperial forces on Coruscant and a number of other worlds have stood down and have accepted our terms of surrender. _

"_Admiral, does this mean that hostilities between our government and the Galactic Empire have officially come to an end?" _

"_I wish it was that simple, we do know of a number of Imperial controlled systems which have yet to respond to the recent surrender of the Imperial Government. From what we know these world are largely underdeveloped and lack the military infrastructure to pose any form of a threat, but we have deployed vessels to counter any provocative movements made by them." _

"_Admiral, what were the terms in which the Empire agreed to?" _

"_So far the in term Imperial government has agreed to a complete disarmament of their military machine. The Imperial Army has already begun to surrender their troops on a number of planets, while the system governors have begun to step down willingly. The surviving Imperial Navy has also laid down their arms and have begun to hand over their vessels. We have designated several planets which are to be used to house these Imperial vessels until we are able to determine ultimately their final fate._

"_Also we have also begun talks with the new Imperial Government for the exchange of POWs from both allied and imperial prison camps, as well as discussion for the handing over of a number of officials for trial for their roles in actions which were committed by the former Imperial regime."_

"_Admiral, you have been mentioning this new imperial government which has surrendered to our forces. What has happened to the Emperor and his old government?"_

"_I am afraid that can not fully comment on that matter, as we are still in he process of locating a number of high ranking officials. But I can confirm that the Emperor Palpatine, was killed while he was attempting to escape Coruscant and his body had been recovered so we can confirm that he is dead." _

"_Did you just say that the Emperor is dead?"_

"_Yes I did, his body is currently being held at an undisclosed location for the time being." _

"_Admiral! What will happen to the body of Palpatine?" _

"_That will decision will be left to the citizens of the Andromeda Galaxy. Right now our main focus is to rebuild the Andromeda Galaxy with the aid of our allies and ensure that such a conflict never happens again." _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

"_All I am trying to do is survive and make good out of the dirty, nasty, unbelievable lifestyle that they gave me." _

_~Tupac Shakur, great thinker._

_**[ Aftermath... ] **_

It was a party in which the Andromeda Galaxy had never seen the likes of, as news of the capture of Imperial Center and the Death of the Emperor began to spread throughout the known galaxy like wild fire.

In the Worth Colonies massive street parties broke out in every major city in the system. In the city of New Plymouth and especially in the Hurst district, the streets were flooded with people as the numerous digital displays around the city flashed the words _"WE'VE WON!" _over and over again. In the streets both human and alien alike danced and cheered rather enthusiastically and for good reason, as almost four years conflict had finally come to an end.

A similar scene was also taking place in the outer rim hub of Mos Eisley, on the planet of Tatooine. The busy desert space port had come to a complete standstill and thousands of people flooded into the streets and began a massive street party which could have rivaled any within the more developed galaxy. On the Planet of Naboo and in Theed itself similar celebrations were taking place, people climbing onto buildings with the Naboo flag in hand and happily proclaiming "It's over!". As the crowds were cheer loudly anytime a Terran marked vessel or RNDF ship would fly over the city. An action which occurred more often that usual that day.

In Capital City on the planet of Lothai, massive crowds cheered wildly as a massive statue of a one Maketh Tua was brought down by charges which were placed by the Lothai Rebels. While the Minister herself was actually pulled out into the streets along with the rest of the personal staff, when a angry mob stormed her office and overwhelmed the Storm Troopers which tried to defend the Imperial Facility. In the streets the Imperial official was stripped of all her clothes before literally being forced out of the city. The once proud woman now reduced to tears, as she was seen running out of the city and into the untamed grass lands.

But while the Galaxy celebrated the demise of the Galactic Empire, the citizens of Coruscant were left to face the fact that their once proud city was no more. Countless billions were dead as massive fires engulfed entire districts and could been seen from space, while the shattered skyline was a sad reminder that the Jewel of the Galaxy was now reduced to nothing more than a massive slum for those who survived. It was not long before the occupying forces were forced into a position they had not anticipated, as lawlessness and vigilante justice began to sweep throughout the planet.

Those who were once oppressed by the Empire's policies had decided to take advantaged of the situation, reports of mass murders and other criminal acts began to flood into the allied command. As a result troops had to deployed to the hastily created refugee camps to protect the occupants from the gangs who preyed upon them, a action which did not sit well with the soldiers or marines. As they held no love for those who needed their protection.

But if there were anyone who knew the full gravity of the situation, it were the respective military leaders of the allied forces. As they were now left with the unwanted task of managing a planet size city which had absolutely no infrastructure left in operation, the amenities which made civilized life possible no longer existed and even with the aid of thousands of "Engineers" which had been deployed by the UNSC, it was estimated that it would take months before things were back to normal. But there was still more bad news for those who hoped to rebuild their lives on the devastated planet.

The destruction of the Centax moons had a much more devastating effect on the once proud planet, as the loss of these three moons were expected to play major havoc to Coruscant's gravitational field. As a result any form of reconstruction which many hoped would have taken place, would now be impossible to complete, as the planet would soon reach a point where it could no longer support any form of settlement. It was not long before a grim reality dawned on those who now controlled the planet, Coruscant would have to be evacuated and abandoned.

But what was by far thee most interesting aspect of the fall of the Galactic Empire, was the sudden emergence of the Galactic Imperium. The Imperium in question was lead a one Sadde Voch, who was once the head of Imperial Intelligence before he and a number of others went into hiding when it became clear that the war was lost. When the battle for Coruscant had ended, the Imperium made itself known and begun to negotiate the official surrender of the Empire.

These were men who had grown disillusioned with the policies of the former Empire and its ruler, they had seen through the smoke and mirrors which the Emperor had created and saw that the Empire was not what it was panted as.

"This is unbelievable to say the very least." General Escandor stated, as he and the rest of the allied sat in meeting with the Imperium leadership on board the recently repaired George S. Patton.

"I have to agree with my Terran counterpart on this." Admiral Ackbar commented. "How do we know that this information you have given us is valid?"

"More importantly, how do we even know this is not some kind of ruse on your part?" Escandor added. "As far as we know, this could all be an elaborate plan to get our guard down so you... Imprium could strike back."

"I can see just where you are coming from with your statements and believe me I can fully understand your concerns." Voch replied, as he and his team sat at the other end of a rather large, round table. "But trust me when I tell you that the Imperium's main goal is to finally bring peace to the galaxy and to all those who inhabit it."

"You know Palapatine said the same thing in the speech he gave just before he created the Empire and crowned himself Emperor." Grand Admiral Thal Vedo of the Confederacy Navy replied, his red eyes burning right through the Voch and his team. "You do realize you are asking us to trust you based on your word, something the Empire was not known for keeping."

"In any case I have been in contact with my government and they have so far agreed to most of your terms, but the last part we have problems with supporting." Escandor stated.

"What is there a problem with?" Voch asked curiously. "All we ask is that we are allowed to three star systems of our choosing where the Imperium can settle."

General Escandor sighed heavily before he looked at his companions and said, "It has been a long day. I suggest that each of us get some rest and we shall start fresh in the morning."

The assembled group agreed to the idea of starting negotiations the next and exited the made shift conference room, with Voch and his team being escorted by ODSTs back to their shuttle.

"Your government can not be serious about honoring their request for three star systems?" Vedo asked the general, just moments after the door behind them closed.

"Well I am afraid that they just might agree to do so." Escandor replied. "As much as I hate to admit it, the information they gave us about those hidden Imperial foundries have checked out. Their information was good."

"Still, you can't tell you your are fine with their decision?" Ackbar asked the UNSC general.

"Personally, I'm not." Escandor replied. "But I will have to inform the Imperium that they will get their three systems, but of our choosing, not theirs'."

"Something tells me that Voch and his Imperium would not like that at all."

"True, but the alternative will be complete nuclear destruction." Escanmdor replied, just as the trio entered one of the battle cruiser's elevators. "But my superiors have no intention of letting the Imperium know that."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Kingsford Memorial Hospital. New Plymouth, Worth.) _

It had been a month since Coruscant had fallen and for the first time since the conflict began, a sense of uneasy calm had fallen over the Terran colonies. Despite the fact that there were still a number of planets which were still under the control of the Imperial installed System Moffs, the Imperial military had basically fallen apart and the units which still existed had begun to break off and ally themselves with certain Imperial officials who had begun to consolidate power for themselves. It was not long before military and political analyst began to forecast a possible Civil War breaking out among the remnants of the once mighty Galactic Empire. But what was bad news for the surviving system Moffs was good news for the allied powers, as now they could focus on rebuilding a new galactic government.

It was in this atmosphere of uncertainty and uneasy peace, that Governor Riyo Stepson found her self in, as her limo pulled up to the entrance of the general hospital. Like every other major medical facility in the Capital, Kingsford Hospital was used to treat the thousands of soldiers and marines whom had been wounded in action. But Kingsford Memorial was a little bit different from the other hospitals which were being used, as it specialized in amputee rehabilitation and the therapy for those who were now dealing with the fact that their lives were now going to be different.

Soon the elevator came to a stop and the doors opened to reveal the Governor and her small security detail, as they were now in an open area which contained trees, grassy knolls and even a small pond which had Koi fish swimming in its waters. It was very hard to believe that this green and peaceful area existed within the walls of this medical facility, but the man made park was apart of the hospital's therapy treatment for its patients.

Suddenly the governor's gold shaded eyes caught sight of a young Togrutan woman in a wheel chair, but she was not alone. Sitting with her was a man in his earlier thirties and accompanying him was a young Twi'lek girl who could have not have been more than seven years old. Riyo could not help but to smile to the self as she saw the trio interact, before the man kissed the Togrutan woman on the lips after hugging her, and left via another exit.

"It looks like you had visitors already." Riyo spoke up, as she walked up to her friend and down next to her. "Little Indira is getting so big."

"Indeed, she is." Ahsoka replied, as she turned her chair to face her friend. The injuries which the Jedi had sustained during her encounter with the Emperor's minions, had left her with injuries which were much more severe than once previously thought. Apart from the loss of her arm, Ahsoka had suffered spinal injuries and massive internal bleeding. Resulting in extensive neurological damaged to her nervous system, hence the reason why she was in a wheel chair. "I thought Padme would be with you today?"

"She had to return to Naboo to help with the talks there." Riyo replied. "So I came alone. How is your your arm?"

"Feels a little weird." the Togruta replied, as she flexed her new cybernetic arm. Originally they had planned to flash clone a new limb for the wounded Jedi, but due to a rare genetic deformity, Ahsoka's body was unable to accept to new organ and as a result a cybernetic one had to be used. "It will take some getting use to, but I will manage. Though I wish they would hurry up with the one that is meant for me, it's kind of weird looking at my arm and seeing it not match the rest of my skin color."

"Rory did not seen to mind though when you kissed him." Riyo stated, a small smile forming on her lips.

"Well he is my husband so it's his job to hug and kiss me. Kind of how it is your Daniel's job to keep reminding you just how 'cute' and 'sexy' you are." Ahsoka replied with a smile of her own, much to the surprise of the Pantoran female.

"How... do you..."

"Toy should make sure that no one is able to see you two when you, I guess, cuddle." Ahsoka replied with a rather mischievous look forming on her face. Over the years Riyo and her husband had gained a reputation of being rather affectionate towards one another, and Ahsok enjoyed reminding her friend about that fact every chance she got.. "Speaking of husbands, how is skyguy?"

A small frown suddenly formed on Riyo's face. "Padme told me that he has been seeing the psychiatrist three times a week since he returned from Coruscant."

"We all went through a lot those past weeks." Ahsoka replied grimly, as her arm began to throb a bit in the area where it and the cybernetic limb connected. "I just wish all of us came back from it. They still we unable to recover master Shaak Ti's body?"

"Afraid so." the former senator replied. "They were able to locate her, but it was buried under a collapsed building. They can't get to it, too dangerous the team said."

"One day I am going to tell Indira what happened to her aunt." Ahsoka muttered, not looking forward towards that task.

"Indira is a smart girl, she will be sad but will understand." Riyo assured her friend. "Daniel use to tell me that time does not heal all scars, but in time we can learn to live with and not allow them to control us."

The Togruran managed to smile a bit as she replied, "Daniel sounds like a very intelligent person," a evil grin flashed on her face. "Now if he could only stop undressing me with his eyes."

Riyo knew just how to respond to her friend's words and replied with a grin"He undresses me too, but not only with his eyes."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( Alliance Park. Saint James District, New Plymouth. One Year Later...)_

The memorial service marking the anniversary of the end of the Andromeda War, was a very somber affair to say the very least. The service was held in the recently completed Alliance Park, a green and open area which was commission several months ago and was located where a military barracks once stood. It may have been located in the middle of one of the busiest districts of New Plymouth, but the park gave off a aura of peace and tranquility which enveloped anyone who entered it.

But Alliance Park was much more than a oasis of green, the park in was actually created to contain the recently completed memorial which had been dedicated to honor the millions of allied troops who had been killed during the almost four year long conflict. Three large bronze columns stood proudly in a triangular formation in the middle of the park area, a distance of twenty feet equally spaced in between them, but the columns in question were connected by a holographic "wall" which had a translucent white glow to it and one those walls, were the names of all those who had been killed in combat. In the center of the formation a fountain with three statues, each one representing a soldier from the allied factions, stood proudly together and holding the flags of their respective governments.

The war itself had taken a heavy toll on the galaxy at large and on those who called it home. It was estimated that almost thirty billion people, mostly imperial and civilian, had died in the conflict while billions more were left to pick up the pieces and rebuild their lives from scratch. Entire planets had been rendered uninhabitable while many more were left in ruin in more ways than one. But despite this grim reality, life continued with Andromeda and those who had survived the war were now left with the task of rebuilding what had been destroyed.

Standing alone in front the memorial, Wedge looked on at the statue which was of a Rebel pilot. The statue in question was of his former wing commander and friend Garven Dreis, who along with the rest of Red Squadron, had been killed during the battle of Coruscant when the Centax moons exploded.

It would be days after Coruscant fell when Wedge would find out the fate of his team mate and learned that he was the sole survivor of Red Squadron. It was a fact which the Rebel pilot had problems dealing with, as he and the rest of his team had been very close knit group. In the months after the wars end, Wedge fell into a deep depression and had to take a leave of absence. It would be a while before he returned to active duty as a flight instructor for the newly formed Galactic Alliance, but every now and again the Corellian pilot would wonder what would have been if his squadron mates had survived the war.

"How you feeling?" a voice suddenly broke the pilot out of his self imposed stupor and when he looked to see who it was, Wedge saw commander, now captain Stepson walking towards him. Even though the war was over, Rebecca and her crew were still involved in numerous skirmishes with remnants of the Galactic Empire. It were during these engagements that Stepson made a name for herself and was eventually promoted to the rank of captain, but still remained in command of her LCV.

"I'm alright." Wedge replied," was just killing some time before my ship leaves. You?"

"Same as always." Rebecca answered back. "Just got in. Pirates nearly got lucky a few days in Hutt space, I swear they are getting bolder with every attack."

"Well with the Hutts gone, every smuggler and would be crime syndicate are trying to grab up what the Hutts left behind." Wedge explained. "As well as our governments."

"The difference with us being that we would not be trying to create another criminal empire." Rebecca replied. "So where are you heading now?"

"Back to Naboo." Wedge answered. "A lot of new recruits are coming in and they need experienced pilots to train them. You?"

"My family are getting together this evening." Captain Stepson stated. "Not often we get together, especially with me being off world most of the time. "

"You come from a big family?" the pilot asked the captain.

"Well, it felt like I had a big family." Rebecca replied. "Other than my brothers and myself, my mom and dad had their friends who had families of their own."

"That sounds like a big family to me." Wedge replied, just as a slight drizzle began to fall. "Well I better get going before my ship leaves without me. I guess this is goodbye then."

"Yea I guess." Rebecca replied. "See you around the galaxy."

"Yea. See you around." Wedge replied, as he picked up the small suit case which rested at his side and went off into the city.

"I guess some scars will never fully heal." the Captain muttered to herself, before see too exited the park. Just as the rain began to fall a little heavier.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_( "The Hive", Fort Ragno ) _

"You know, things use to be a lot more lively in here." Colonel Offee commented, as she and General Escandor toured the CBMI's Andromeda headquarters. "But with the end of the war, we have begun to shift focus on the numerous criminal syndicate that has crawled out of the cracks since the Empire fell."

"Well we just slayed the mighty dragon, but now we are left with a wilderness filled with poisonous snakes to deal with." the general commented, just as the duo entered the Hive's central command area.

"But that does not mean that the Imperial remnant is no longer a threat." the former Jedi reminded the senior officer. "They my not be as strong as before, but they are still out there."

"Indeed, especially when those greedy bastards began to fight among themselves for what little power they had left." the general remarked, before his expression got serious and asked. "What do you have on the new... development we have been following?"

"Please follow me, general." he intelligence officer said in a hushed tone, as she lead the General into one of the facility's tactical rooms. No sooner had the doors closed, the holographic image of a extremely large, disk like alien vessel came into view. "This just one of the of the vessels our probes found hiding just outside the galaxy."

"One?" the General questioned. "How many of these thing are there?"

"There were just over a couple hundred of these vessels in that area of space alone." Barriss explained. "But from what information we have been able to gather, these... things have been operating in the galaxy for years. Well before the Clone wars erupted."

"Well they are very patient, I will give them that much." Escandor commented. I guess it is safe to assume that these creatures are a clear and present threat to the galaxy?"

"More than you think." Barriss replied, just as the image before them changed to show a layout of the Andromeda galaxy with highlighted icons dotted all over it. "As you can see by this chart, these creatures have been very active indeed. Each one of those icons represents alleged incidents where persons have reported strange creatures which attacked for no reason, before suddenly retreating with hostages in tow. Never to be seen again. While others also show the locations where our people have eliminated agents of this new faction over the last eighteen month, as you can see, there is a pattern to all this."

"I remember you saying that these creatures had managed to infiltrate a number of governments, before your agents took them out of the equation." Escandor stated.

"They were very high up within those governments as well." Barriss replied. "High enough to cause some major damaged when they were ready."

"Then it looks like we have another potential invasion on our hands." Escandor said grimly. "Something tells me that these... unknowns are going to move up their invasion plans after what we have done."

"Are you sure that it is wise to keep this information secret from our allies or even the Jedi?" the intelligence officer questioned her superior officer.

"The less people know about this new threat, the better." the General replied. "Like you said these creatures have infiltrated a number governments, they already know that someone is one to them. They don't need to know that it is us and we don't know just how many of them are still embedded within allied governments. Right now our main focus should be on how to stop this invasion before it starts."

"Then I guess a preemptive strike is on the table?"

"Very much so, we need to hit them fast and hard before they even know what hit them." Escandor explained. "The MOAB is still in the Milky way undergoing a refit and wont be back for another year."

"Then... I think I may have found a solution to this." The intelligence officer announced, before the image changed to that of a strange looking craft which at first glance, looked like a ice cream cone.

"What the hell is that thing?" the general asked, genuinely puzzled by the image.

"It is something that your friend Voch was instrumental in getting for us." Barriss replied, "and I do believe that it can give us a fighting chance."

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

The year was now 2639 AD and after almost four years of conflict, the Andromeda Galaxy was once again baring witness to changes that no once could have ever expected.

The Empire which was supposed to bring ten thousand years of peace and prosperity to the galaxy, only lasted thirty years, as its first and only emperor ignited a war which destroyed billions of lives and left billions more dead. Including the Emperor himself.

Coruscant, a world which was once considered the jewel of the known galaxy home to hundreds of billions of people, was now nothing more than a burnt out shell of it's former self. The destruction of the planet's moons had created a massive rings of debris around the former Imperial capital , attempts had been made to start reconstruction of the massive city but in the end it was determined that Coruscant was too far gone to be rebuilt. As the debris field in orbit made it too dangerous for vessels to orbit the planet.

The only ones who were left on the surface were those who had fallen into complete madness, as their minds could not deal with the fact that the Empire was gone and Coruscant had ti be abandoned. Those who survived the battle and chose to leave the planet now lived in hastily built refugee camps which had been set up around the star system. Namely on the planets of Nabatu and Improcco, where the camps were built under the planet's surface to protect the populace from the harsh conditions outside.

Planets which once thrived under the Imperial regime quickly fell in chaos as the populations began to rise up against their respective governments and it was not long before numerous civil wars broke out on these worlds. Wars which still raged on over a year after the Empire fell and left many worlds in ruin. The Allied governments did what they could to end these conflicts but in the end it all came down to the fact that it was the strong resentment for the Imperial governments, coupled with those who were still loyal to the old regime, which fueled these wars. It was anyone's guess just when it would all end.

But despite all the hardships the Galaxy faced, the future of Andromeda finally began to look bright after so many year. On Alderaan the _The Galactic Alliance _had been formed to replace the Empire and the failed Republic. Though still in its infancy the Alliance was made up of all the major governments of the "free" galaxy, seeing that there were many who were not willing to give this new governing body the same powers which the Republic once had. Interestingly enough the Jedi council, though giving the Alliance its full blessing and support, had also decided to remain separate of this new government and would remain in the Worth Colonies. Though they would assist the Galactic Alliance when the situation called for it.

But of course none of this would have been possible if it were not for the actions of a government which was now thee dominant faction in the galaxy.

With the demise of the Galactic Empire, the United Nations Space Command and by extension the Terran Government, had cemented their place as Andromeda's top super power and had proven they were a force not be trifled with. It were these humans from another galaxy which had the greatest effect on Andromeda within the last century and there was no doubt in anyone's mind that they and their UNSC would continue to be apart of the galactic community for many years to come.

Weather they liked it or not.

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

_**A/N: **Well there you go, The Andromeda War is officially over and done with and I thank everyone who reviewed, faved and followed my story. I hope it was worth your wild and I hope to see many of you again when I start my future project. _

_Until next time... this is Nightstalker signing off... ~Enters blue Police Box~ ~Box fades away~ _

_**Credits... **_

_Bungie_

_343 Industries_

_Lucasfilms/Disney _

_Sony VAIO_

_OpenOffice_

_MEleesmasher And everyone who bothered to read my fic. _

_**THE END... **_

_Nightstalker shall return... _


	47. - - - -

_**A/N: **__Well you really did not think I would end the story just so now did you? _

_**[ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] [ [ [ [ ] ] ] ] **_

A biological abomination sat quietly within his personal chamber, as his mind raced with pain and curiosity. What should have been a simple task of manipulation and sabotage on a galactic scale had suddenly come to a screeching halt, hundreds of agents which he had sent into this new galaxy to pave the way for their glorious crusade, suddenly fell silent. The last piece of information which the Supreme Overlord had received from this galaxy was that a massive war had broken out between the ga major factions and that as a result, a number of his agents had been caught in the cross fire.

But something told the Vong leader that there was much more to this sudden silents which met the deformed eye. One particular piece of information he had received prior to the silence, was that of a race of people who like themselves, had come from beyond the galaxy. But unlike his people, these... Terrans allowed themselves to be assimilated and corrupted by the artificial constructs which plagued this galaxy. A galaxy which would become the new home for his race.

But these Terrans were said to be very cunning and ferocious when it came to the ways of war, if that were the case then these Terrans as a whole had to be eliminated once and for all before his plans for crusade can begin.

"Supreme Overlord. You are requested to be present in the command chamber." a voice suddenly filled the the head of the leader of the Yuuzhan Vong. With not much of a grunt or groan, the pain filled body that was Shimrra Jamaane got up and made his way out of the organically created chamber and made his way to his "vessel's" command center.

"What do you have" the Vong growled out, as he glared down at the Master Shaper.

"Your Lordship, I regret to inform you that we have lost contact with all out fleets in the galaxy." the deformed creature replied, his voice showing both uncertainty and fear as he spoke to his superior.

"What do you mean you lost contact with our fleets?" Jammane sounded a bit irritated at the Shaper's statement.

"We... we have lost all contact with our fleets." the creature replied. "The last reports stated that they were in position and ready to attack. But after that.. nothing."

"My lord... we are... receiving a transmission..." another Shaper suddenly spoke up. A surprised tone could clearly be heard in his voice.

"A transmission..." the Overlord asked out load. "From whom?"

"Sir... the... Terrans." the creature replied, disbelief strong in his voice.

"What does it say?"

"It... It says... _'If you value your lives... find somewhere else to be. This is your final warning."_

Absolute rage and anger filled the Vong supreme leader, just who did these people think they were threatening him and his people. "Where did that transmission come from?"

"From... from the Terran system."

"What?" the Vong screeched out in disbelief, as she voice could be heard through out the biologically engineered vessel.

Meanwhile in space, hundreds of dark gray cylinders with U.N.S.C. markings suddenly decloaked and and shot towards the Vong fleet from all directions. While just a few light years away, a formation of Forerunner inspired vessels entered slip space with a moon sized object closely following behind them. A artificial voice within the "moon" cheerfully exclaiming...

"It's Time! Its TIME! Its... VADER TIME!"


End file.
